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BOOK  I 


CHAPTER    I 


FALLING   LEAVES 

CRIMSON  and  tawny  and  sere,  the  leaves  once  more 
cast  down  their  mantle  upon  the  bosom  that  bore 
them,  and  the  dommions  of  the  bough  paid  back  their  due 
to  the  kingdoms  of  the  root.  In  withered  clouds  and 
companies  the  flying  legions  hurried  thr^  agh  air  and  over 

^f  r.:,  u  '""^*^''  """"^  whisper  of  them  was  as  the  murmur 
of  little  ghosts  ;  and  heart  of  man,  according  to  its  mood 
read  sorrow  into  the  sound,  or  the  seemly  music  of  obedi- 
ent multitudes  hastening  to  pay  a  debt.  The  flights  of 
the  leaves  were  scattered  in  constellations  above  the  forest 
and  blown  breast-high  along  the  channels  of  the  lanes  • 
they  were  caught  by  the  rivers,  and  their  ruby  and  amber 
argosies  danced  in  masses  to  brighten  foaming  waterfall 
and  silent  pool ;    they  were  drifted  against  the  trunks  of 

fiu''!?"Iu*''^^lu^"'?  J"^"^^"^  ^°"&  the  hedgerows;  they 
filled  the  rabbit-holes  and  made  nightly  work  for  the 
coneys.  Like  children  to  mother  earth  they  returned  and 
nestled  in  the  lap  of  her  who  had  known  the  end  from  the 

hSvT^V'^^,,^^.'^  u'']^^'^  ^^'■°"^h  bourgeoning  and  bud- 
break  for  the  fall  of  the  leaf  ;  who  had  ordained  the  destiny 
of  every  glade  and  dingle  and  laughing  canopy  of  green 
The  eaves  were  paying  for  the  pageant  of  the  year,  heap- 
ing their   sweetness   upon   the   earth   and   returning   the 

ThonT.?  r'lf /^T'"^  -^^  ^'■'"-^"P  *"  the  hidden  work- 
shop that  hfted  and  maintained  each  unit  of  the  forest 
realm.  luicai 

To  them  had  belonged  springtime  and  the  song  of  the 
thrush,    theu-s  were  the  silver  rain  of  May.  the  glow  oi 
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/n  u-.l  •  \^u'  "^T^  ^"'''  °^  ^h'  "'ght  ^i"d  roaming 

to  uelcome  another  day.  They  knew  the  red  moon  that 
swam  up  over  the  forest  edge,  cast  off  the  tinctures  of 
air  in  her  ascension,  then  turned  an  argent  shield  to 
earth  and  set  the  dim  dew  flashing.  Theirs  were  the 
visions  of  meadow  and  wold  and  the  uplifted  desert  of  the 
Moor  ;  the  not  of  the  storm  and  the  thunder  ;  the  punc- 
tual progress  ^of  the  months.  And  theirs,  also,  was  that 
mght  so  strange,  that  emotion  so  terrific,  when  through 
each  emerald  court  there  passed  a  presence  at  coming 
^L   i^   September.     Day   indeed    banished    the   shadow 

hr,,  J  ^%f''"'^u"f   ^^y^"^   ^^^''   ^^^^;     but   a   stain     ha.l 
brushed  the  whole  forest  and  written  a  new  thing  there 
whose  name  was  death.  ^ 

r..ff'''Tl  ''''T  ^u"^  ^^"opies  they  leapt  or  fell,  ruddy  and 
?f  !;ni    1^^'  ^\^y  "'^^t°'  "^""^PP^^  heavily  at  the  "touch 
of  stiU  dawn  s  finger.     The  russet,   the  scarlet   and   the 
e  lolate  lea  ,  that  had  lived  its  httle  life  in  shadow    now 
came  together  and  joined  hands  in  a  death  dance;    fell 
and  flew  and  flitted  and  twisted  in  the  gigantic  breath  of 
the  autumnal  equinox  ;   gyrated  upward  on  sudden  whirl- 
winds in  lonely  places ;    and  sinking  at  last  to  the  eartli 
yielded  up  their  treasure  in  the  alembics  of  the  latter  rain.' 
Only  beech  leaves  and  oak  leaves,  like  weak  souls,  clung 
to  dead  ]oy  and  parent  boughs  that  knew  them  no  more 
And  It  seemed  as  though  the  brown  spikes  that  held  next 
year  s  glory   cried  to  them  in  the  voice  of  the  wind   "  De- 
part  ye  auburn  shadows  and  cease  your  sobbing  •  'for  ve 
also  have  won  your  meed  of  life's  feast  from  earth  and  skv 
ihe  spring  and  summer  hidden  in  time  are  ours      There- 

£Sh""otor"e'"''""'  ''^  ''''''  ''  ''''  '"''''  -^^-^  -f 
»..^'r"  V^^  ^"r^^  "^  Devon's  central  waste,  beneath  the 
Mnn^\y  '\'^''V''''''^  between  a  ru-er  valley  and  the 
Moor  above,  two  human  mothers  walked  and  talked  to- 
gether. Rachel  Bolt  was  old  and  her  grey  hair  and 
wrinkled  forehead  chimed  with  the  season's  fa^l  and  made 
her  a  hgure  emblematic  of  the  hour.  But  Avisa  Pom.roy's 
life  halted  awhile  at  middle  age.  She  was  rather  a  nnall 
buTrbnf '^  r\  f""-b^^^°-^d.  straight  and  sturd  o 
build,  but  inclined  to  stoutness.    The  expression  of  her 
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face  was  very  placid,  yet  the  calm  belonged  rather  to  mind 
than  body  :  it  was  of  the  intellect  and  not  the  physical 
habit.  She  was  not  strong  and  great  physical  evils  haunted 
her,  waited  at  hand  and  looked  out  from  the  darkness  of 
her  future. 

Avisa  showed  neither  joy  nor  sonow  while  she  listened 
to  her  older  companion  ;  bul  the  bent,  autumnal  rreature 
spoke  fast,  and  happiness  made  her  thin  voice  musical. 
By  their  mouths  the?e  women  might  have  been  judged. 
The  younger's  was  firm  to  hardness,  yet  fuU  in  the  hp  ; 
the  older  mother  had  a  small  mouth,  a  little  fallen  in 
from  lack  of  teeth  behind.  But  more  than  the  shadowed 
weakness  of  age  marked  her  lips.  They  seemed  a  fit  organ 
for  the  hopeful,  gentle  words  that  issued  from  them.  Her 
speech  also  betrayed  her.  That  an  old  woman  could  be 
so  sanguine  concerning  the  future  served  to  indicate  how 
many  storms  of  experience  had  beat  upon  her  head  in  vain. 

"  Draw  your  shawl  closer,  Rachel,"  said  the  younger. 
"  Great  news  without  a  doubt  of  it.  Set  down  your  faggot 
an'  we'll  pitch  here  a  bit  in  the  sun,  sheltered  from  the 
wind.     I'm  glad  I've  met  you." 

Presently  the  mothers  sat  side  by  side  while  the  elder 
talked.  She  was  a  widow  and  lived  with  one  son  at  the 
moorland  hamlet  of  Merivale.  Her  friend  also  dwelt  close 
at  hand.  Avisa  had  just  been  to  a  neighbouring  village 
and,  returning  homeward,  fell  in  with  Mrs.  Bolt  gathering 
sticks  along  the  wood. 

Now  the  leaves  danced  round  them,  played  at  their  feet, 
fell  impartially  on  Mrs.  Pomeroy's  linen  sunbonnet  and  the 
ancient  black  straw  hat  of  Rachel.  There  was  rain  in  the 
air  and  the  October  afternoon  faded  towardi  dusk. 

"  She've  took  him,  and  who  could  doubt  she  would  ? 
A  very  good  girl  Avisa,  but  a  very  unhappy  home.  To 
marry  my  son,  Samuel,  will  be  a  better  fate  than  many 
young  women  can  look  for.  I  could  have  wished  she  was  a 
thought  more  of  a  scholar ;  but  Sam's  clever  enough  for 
them  both,  come  to  think  of  it." 

"Jill  Wickett's  a  pretty  girl  and  I  hope  from  my  heart 
she'll  make  Samuel  a  g-^od  wife." 

"  She   will — she   must.     That   man — though   he   is   my 

own   son  I  Sav  it — be  the  cho«;Pn   nf  thp   T  nrd   if  pvpr  man 
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;?■  '^Y,'^^'  ,,,«^"  J^^ve  lus  store  of  blessings.     Heaven 
knows  him.  hke  it  knowed  his  father  afore  hun  " 

.nH  .K  ?''T' 7  ""'^'^'''^-  "•^'"  ^>'^s  ^^-ere  large  anJ  grev 
had  tll:':^^  g'^ntler  than  her  hps.  In  maidenhood  U^v 
^  htftT  M  '  'T-';  ^'""*  °^  wondering  innocence  ;  but 
a  httle  tumkle  at  the  corner  of  that  strong  mouth  had 
always  behed  them  and  still  did  so. 
4-  "  '^^^^^'^y.  l'i'"ge-minded  in  you  to  take  it  thus"  con- 
tinued Rachel  Bolt.  ■'  because  well  I  know  you  boy  hes 
was  set  in  that  quarter  too,  and  naturally  you'd  have  1  ked 

ecu  dn 't  r''^^H"'''  ^^  J'"  '''  h'"^-     But'there  'tis     bo  h 
couldn  t  have  her,  and  my  Samuel  was  the  chosen." 

mother  "'rtrT'''  ^y  "°  "^•^^"^  *^"^^^'^^  the  younger 
mother.     The  fact  meant   a  painful  task    presently    but 

she  was  accustomed  to  difficulties.     Noxs-  sleTt  the  future 
aside  and  showed  sympathy  with  her  friend.^ 

£5oth  couldn't  have  her,  as  you  say  and  'fu-;.c  mr.ro 
-tty  that  Samuel  should.  He/oMerty  fit  or^Tx^  r 
than  my  son— wiser  too."  «  or  .  ix  >ear 

;;  A  headstrong  young  youth,  your  Ives,  my  dear  " 

altogether  to  v?.T  ^  ^*  ^''  ^^"-  "^''  "^^  ^  bad  thing 
a  together  to  want  your  own  way.     I  fike  a  colt  to  fight  a 

^;:^'y::V^''''''  ''-  '-     ^^'  ^^^^-  -y  boy  tn-t 
"  Not  much  more  than  a  smurry  to  her  back  will   the 

Ts'  S"" 'rheV^^"  f  ^  ^kT"^«  Samuel,"  continued 
iMrs,  iioit  They  are  terrible  ill  to  do  the  Wickett 
fami  y^    But  I  hope  she'll  be  of  a  saving  turn  " 

I  hope  so  too.     A    fuzzy-poll  of  a  maid  '  but  a  rare 

hard  worker  when  in  the  humou'r,  and  very  personable  "" 

see  her  in  it  fl?  ^^^'^g'^ed  her  a  new  green  dress.     You'll 

.,  ner  in  it  to  worship  next  Sunday." 

An    very  nice  she'll  look,  Em  sure." 

fnn  f.    .^'^c°^  '^  ^"  ''^'  ^^'isa,  that  I  shan't  be  parted 

Why  thlT  ^T"'^-  ^°^^^"'^  ^"«^^  it-more  couM  he 
VVhy  the  dear  chap  wanted  for  me  to  live  along  with  em  ' 
But  no,  no,' I  said.  '  Too  wnse  for  that  '  EIJ  take  thickv 
cottage  on  t'other  side    of  the    road  : '  that  s  what    I'l^ 

•'  Samnl'r  '^'".f  f  ^°  ^  ^i*  ^"'"ther  off,  my  dear." 
Samuel  won  t  let  me.     Besides,   there's  not  another 
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house  inMenvale  1  can  have.     Very  lucky  to  get  one  just 
over  against   'em." 

"  Look  you  take  caie,  Rachel." 

"  Don't  fear  it.  My  love's  my  guide.  Love  be  very 
witty,  Avisa.  I  shall  watch,  but  I  shan't  interfere,  no 
more  than  the  guardian  angels  do.  All  the  same,  he  wanted 
ine  to  stop  with  'em,  God  bless  him  !  " 

"  A  loving  t..jn  don't  understand  these  things  wholly. 
There's  some  people  very  restive  of  being  watched— especi 
ally  young  married  women.  When  I  was  a  girl,  Ld  have 
gone  mad  to  think  as  a  pai'-  of  patient,  old  eyes  was  over- 
looking my  life  and  seeing  all  my  mistakes  and  silliness,  and 
saying  nought.  Why,  in  my  green  youth,  I  often  hated  to 
think  that  God  Almighty's  Self  never  had  His  eye  off  me  ! 
Ld  have  suffered  no  human  to  watch." 

She  smiled  at  her  maiden  thoughts. 

"I  shall  watch,  however,"  repeated  Rachel;  "but 
never  a  word  shall  I  say,  \.ell  knowing  the  value  of  silence." 

"  You'll  drive  the  girl  silly." 

'That  wouldn't  be  a  long  journey.  However,  there  I 
shall  be — for  Samuel's  sake.  And  I'm  not  saying  a  word 
against  jiil  neither.  She'll  soon  learn  from 'him.  He'll 
think  for  her,  same  as  I've  thought  for  him — same  as  you  do 
for  your  boy  and  girl." 

"  The  strongest  mmd  looks  ahead  the  farthest,"  declared 
Avisa  Pomeroy.  "  Childer  can't  see  beyond  their  httle  to- 
morrows, so  us  must  for  'em.  And  a  many  growed  people 
can't  neither.     My  son's  not  marriage-ripe,  Rachel." 

"  And  never  will  be,  so  long  as  he's  that  rash  and  reck- 
less.    Samuel  tells  me  'tis  ?  pity  the  friends  he  makes." 

"  Samuel  tells  you  the  truth.     We  must  wait  and  hope." 

"  Trust  you  for  that." 

"  Ives  be  a  slow  learner.  So  was  I.  But  come  I 
gathered  a  bit  of  knowledge  from  life,  it  always  stuck 
fast,  Rachel." 

"  Sorrow's  the  best  schoolmaster,  I  reckon." 

"  I  don't  say  that.  Happiness  have  taught  me  many 
things  too.  My  boy  be  stiff-necked  and  rebellious  and 
passionate.  But  nobody  as  loves  justice  like  him  will  go 
far  wrong  in  the  upshot.     A  curious  bent  of  mind  some- 

timp<;        Whpn   hie  litflo  cic+nt-  AiaA       .^..  4.u: l     i 
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af'flt' N  ^^'"■  ?^'^  ^',r'  *^""-  "^*^^d  her  noise  the  night 
after  and  axed  nn-  old  mother  where  she  was  to  ■  SheVe 
k.ss.dG.Kidcane;  says  the  dear  old  soul  in  her  fanliM 
way,  and  the  boy  sniffed.  '  Poor  Milly-she  always  hated 
kissing  -that  was  what  he  said  about  it  -  ^ 

solatLifin'th;^:^^:^:.'^^^^^^-     ^-  --^   ^^^^  con. 
''  He  goes  to  please  me-an'  look  at  the  girls  " 
Mrs    Pomeroy  s  eyes  pictured  her  boy  at  wor-^hin  and 

K^chH   R  T""   ""r"'?   'r'   ^-^"d   amusement.     Bu^t    o  d 
Kachel  Bolt  was  shocked. 

"  Samuel  ban't  like  that.     Never  did  ho  m^^^  nf  ^  f«      i 

creature  .,11  JUPs  br,«h,  ha.r  an  1  g  ea     .fd Tr,  ,uth  llu?  e 

"So  they  should  be.  Xow  Ml  help  you  with  vo,ir 
r^oTr'L^ulS''" '"'■     '"'  ^"-^"""^  '^  "«  abuS 

"Thank  you  kindly.  You  must  know  there  ban't  no 
bu    Z  Z  •  "  ^fA^''  ''''^''  ^"d  Sam  often  grumbles 

oun'hoiS,  1  ^1f'''^'  ""^'  ^"^*  *°  b^  alone^v,th  my 
oun  thoughts.  I  often  cm.c  out  to  do  it  "  ^ 

Ihey  parted  presently  where  A  visa  dwelt   and  the  elder 

went  slowly  forward.     She  hardly  heard  the  kindly  wh 

in  her  ears,  fo,"  this  great  news  filled  her  heart  and  made 

NoVt  •"•  ^''  '°?  ¥^  ^'''^  ^'^  1'^^  fo^  many  .Sars 
Now  he  was  going  to  be  the  life  of  another.  Therefore 
some^  fear  shadowed  the  joy  that  she  felt  in  seling  tm 

.    Avisa's  mental  attitude  to  the  circumstance  was  exceed 
">gly  different.     No  regret  marked  it.     She  s^'pt  asfdt 
a  passmg  feehng  of  surprise  that  Jill  had  chosen  the  sim^ 
and  somewhat  uninterestmg  Sam  Bolt,  when  she  m  iht 
have  had   Ives  Pomeroy;    then  she  smiled  at  her  own 
mother's  heart  because  such  a  thought  had  r  sen      anS 

^n^irto-S?  ^er^;  ^^  ^^  ^^^^^  ^^^-^^st 
valley,   stood  her   daughter,    and   UzzS^^So's^S: 
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swiftly  showed  that  she  too  had  heard  the  news.  She 
was  small  and  very  neat,  with  an  almost  birdlike  trim- 
ness  of  diess  and  person.  Her  face  was  bright  and  fair 
with  round  grey  eyes  like  her  mother's,  though  virginal 
and  rather  chill  in  their  expression.  But  the  coldness 
belonged  to  temperament  and  resulted  from  lack  of  imagina- 
tion, not  want  of  knowledge. 

"  Oh,  mother,  here's  a  pretty  lantara !  "  she  cried. 
"  Ives  be  just  back  home  from  Merivale.  That  g'rl, 
Jill  Wickett — she've  taken  Mrs.  Bolt's  son  ;  and  Ives  be 
using  language  about  it  something  shocking.  And, 
though  I've  kept  his  dinner  hot  all  the  afternoon,  not  a 
bite  will  he  take." 

Her  mother  did  not  answer  but  entered  the  kitchen 
of  Vixen  Tor  farmhouse,  threw  her  bonnet  on  a  settle 
and  then  ajiproached  her  boy. 

He  sat  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets  on  one  side  of  the 
fire  ;  while  upon  the  other,  old  Jane  Pomeroy,  his  dead 
father's  niulher,  facctl  him.  The  young  man's  face  was 
dark  with  passion  and  an  expression  almost  malignant 
reigned  upon  it.  He  turned  his  black  eyes  on  his  mother. 
His  hair  was  rather  long  and  wet  witli  perspiration. 

In  the  momentary  silence  old  Mrs.  Pomeroy  sighed 
audibly  and  rattled  her  wooden  knitting-needles.  Ives 
wore  his  cap  at  the  back  of  his  head,  and  Avisa's  first 
act  was  to  take  it  off  and  brush  the  hair  from  his  fore- 
heac'  with  her  hand. 

Then  he  turned  on  her. 

"  If  I  thought  you'd  had  any  part  in  this,  mother,  I'd 
never  see  your  face  again— God  judge  me  if  I  would  !  " 

"  I've  had  no  part  in  it,  Ives — no  part  in  it  beyond 
hoping  for  the  right  thing  to  happen.  I  wont  ?ay  I'm 
sorry  for  this,  because  I'm  not.  You're  long  ways  short 
of  wife-old  yet.  But  I'm  mortal  sorry  for  your  sorrow  my 
son.     'Tis  that  I'm  thinkingon.     I'm  wondering.  .  ." 

"  I  don't  want  none  of  that  soft  stuff.  If  you  didn't 
do  this,  who  did  ?  It  it  likely  such  a  sheep-faced,  sandy- 
headed  fool  as  Bolt  would  have  won  her  away  from  me 
single-handed  ?  Somebody  helped  him,  and  ii  't wasn't 
you,  who  was  it  ?  " 

"  You  uutj'iL  to  know  better  than  talk  to  nnother  hke 
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crossed!  he  thundered  out.  '"  Crossed  t  •  r.  ^u  . 
^vha  you  call  it.  you  httle  f..ol  ?  '  Crossed  I  -  U'  ^^^ 
'"ans  hfe  is  suddenly  knocked  ;,I1  !^  i  .  ^ '"""  ^ 
tor  evermore  by  a  woman-itn  "f   '"^   '^""^'' 

you  want,   to  preach.     There    ^et  out  t?     ■''"'  T^'  ''*" 
..norant  wretc/.,  or  D,  t^.n^'  k,nfe  a    yl"/^  "^"^'  ^"" 

•'Do^t-cWt'';^t";',  '"^  '^""^  -""-^'^  her  eyes 
h.sg^nd.otler  '  Wh  t'do^f  nl!^"^'-  ''''''"  '-^ 
it  P     List  to  yo;r  mo  h  r      Tis  a  m>  ""'  "^7  '^"°"  ^^^"^ 

"  ni  hst  ti  nobody '-he  s^  d  ^  T  ll'"  ''""k  V^^'"'^^" 
't-thafs  what   r  want  to  kn;:!v  "     '   "  "''  "^"  "^  ^^""« 

H^Sc5;^^^^.^-,j:^r^^ok  ^"'  '^'''^'^  ^-^- 

it  remain.  ^  '  ^'^  ^"""'^  '^  ^''g^'"  ^nd  he  let 

^_;^ni  have  it  out  w.th   the  man.   whoever   'twas/'  he 

an'youTtSr''''^^-     ^    ^"^   h.s   name   very   well- 

■  Speak  it  then.     I  won't  sleep  this  n.^ht  till 
j^^^VVhat  was  ,t  you  told  us  at^umer  ba'c'k  last  week, 

He  reflected,  t!,,,,  remembered. 
^^^  Jhat  me  and  she  had  a  b.t  of  a  flare  up  about  Samuel 

"  And  you  said.  .     ?  " 
she't'hought'st'd  b'e  iT^n.^r'^H"^'     '  '">''  ^er  that  ,f 

fool  hke  'h,m.  than  wi/^  ^^i;;  kVnr:L';f  ^;r^^'"^^^ 

hnn  and  be  damned  "  ^  '  ^^^  ^  ^''^^'"'  So  to 

'•  Vp=\*5^i  ^r  ^""S  °«  f^°"^  her." 
womlns   mood   anrLn^'on'  ^^^-^ject.     She  was  in  a 
creature  t.Il  'twas  all  I TllH    ,^""f 'T^,  *^  ^^^^k-twisted 
Wish  I  had  now"  ""  ^°  ^"^^  '^^^'"g  her  ears. 

[[  When  did  you  see  her  last  ?  " 

warcfs:,SrS;Sht:^^\  i  rf  ^^^^^  - '-  - 

Then  sudd'Llv  Z  V!.^^''d/"^  ^ttle  enough  she  said. 

•     —  J-"  s-^iuy   to  say  you'm 
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sorry,  Ives  ?  '  And  I  saul,  '  Wliat  for  ?  '  Then  she  said 
•  Last  week,  I  should  think.'  And  I  said,  '  'Tis  for  you, 
not  me,  to  say  you'in  sorry.'  And  she  said,  'What  a 
(liilii  you  he  still— doan't  know  no  more  about  a  woman 
tlian  a  cow.  You  only  cue  f(jr  vi)ur  silly,  vain  self,  and 
that's  the  uf,'ly  truth  about  you.'  'Twasn't  like  l'  was 
Komg  to  stand  that.  So  I  had  my  say  short  and  sharp, 
and  then  left  her  till  she'd  thought  it  over  and  corned  ul 
her  senses.  And  no  doubt  she  must  need's  ax  some- 
i)ody's  advice  ;  and  who  be  that  somebody  ?  Tell  me 
that." 

Mrs.   Pomeroy  looked  at  him  and  still  held  his  hand. 
"  You've  answered  your  own  questif)n,  my  dear.     She 
told  you  a  lot  of  truth,   Ives.     'Twas  you  and   nobody 
else  helped  Samuel  Bolt  to  get  her." 

"  You  say  that  !  "  he  cried.     "  You— you  can  teU  that 
silly  nonsense  !  " 

"  Sober  truth,  Ives." 

"  If  you  ask  me,  I  say  you're  well  out  of  it— well  out 
It  of,"  declared  Lizzie.  Her  emotion  had  passed  and  she 
had  now  grown  angry.  "  A  great,  untidy,  slammocking 
woman— below  you  every  way.  Y01  ught  to  be  thankful, 
instead  of  raving  at  your  own  mother  and  sister  like  a 
lunatic." 
He  glared  at  her,  but  did  not  answer. 
Then  his  mother  rose  and  opened  the  oven  door  and 
took^out  a  dish  that  stood  withm. 

"  Come— eat  your  meat.     'Tis  no  sense  going  hunerv 
for  it,"  she  said.  ^  ^ 

He  started  up  violently  and  used  foul  language. 
"  Curse  the  lot  of  you— narrow,  hard-hearted,  frozen 
up  creatures  that  you  be  !  You  talk  so  wise,  and  me 
robbed  of  the  only  thing  m  the  world  I  cared  about 
Precious  comfort— the  likes  of  you— to  a  miserable  man. 
But  I II  go  my  own  way— to  hell  if  I  choose.  And  'twill 
be  your  fault— yours,  mother,  as  much  as  any— for  you 
never  liked  her  and  never  helped  me  to  win  her.  And  now 
—be  damned  to  everybody  !  I  don't  care  what  becomes 
of  any  hving  soul  on  God's  earth  no  more.     And  I'll  be 

Ii'PP      marV    rriA      fr^M-ti    tViJo    ,1„.. i j._      i_         i      ■     ^    _, 

•  - --    -■■-       •_        •     ■■■:-    -^-cij        iicc    l'.J    tiU    VvTlcit:    i    picaSc 

and  think  what  I  please.     So  now  you  know,  mother  I  " 
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Ih-  took  his  cap,  rose  and  went  out  of  the  house  ;  while 
Mis.  Pomoroy  hont  and  brushed  up  the  (hrt  that  his  boots 
had  lett  by  the  hearth. 

"  He'll  be  the  death  of  us  yet,"  said  Lizzie  mournfully  ; 
but  her  mother  shook  her  head  and  smiled.  She  was 
looking  after  Ives. 

"  Don't  think  it,"  she  answered.  "  Tis  the  other 
way:    we'll  be  the  life  of  him." 

"  How  you  can  take  it  so  easy,  mother  !  Why,  he's 
been  drinking— you  know  he  has  as  well  as  I  do." 

"  He    has,"    admitted    Mrs.     Pomeroy.     "  Poor,    dear, 
silly    boy.     Drniking— yes.     When    I    was   a    maid    such 
things  happened  to  me,  Lizzie,  that  I'd  have  got  drunk 
too,  sometimes — if  I'd  dared." 
"  Mother  !  " 

Still  Avisa's  eyes  were  set  on  the  open  door.     A  strange 
look  rested  in  them— whimsical,  yet  withal  wistful  too. 
"  How  like  him  I  was  once,"  she  said. 
"  Never— never !  "    cried     her     daughter.      "You     so 
patient,   so  gentle— never   vexed   with   man   or  mouse- 
always  ready  to  make  excuses  for  us.     Like  Ives  !  " 

"  There's  a  lot  of  difference  betwixt  four-and-twenty 
and  fifty,  my  dear.  If  you'd  known  your  mother  when 
she  was  your  age,  Lizzie,  you'd  have  said  she  wasn't  a 
good  companion  for  you." 

"  Mother  !  "  the  girl  gasped  again,  and  her  eyes  filled 
with  amazement. 
Even  the  aged  woman  by  the  fire  protested. 
"  Jimmery,  what'll  you  say  next,  Avisa  ?  "  she  asked. 
The   face   of   Lizzie's   mother   twinkled   and,    to   those 
who  understood,  might  have  helped  to  explain  her  words. 
For  a  moment  every  line  of  hei  countenance  spoke  of  joy 
as  she  looked  back  ;  then  a  cloud  fell  upon  it  and  she  shook 
her  head. 

"  A  very  headstrong,  ownself  maiden,  I  warn  'e.  Hard 
to  please— too  selfish  to  please.  Cranny  here  .orgets, 
but  I  remember  ;  and  'tis  well  for  you  children  that  I 
do." 

She  went  over  to  Mrs.  Pomeroy  the  elder. 

"  Ives  be  more  mine  than  his  father's— as  vet  "  «;hp  <;aid 

"■  very   unlike   his   father,   thank  God,"  "answered   the 
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No  lU'Tf  like  iny  son  than  sense 
'  admitted  tlir  unlovv.     "  A  calm 

asked 


)tlnT  of  Ives, 
he  like  toolishncss." 

"  A  great  soul  he  luul 
and  a  thoughtful  man." 

"  And  ban't  you  calm  and  thoughtful,  motlier  ? 
Lizzie. 

"  Perhaps — now.  But  'twas  life  taught  me.  It  corned 
from  outside,  not  fro:n  inside.  Life  -  life  rubbed  down  my 
nature— like  the  skidded  wheel  rubs  down  the  road." 

"  An<l  father  ?  " 

"  Your  father  n-'cis  my  life-  patience  made  alive,  Lizzie." 

The  old  woman  noddeil  in  the  corner. 

■'  You  never  said  a  truer  w(jrd,  Avisa  ;  and  all  that's 
best  in  these  children  corned  from  my  boy." 

"  I  know  it.  His  unchanging  patience  with  men — 
always  the  same." 

"  Always— from  his  youth  up." 

"  And  when  he  chose  me,  folk  said  'twas  the  steadfast 
stone  choosing  the  butterfly." 

Lizzie  stood  up  for  her  mother. 

"  You  made  him  the  happiest  man  in  the  world,  anyway, 
for  I've  heard  Mr.  Toop  and  many  an(ither  say  so.  And 
well  you  might  a  lovely,  darling  dear  like  you  !  " 

"  The  loss — the  loss — to  you  and  your  brother,"  mourned 
Jane  Pomeroy.  "  His  salvation  would  his  father  have  been 
to  Ives  ;  but  the  Lord  had  need  o'  my  son.  'Twas  that 
thought  kept  me  sane  when  he  went." 

"  And  his  babies  had  need  of  me,"  mused  the  younger 
mother.  "  Maybe  'twas  that  thought  kept  me  sane. 
But  we  wasn't  far  off  from  mad  women — you  and  me — 
till  God  A'mighty  saw  and  pitied  the  pair  of  us." 


CHAPTER    rr 

L'":! l^'l^;|^;:,:;i-;j^^^^     a,-n.  .,e  ,.ttle  homestead 
t'"^  Vixen  and  cnddlnTr  ""  ^^"^  southward  slone  of 

-assesofthattor     t,oWcrnn""r'  ^'^  '"--nseTock! 
"Pon  Dartmoor.     It  tou  m-s  ^r  ^     ?/  ^""'^'  ^^all  he  found 
part  and  bastion  •  a  haDnv' ^/'  "^"^"^  ^^  '^s  crown  by  r  m 
-eld  the  three  ma,n  d  ^fi"  ?"'  c^   ''''%'^'  ^^an^ced   ^ 
^';^en  nses,  the  very  imne^son  ,ti       '  P"'^"'^^  -'^"^e,  and 
and  settled  purpose,  to  K^mr^  '"''"^t^''  ^"lidity 
o  nocturnal  hirJls.  an  emblem  ofm-f     ^"'  'T^'  ^'^<^  ^aunt 
has  been  likeneo  to  the  <^n\Z^ -^.^      '^  ^"^  ^^  P^^ver.     It 
;nod  rock-basins  for  hSraS" and  ?'".'  ^-^"^'quaries  imag- 
tradition  recDrds  ^h-.f  in   ■  '  sacrifice  upon  its  neak^ 

tnndr,,,,,,  PJssa^e  o(  planets  and  stars  studi».] 

;^™;;;iK';;ur-^'^;;^;^^'<ji^^sas.„ts„„to„a„p„„,, 

lad  done  (he  .ike  ^vith  lei,    fr      "^  '^'"^'^^t-skirted  time 
clamberin,^  in  the  hea      oiVev'  '  ^"'  ^''  ^^y^  "^ 

marvelled,  lookinr  b  irk  tr,  V^'^"  ^'^''^  Past,  and  .he 

tor  to  himself  2l7iu  aS^fV'""'  ^^'^^  h"'  tt 
stoe  thjther  to  think  .na^^^^^f  ''T'  ^''''''  ^^ 
m  his  dead  bovhnn.i'-    i      """^^'  stili  found  some  nle^^cr-o 

;l-ds.     Sometii^t t:  tor  had  f  ^""^  -gesTnJlfe.o 
he  captained  the  desperate  ,nni   l"?.f  ''^'^''''  castle  and 
"g^  Villages  ;  raided  tlie  flocks  ? f'        ^^''"'  "P«"  neighbour 
aw  and  made  his  name  .    em,  1T'"°"  ""'^  '  ^l^^ed  the 
Py  to  ,he  maidens.     Somet  ;  ^^4  v'^""^'"^'''^''  '  ^^^"-^ 
ship,  and  on  su(-h  occas  on.  .     f      ^'""^'^  had  stood  for  a 
seen  a  small  black  fl"|',      e?i-'  "''  '''''''?'  ■^'ght  have 
fla.  .U.  some  wh.te  e^blell^^S.  'S^:^^  17  ^^^^^^ 

2JJ  r  "ii-tnata  to  represent 
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skull  and  cross-bones.  Tlu:  bkii'pt'r's  pnale  hoixte  would  then 
sink  neighbouring  tors  with  cightcen-poundcr  carronadcs  ; 
and  every  luckless  soul  walked  the  plank,  while  the  Vixen 
would  shake  out  her  sails  once  more  and  depart  slowly 
through  a  sea  of  blood.  So  his  young,  fiery  heart  built  up 
an  environment  of  riot  and  adventure  ;  but  when  know- 
ledge and  life  killed  the  first  flood  of  imagination,  when  he 
left  the  village  school  and  began  to  learn  his  father's  busi- 
ness of  crops  and  flocks,  he  still  carried  love  of  adventure 
into  adolescence.  Then  the  romance  of  sex  was  substitu- 
ted for  his  boyhood's  desire  towards  buccaneering  on  land 
and  sea. 

Vi.xen  marked  the  red-letter  days  of  his  life.  He  remem- 
bered the  proud  moment  when  his  strength  got  him  to  the 
top.  He  recollected  each  discovery  of  some  new  wonder. 
The  clefts  and  crannies  and  secret  })laces  were  all  known  to 
him.  He  had  names  for  every  boulder  and  cave.  His  sis- 
tor  had  shared  the  mysteries  and  been  his  humble  handmaid 
in  many  an  imaginary  deed,  of  death  and  daring  ;  but  now 
she  had  forgotten  all  about  those  private  names  and  wicked 
performances.  He  knew  it  was  natural  that  she  should  do 
so  ;  yet  vaguely  desjiised  her  for  growing  up  so  quickly. 
Over  his  i)ipe,  in  some  shadowy  niche  only  seen  by  the  sun 
and  the  jackdaws,  he  often  retraced  the  old  fancies  still 
and  never  laughed  at  them. 

Now,  striding  passionately  into  gloaming  of  night,  Ives 
turned  by  instinct  to  his  giant  playmate,  crept'  inside  a 
little  penthouse  from  whose  crevices  and  clefts  lolled  dy- 
ing pennywor'.  and  flung  himself  down  to  reflect  on  this 
sudden  stroke  of  fate.  He  lighted  ais  pipe  presently,  arid 
the  evening  wind  cooled  his  head  and  lifted  the  fumes  of 
liquor  that  still  hung  heavy  there. 

Beneath  him  lay  the  farm  and  its  immediate  cultivated 
lands.  A  *ew  small  fields  subtended  the  kitchen  garden. 
Then  plantations  of  larch  and  pine  sank  to  the  water. 
Walla  ran  near  enough  to  be  heard  at  all  times,  and  her 
murmur  came  to  Ives  through  the  thinning  gold  of  the 
larches.  About  the  dwelling  of  the  Pomeroys  stood  a  fir  or 
tuu,  and,  bvhuid  it,  the  Moor  stretched  in  a  rugged  cooml) 
upward.  At  this  season  autumnal  furzes  still  flamed  and 
rich  mosaic  of  weathered  granite  with  warm  tints  of  herb- 
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Avl   ;.'  the  waste.     A  stream  ran  through  the  midst, 

a  uhitethom  or  two  arose  bcsule  it  ;  and  abcne  them  stood 
tne  Windy.tone  -a  venerable  cross  beheved  to  mark 
some  van.shed  park-saddle  track,  or  the  path  followed 
from  monastery  to  monastery  by  medi.eval  monks. 

■  :f  ."^"^  "{  t'^""  Pomeroys'  homestead  was  an  oak  .-on- 
pice,  that  stood  on  the  opposite  bank  of  the  riN-or  and  covered 

tZZ'?  "^  '^'  '""^"^"     ^'  represented  a  rich  harvest" 
thongh  tne  crop  was  reaped  Init  four  times  in  a  century 
Every   t,ve-nnd-twcnty  years   the   vigor ,us  young   forest 

nouT^  'f  f '  T''''r'i  ^"^^  6^^^  ^-'-^^'-^  treasures  of 
poks  bark,  laggots  and  charcoal.  Fm,,.  .ift^cn  to  twenty 
pounds  an  acre  accrued  from  the  cutti:..  of  the  coppice 
^■^rTn-  th-.t'-'""-^;  the  best  poles  were  il^^i 
a  mm  n  1  M  1  " '^'  f^"c.ng  and  hurdling  ;  the  brushwood 
commanded  hall-a-crown  a  faggot,  and  the  charcoal,  sold 
at  the  char-heaps,  was  w(;rth  two  shillings  a  bushel      Next 

lu'l  T' ■  ','  ^'','  'T^^'^  ^*-"^'^^  •  '■'^'"  '-^"^""g  tlie  last  things 
that  AM,.a  .  huslxand  had  spoken  to  her  on  his  deathbed 
uas  one  concerning  it.  "  Mind,"  said  he,  "  that  if  you'm 
spared  you  cut  the  cop.e-wood  m  the  year  Ives  be  turned 
hve-an  -twentv  ;    an'  if  all's  well  with  him  an'  I.izz  e    I'd 

WU^IalUn''"'^*^'^'^^^^^^ 

h^'lZZ  «'"''  ^'"'  ""^  ""  ^""  ''  performance 

.n.'^'V""'^^^''^'^;'  ^'""  ^""i^^^here  above  the  head  of  Ives 
of  of'X  f*^  silently  about  her  busmess.     Lights  twinkl  ' 
out  of  the  farm  windows  beneath  him,  and  he  heard  the 
rain  begin  to  fall.     But  he  was  dry  and  warm  in  Ss  hoh 
Long  ago  he  had  thrown  down  a  load  of  fern  there  for  his 
own    comfort.     Now    he    turned,    pursued    his    thoughts 
brooded  revenge  and  lighted  another  pipe  "°"^'i^^. 

This  man's  lather  i^elonged  to  the  yeoman  class    but 
ku-ked    educatKm     or    ambition.     Honourable,     upright 
obscure  and  without  a  grain  of  imagination,  h^  liv^d  his 

mXTid  f    '"1  '-T'1'^'  V-'  ''''  ^"'tsteps  of  his  ances  or 
Ihey   had  farmed  at   tlir  Vi.vn   for  five  generati..ns  and 

Ph"e."nr"e-1    "T  '"^  '""^  '^"  ^^"^* 'o  improvrth 
DossessH  n       .    '    k''''  ''^^"'^^'  t"  ^'^'Vnre  it  as  a  family 
possebbion,    though    successue    landlords    often    tempted 
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tlicni  to  do  so.     The  Poineroy  race  in  this  branch  produced 
no  enterprising  sj^irit,  ..  .   soul   hungry  to   advance  or  to 
rise,  not  one  who  would  take  possible  risk  tor  probable  gain. 
Then    came    Ives   Ponieroy   and   married   A  visa  :     and 
their  son,  Ives  the  second,  promised  to  break  the  tradition. 
He  was  not  a  man  of  middle  courses,  and  he  continued  to 
remain  very  young  for  his  age.     It  appeared  unlikely  that 
le  would  succeed  largely,  and  most  who  knew  him  fore- 
told actual  failure  ;    but  for  the  present  he  went  much 
untried,  because  his  mother  was  content  to  hold  the  helm, 
as  she  had  done  since  her  husband's  death.     Ives  knew 
his  business  and  understood  that  the  salvation  of  the  moor- 
land farmer  is  the  Moor.     He  grazed,  therefore,  but  he  culti- 
vated  little.     He    was   lazy   and   avoided   responsibihty. 
People,   includmg  his  grandmother,   wondered   where  he 
had  come  from  ;    only  his  mother  found  it  written  in  the 
book  of  her  own  youth.     Lizzie,  on  the  contrary,  was  a 
true  Pomeroy  :    methodical,  trustworthy,  diffident,  lack- 
mg   in   self-reliance.     The   brother   and   sister   had    been 
close  friends  in  childhood  and  were  only  sei)arated  by  two 
years  ;    but  now  Lizzie  put  away  childish  things  and  was 
as  serious-minded   as   a   maiden   of   two-and-twenty   can 
sometimes  be      She  lacked  humour  and  Ives  alarmed  her. 
He  also  angered  her  by  his  sweeping  opinions,  by  his  im- 
j)atience,  bv  his  amorous  attitude  to  girls  in  general,  by  his 
openly  expressed  contempt  for  her  caution  and  second- 
hand wiidom.     For  Lizzie  copied  her  mother  and  strove 
to  be  like  her  ;    she  also  copied  her  sweetheart,  a  village 
schoolmaster ;     but    the    boy    copied    nobody.     Yet    he 
br.;ught  her  own  youth  to  his  mother's  mind  every  week 
nt  her  life.     In  the  light  of  her  ycjung  days  she  read  him  ; 
and    since     marriage    with     a    sober-minded    and     stohd 
spirit  had  been  the  turning  point  in  her  own  career,  she 
looted  forward  to  that  great  event  for  Ives  and  trusted 
Providence    to   save    the    situation.     Old    Mrs.    Pomeroy 
found  little  to  admire  in  her  grandson  and  often  regretted 
that  he  was  not  more  like  his  father.     Round  this  bygone 
yeoman's  memory  had  settled  great  legends  of  virtue  and 
wisflom.     Hut    Lizzie  and   Ives  were  only  httle  children 
when  their  father  died,  and  had  no  personal  recollection 
ot  hmi.     It  became  them,  then  fore,  to  take  on  trust  the 
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rtoubtcl  whether    ,",v,±,     "?:''",   ''=^='''.'     '«=    "th^r 

nerves  nor  pncle      He     le^Sd  h     '      ?'  P"^^^'-'^^^^  "hither 

Ives.  MorJ  he  did  no  S  to  do'''' f'''  '"^^  T''""''^ 
Jess  grumbling  left  )  i=  ffii  .  u  ^"imamicrs  cease- 
unconcerned  ^ndLlth/'Vr^^"'"^,/"^''^^^^^"^  ^"^ 
was  chronic  and     he  d  '7'.°^  J.^'"  ^^^^^^'^  "^'"d 

through  U  hke  a  Itce  "    He'  ■  ist  st'dT    '^'^'  ^^"^^' 
Irom  every  possible  noint^f,       ■ii^'trubted  human   nature 
by  detesting  hu        This  old  V  V  i  '"u  ^""^^"'ty  retorted 
of  the  farm  sin  e  t^    father  r^r'  ^f  ^^^"  ^^*^^^  "^^" 
was  his  custom  to  gve  not  ceal  on t  ^""^'^"'^  ^'^^-     ^^ 
and  Mrs.  Pomerov  ahvays  ?e iTL     X  th?'^  ""^  '^""^h^' 
exr-ressed  a  conx-entionaT  regret   th       t    '''^ff^''  ^^'^ 
mg  them  at  last.     There  thel'ttr  ended  " O   lif     '''" 
ever,  ore  or  two  slum  srpn^^  u  ^  [  f"^eti-     Uf  late,  how- 

manuel  and  the  son  o^f  the  house'  't?  T',  /"'"^^"  ^- 
at  a  poEching  scandal   3,        ,     ,'T  ^"'^''  ''"^^  tinted 

of  P '.croy  fhoul^i^e  S  l^e^rafontttf  th^f^  *'^  "'-^"^^ 
notorious    local    celebrities      Ives   ^inf^  *^'*  °^  ^^'"t'-^'n 
by  anger,   had   thereupon   trounced  ^h.^^^'^'^"    P"'"^^^^ 
and  Mr.  Codd,  by  wav  of  re  orMnstnflv  ^'t  '''"   ''^"'">'' 
Ins  most  impressive  nianner      Hii  n     ?  4  ^^'  '^  ^^'arnuig  m 
further  insulte^!  hm       He  did     of  ^'^t'  ""^""^  ^^"^'''ter 
stramed   at   the     recenf  n.  '     ^    ^"'.^"^  relations  were 
namingcates    'hJhoadm.nTi^'    T^   "'^^out    actually 
sions   that,   aft^r   d  e   fe^'n/'f  '/i?'^  °"  ^^^  P'-^^^^ble  occa- 
coming  .ear.   he  s^uM  '    Lf   '^l  ^'^T   ^^^  *^^ 
the  pensi  .n  that  he  exnerto     f     ^^  ^^^"   oP^nly   named 
forty-fu-e  years'  se^vS  ''''''''  '''  ^^e  reward  of 

Ives,  to  mark  the  hoifrht  r,(  i  ; 
hir  on  ,„e  Vixen  in,,,  *  '  rf"     ,:,™''  f  "PP^d  -  his 
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that  the  farm  must  bo  asleep,  and  that  he  might  descend 
to  the  details  of  eating  a  big  supper  without  human  eye 
to  note  the  sordid,  necessary  deed,  crept  home  again.' 

A  lamp  burned  low  in  the  kitchen  and  a  scrap  of  paper 
lay  beside  it.  How  well  he  knew  those  little  notes.  He 
glanced  at  it  and  read — 

"  Supper  in  the  oven.     Good-night,  dear  heart.     Mother." 

Then  he  twisted  up  the  message  and  flung  it  into  the 
dying  fire,  as  he  had  a  thousand  like  it. 

Sleep  held  the  dwelling.  A  few  blackbeetles  rustled 
away  as  he  turned  up  the  light  ;  his  dog  had  heard  him 
and  barked  on  her  cham  at  the  rear  of  the  house.  The 
kitchen  walls  were  covered  with  a  wash  of  pale  apricot 
colour  and  a  clock  ticked  against  one  of  them.  Presently 
it  struck  twelve.  But  the  noisy  gong  had  been  removed 
during  his  father'  last  illness  and  never  restored.  The 
hammer  fell  on  nothing  and  made  only  the  gentlest  sound. 
The  clock  purred  the  h'»ur  of  midnight  rather  than  struck 
it. 

Ives  felt  exceedingly  sorry  for  himself,  but  hunger  was 
at  least  as  pressing  as  grief.  He  made  a  mighty  meal, 
then  went  to  bed  and  soon  escaped  his  niseries  in  dream- 
less sleep. 
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^!-  winds  scnull-wes":^^  mS^  J^T'  '"  "^^''"^^^  ^^-^' 
/7  into  the  wooded  X  s^  beneath  7'' v- ^"^^'"  ^^^'^ 
before  she  leaves  the  w  s te  ^  h  T  /^^  ^ ''"'''■  ^"t. 
her  growing  stream  and  m.  ^  ^f  ''^  ^'^^  '^one  spans 
an.^les.  D.tn  the  g;eat  sIohp  ..  f  "^  7''''  "^'^'^^  at  right 
then  upward  ch.lf  rgainTnder  tTe'^  ''i''  ''^''"^^^  ^^^^- 
Staple  Tors  ;  and  just  beyond  th/h  ,  '^'^  ''"'''''  "^  the 
g  mg  by  the  path,  hke  a  ro     n  7  'n'  '^tended  strag- 

after  a  revel,%ha  1  be  seen  the  fu  t  ''"""^P^^S  hon'e 
Northward,  separated  from  he  h  '  '■'^'''  "^  ^^'''''^^'■ 
Its  own  surrounding  fiXs  fhV  ?^'  ^'^  moorland,  and 
stands  naked,  tree  ess  u  d  sr  >  ™  °^  ^tone  Park 
Walla  flows  from  he  uph,,d  '  '?'■  .^°"thward.  where 
domain  of  forest  and  ar  ble  and  h'"''''  "'^"  ""  ^^^"tler 
cultjvation  with  their ^^,^^^^1;-,-;-^  -.-s  of 

spate  from  heavy  Sn    cedthr^.,'    ''''!  '^'  ''''''  ^^ 

I'OW,  grey  an,l  blid'    w  t h  ^^""•'"'^h  the  valley, 

pitched  Us,   MeS';i^"':r7^"''f^taces  and  ^r- 
spec.al   f.iture   marked   t  Ws   ni  ''"'  the  south.     No 

threaded  up  the  hHk     a       wherH/t7  ^^^ '^'^'tation. 
square    building   of   two   strr  f  ^^f  '"'^'^t,  from  a 

swung  backwards  L^^r^TiJ'''^''''^'^   hung   and 
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hiL,'li  spirits  ;  hut  they  were  hopelessly  out  of  drawiiiL,'  and 
the  crude  colour  of  their  coats  stared  iike  a  wound  agauist 
the  far-liuiifj,  silver-p'rey  so]:)riety  of  the  time  and  place. 
Ahov'e  them  shone  a  legend  in  gold  :  I'he  Jolly  Huiils- 
uicn  ;  beneath  them,  in  black  letters,  it  was  proclaimed 
th.it  the  brothers  Toop  were  licensed  to  sell  tobacco,  snuff 
and  spirits. 

The  um  bar,  at  this  moment  in  mid-afternoon,  jjresented 
no  feature  of  interest,  save  a  young  woman  who  stood 
behind  it  rinsing  glasses.  Three  tourists  had  just  departed 
and  lor  a  few  miimtes  Ruth  Rendle  remained  alone.  Very 
little  of  the  proles.-ional  barmaid  ap[)eared  in  her.  Indeed, 
ihe  was  new  to  the  wurk,  and  had  lived  with  her  cousins, 
the  proprietors  of  the  inn,  no  more  than  six  months. 

Chance  suddenly  threw  Ruth  jtenniless  on  the  world  ; 
and  chance  ordained  that  the  brothers  Toop  should  lose 
their  barmaid  by  marriage  at  the  same  nioment.  There- 
fore they  offered  their  kinswoman  a  home  in  exchange  for 
service.  She  accepted  gladly,  came  from  East  Devon  to 
the  Moor,  did  the  new  work  as  well  as  she  could,  and  soon 
made  more  friends  than  she  desired. 

She  was  a  slim,  dark-faced  girl  of  twenty-one,  with 
lilack  hair  and  rather  heavy  brows.  The  expression  of 
hi  r  faci  was,  however,  lightened  by  her  manner  of  draw- 
ing the  hair  fnjm  it  abruptly.  She  wore  no  fringe,  but 
curled  her  locks  in  one  great  coil  at  the  back  of  her  head. 
Her  forehead  was  rather  high,  and  critical  maidens  held 
that  Ruth  spoilt  herself  by  this  display  of  it  ;  but  she 
was  not  vain,  albeit  as  Mr.  Peter  Toop  always  said,  there 
was  no  need  for  her  to  show  that  she  had  brains  by  reveal- 
ing her  brow  ;  because  one  need  only  to  speak  to  her  and 
the  brains  would  appear.  His  brother,  Mr.  Joel  Toop, 
agreed  with  him. 

Ruth  was  not  much  of  a  talker,  but  she  listened  well, 
and  by  that  accomplishment  atoned  for  the  lack  of  ready 
and  sparkling  repartee  deemed  desirable  in  her  present 
occupation.  Men  hked  to  talk  to  her.  A  man  came  in 
and  began  talkmg  to  her  now. 

He  was  tall,  thin  and  wiry.  He  wore  ridmg-breeches 
and  slapped  his  leg  with  a  hunting  crop  while  he  addressed 
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intonation  clean    stronraml        In '''%^^^^^^^^       ^"^^   '>'^ 

of  the   vxnnacular  sp«'rh      He     Lrr^'^'  '^^  ""^^  ''^'^ 
Indeed,  he  was  an  abstiinPr  ft         ,     u"*/  *'""^'^   *'^  ^^f-'ik. 

Toop  occasiona  y     u  ^      rcd'The      "^?''  ''"^^  ^''^'  ^^'"'^^^''^''■^ 

as  other  people.  met  '  ^l^'^rSSlf'f  '"^■'  ^^  ''''' 
what  drew  an  unsociable  -ml  i^i'  ^"'''''  ''^'^y  ^^^11 
bar  of  r/..  /o  "r/W:«.,"^  ^""'^■^'  ^^^'"*  '^  "ft^'"  to  the 

of'Seri.'lhrSll.^f^^'^/  ^"^^^  h^^  ^he  master 
aloof,  farn.ed  h,s  h^^ry^^^'J^'^'^^y,      "^  ''-ed 

pleasure  in  fox-huntmg^     He  u^s  t,  I m'      1"  '  '"'^  ^"""''' 
reserved  and  shy      Now  afhinf  ^^'''^>-^''ght   years  old, 

lonely   soul   not^et   turned   of ^frT"/"""'^'''  to  the 
V\  onK>n  figured  bu    1  ttlenhis^f/r^'  ,^'u   ^^*'^^"^'"  '^i'"- 
one  until'the  voice  and  direct  1;      "^  ^  ^'^  "'-'^''^^  ^''^'^^ 
Ruth  combined  to  Vaken  h L  t?rt  '  ""f  '"'^'^^  ^"^''^V  of 
atrophy.     He  was  inlove    and  the     ''''''' ^.^""^  ^^"^"'^^ 
virgin  material,  swelled  swif?lf         ?''''''^";   ^'''^^'"S  "" 
extremely  sensi  ive  until  now  ^  h  '  ,  ^  ^'''''  ^''^-     ^  "^^" 
face  his   fellows   with   a   bl    ;t   in     7 '"'°  •'""  "^^^e  him 
liimself.     He  knew  that  thov  1.      .    7""""   ^^^^   ^'"''^^^^'J 
Inm  behind  Ins  back     LdTuch  f  tt  '".'.  ^"'"^"^^  '^^'^^^^^^ 
relation  would  have  made  hZ  I      ,  "^^^  '"  ^"^  «ther 
the  Inlls  to  cover  him     tut  s Le  'i"^K  'r^"'^^^'"'   ^^"  "" 
matter,  he  scoffed  at  Tecret  cnt  ^^  ?^'"^"'^  ^^'^^  the 

f'^arlessly  before  all  efes  Ind  deS  '^"''^'^^  *"  ^^^'^  ^'^^ 
and  whisper,  fought  ^^'lthall}iZ^        "'^"^'  ^"  ^P'^"  "■"k 

l-/mmiise  ine^per"4ce    trwmr"^''^""^'^"^^^^P'^^ 

lis  very  i^ood  ot  you    ri,)c„r^"'i    , 
she  spoke,  sh.^slroked  the  1     mS    'f  A'  ^"'^^     "^^ 

thew  had  brought  her.  *''°  ^"'P^  ^^ut  Mat- 

"  Don't  you  let  those  old  men  eat  their.  "  ?--  ^ .:  ,      ... 


I 


MOLESKIX  •'    OX    WOMAN 


29 


know  how  greedy  fond  they  are  ol  game.     But  these  are 
iur  you." 

Siie  nodded. 

"  I'll  remember." 

"  Hounds  meet  at  the  Windystone  on  Friday  fortnight. 
Is  there  a  chance  of  you  running  out  for  an  hour  ?  " 

"  Not  a  chance.  We  shall  be  very  busy  before  the 
nicct.and  maybe  again  after.     You  be  going  hunting  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  so.  'Tis  my  only  pleasure.  At  least 
it  was— till.   .   ." 

She  kejit  silence  and  caressed  the  dead  birds.  Then 
slie  spoke,  since  he  added  nolhmg  to  his  broken  sentence, 
but  only  looked  down  at  her  hand. 

"  Do  you  ever  read  books  of  an  evening  ?  " 

"  Now  and  again.  But  not  often— not  much  of  a  scholar. 
I'm  afraid." 

"  More  am  I  ;    yet  I'm  very  fond  of  books." 

He  scented  a  possibility. 

"  What  sort  of  books  ^  " 

"  You'll  laugh.     I  like  rhymes." 

"  Dc  you  now  !  Whoever  W(juld  have  thought  it  ?  I 
believe  I've  gotten  a  fat  old  volume  of  verses  somewhere. 
'Twas  my  sister's.  She  left  it  behind  her  when  she  went 
to  be  married  ;  and  seeing  that  now  she've  got  a  house 
full  of  little  sticky  children  and  a  husband  with  a  cruel 
bad  temper,  'tis  odds  she  won't  want  it  again." 

II  You  might  lend  it  to  me,  Mr.  Northmore." 

"  I  will,  Miss  Rendle,  and  glad  to.  I'll  bring  it  up 
to-night."  ^  f 

II  -Xc.xt  time  you're  coming  be  quite  soon  enough." 

"  Ne.xt  *ime  I'm  coming  will  be  to-night,"  he  said. 
Then  he  paused,  then  he  tried  clumsily  to  get  conversation 
on  to  more  personal  topics. 

"  I— I  do  wish,  if  I  may  make  so  bold.  .  ."  he  began, 
and  stopped. 

"  Yes  ?  " 

"  I  wish— I.  .  ." 

His  desire  was  never  uttered  for  two  men  entered  the 
bar  and  Ruth  turned  to  them. 

One  had  passed  middle  age,  but  his  eyes  were  still  young 
aud  uii^iu.     Laughter  made  a  home  "therem,  yet  heavy 
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I'-U'sof  .la,k„essfor\^.  ;  '  ^"^^  J'lt  ?''^  '''-'^1'  the 
vvrinkl.c!  the  brows  an  .y-\  i  '^^^^ '" ''^^''""=''  ^'•^>^^" 
«-"ahty  that  beamed  I  ^  t^'^^:^  -culent  hehM  a 
was  an  unprincipled  kin/)  ,  .  \  '^  ^''^  ^•"  ^"-  ^o 
"Penly  that  he  Li  u^lk'f'r''?^  T^^""  "^'  'l^^^I^"-^'d 
>''ars  that  thc^  row  ,t  ,  'T  ^'^^^^  "^'^^  ^''^  S'>  many 
J"-".  H,s  .nasto  ,  s  H  n  w  '"'^  'T''^  ^^  ^^^  P^^^''^^^'  i-r 
of  poaching,.  I  deed  e?.o^^;'V''''TV/-^''J,  '^  ^"""^  ^^^  f""" 
of  sport,  sinre  if   eld  a     X^^^^^^^^ 

J^'.^-tnnate  sJau^-hte  He  h  n  l"'^  ^'u"  ""^  ^"'•'"  "^ 
predatory  rasca?s-u,dhHlIrii^^^^^  *^"  ^''^^  "'■^'^'-  of 
-'--e  lej  had  been  brok^i'-n''.  ^"  ^f  ""^^  ^^"'"  ''»  f^^'^^^'" 
ralJed  this  grej-.w-hisl^em  r  f  "^^""^'"^'P-  ^''l^'niy  ever 
He  was  known  a  '  ^.I'l";  .l^"T."''''f- ''^^^''"  ^^^^J^'^''- 
'nangy  waistcoat  of  th  n  '  erinl  ^'"  '''  ^'^^'"^'  ^"<J  ^ 
Imn.  accounted  for  the  nirkn  '  ^V'"^'^'^''"^'^  P^'^^t  of 
habitually  in  the  a.  our  'of  ear  h  and' h  "'''  ^'  "^"* 
were  stained  with  bIo<  d         i      i  ' .      ^  '"^  ^''^^^  Po^^ets 

could  remember  him  in  a  bh  k  an  "'"/t  ''^"'  i"'"     ^^'^"^ 
Moleskin  had  been  to  nnt.n    n  i  ,•  ^*,'''^^  ''"<^^^"  that 

Ix'l.eved  that  h^haS ^l^ey^!:^.::''^'':^'^''  ^"^^  ^'^  '^en 
a  subsequent  occasion  htTf  chastisement  on  many 
his  craf/,  and  SSeeper"  and  /f  ^^^^^  P''^'^'^^ 
vain.  He  enjoytd  his  h  e  .  r  ,' ■^^^^"^^ailifls  cursed  m 
bedridden  wile  and  r-  I  ^°"^'tion  not  shared  bv  the 
Ins  household  iL/hvedTw  '^'''^^^l''  "^"  ^^'^'P^^ted 
cottage  of  four  rooSs  and  he  u'^''  ^'T  ^^^^"^^^^'  '"  ^ 
anxious  and  misera  e  above  t.  "'"  ^°""^  themselves 
n^an's  days  and  mghts  tZ\t' ^'''''T''  ^°^-   ^"^  ^heir 

honestvandlaw.     Sofar  he  h"f      "^  ^^^^^'  '''^^  ^^'J^^'"' 
"Mcr,  and  Mrs.  Cavvl^^r  w^h  ,  ,     conquered  ;  but  he  grew 

'-'-i  their   nievitable  end     n^hed'thaT^'V"  '''''''''' 
'^ome  and  her  suspense  termTnate        '     ^'^   '^'"^"^  ^^""'^ 

ni  debt  to  those  uhf  wl.S^  LriuL?'  ^^^  ""^  ^"^^^ 
certam   people   pernutted   l,i,n  ■     ^^'"''^  ^"^  there 

'"■"t'lers   Toop   albei     h'  ^"  P''>'  '"    ^ind,   and    the 

would  ..;„  ,11,^',.  /"^'i^^^y '"""'"^cl  his  unrighteous  ways 
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III!)  iiff  a  part  of  his  forniidablc  srore  in  tlie  tafjinnm. 
Otlio's  (lid  the  hke.  Evtivl'ody  deplored  the  presence 
fif  this  malefactor,  yet  everybody  felt  that,  for  once,  he 
probably  told  the  truth  uhe  i  he  declared  himself  beyond 
hope  of  regeneration.  Meantime  most  peop.le  enjcjyed 
Moleskin's  company  and  found  themselves  the  merrier 
if  not  the  better  for  it. 

W'itli  the  poacher  came  Ives  Pomemy,  and  it  was  si^nii'i- 
cant  of  their  steady  patronage  that  Ruth,  without  askmg 
either,  poured  out  the  liquor  each  desired.  Rum  was 
M'lokin's  invariable  stimulant;  he  never  partook  of 
anything  else.     As  for  the  ynuth,  he  drank  beer. 

"  Put  your  com  back,"  said  Mr.  Cawker.  "  I'm  standing 
to-day  and  the  money's  got  feathers  on  it." 

He  set  down  a  double-barrelled  breech-loader,  thrust 
his  hand  into  a  roomy  pocket  and  produced  a  brace  of 
golden  plover.  The  blood  was  still  l^right  upon  them. 
They  had  just  flown  from  afar  to  win  this  cruel  welcome. 

Matthew  Northmore  was  interested. 

"  You  got  some,  then?  "he  asked.  "  I  sawa  thght  after 
dawn  this  morning,  wheeling  aloft.  Then  they  faded  away, 
flying  high,  and  I  judged  they  was  bound  for  the  north." 

"  You  judged  wrong,"  said  Moleskin.  "  I  seed  'em 
too,  and  guessed  they  meant  to  stop  in  the  bogs  down 
under  White  Tor.  And  I  guessed  right — according  to 
my  custom  in  the  matter  of  such  things.  I'll  take  a 
wing  feather  or  two  for  peel  tlies,  miss.  And  mind  you 
tell  Peter  Toop  that  the  birds  be  worth  two  shilling  apiece — 
not  a  lialfjienny  less." 

"  You  old  liar  !  "  said  Northmore.  "  Two  shilling  a 
pair  to  Plymouth  market  any  day." 

"  No,  no,  farmer.  A  liar  I  may  be  in  and  out — as  we 
all  are —  aore  shame  to  us — even  you.  But  not  over  a 
solemn  matter  like  my  debt  to  The  Jolly  Hunlsmen. 
Four  shilling  should  be  took  off — or  say  three  and  six 
and  allow  for  interest." 

Ives  talked  to  Ruth  Rendle.  He  had  still  but  one 
subject  of  conversation,  though  the  matter  of  the  engage- 
ment was  now  a  fi;rtnight  old.  He  had  wearied  most 
ears  with  his  wrongs,  and  been  more  gotistical  than 
usual  under  his  unutterable  loss. 
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"As    good    as    tok(.,H'.l,    mind    vou.     She'd    nrnmi^rd 
'    -.ytl,,,,,  short  of  u,.„is  can  ,.n,„u.e.     iV    C^ u '^ 
''","'■  -I'laniied  „ut  t<.  the  very  end  " 

Ilun  she    'I'ck.rcd    out   in  a  green    dress  to    chnrrh 
r  ni  told,     said  Moleskni.     "  Ha-lui-ha  !     Not  so  .'.vcn 
..s  yuu  was,  uhon  j-nu  heard  pnor  Sammy  Bolt  ha<l  ,Mved 

fish  i      u"ll  .        ^'v  ''"'^'''     ^^■^■^''  '''^^'  t''^''-<''^  --^^><^ 
fish^m    Walla   as   1  ve  ever  catehed   there.     Ban't   there. 

hisfonT  T''  \'  '''■''•  ""^  *'^  •^•"  ^^'*^  N'Tth.nore      But 
he  V  ,      '"''''^  ""  ^'"'"'i^'^'P  *"r  Ives.      I„,|....i,  he  lield 
the  youni,'  man  m  some  scorn.     To   bleat   thus  a  ho,  t^  ■, 
Jiltn.,1,'  made  him  contemptuous  ^  ^ 

"  \ery  likely-though  I  didn't  kn.nv  as  v-.u  n,viended 
to    underst  uul    the    women,''    retorted    Ives      '•  Peraps 

.Matthew    shrugged    his    shoulders,    av(nde.i    the    tiirl's 
lace  and  hnuself  asked  a  question.  ^^ 

"  Who  ;ire  you  to  call  her  '  Miss  Ruth  ?  '     M 
If  you  said  'Miss  Rendle,'  I  should  think" 

Jves  laughed 

"I'll  caa  h.'    ;he  yueen  of  England  if  she      .;es      She 

tr  ?rjrir  TK  "'"•  i""'"'^,  >'""  ^^'-^^h  me  how  to 
fl?.  ;  iT,  u  \  ''""''■  ''  ^^'»'"neJ  '^i^lit  more  ab.mt  'em 
than  an  old  bachelor  like  you  do,  anyway  " 

Ihe  farnier  restrained  an    inclination   to    answer  with 
s^k^tTSut    "^   ^"-^^   ^-    ^-^   -    P---y   anS 

he'leff  thTba'r'"  '^"  ^""^  '^^'  '"'"*"§'"  ^'^  ^^'^-     Then 
Moleskin  winked  over  his  tumbler  at  Ives 
Had  him  there,  my  bold  boy.     Couldn't  answer  fl,nf 
because  he  knowed  'twas  true.  '  Rath  '  a  tou^h  bi,  i  fo 
begin  love-making,  eh  '     Lord.  I  feel  mvself  a^oung  „•  m 
ul^.i    I  look  at   his  long-jawed,  solemn    features    ^Dn 
ycu  ..^e  your  heart  too  quick,   miss-<^lse  vou    mav  bp 
sorry  when  'tis  too  late."  ^  ^    ^^ 

Ruth  looked  uncomfortable  and  pained  She  nirWl 
up  the  b.rds  and  departed  through  a  door  at  the^  back 
of   he  ba,.   Left  without  an  eye  upon  him.  Moleskm  sw  ftlv 

stole  two  boxes  nf  maf,4w.e    K.if  i   I i^it.sKin  swiitiy 

,  n_i-  a  .v,...-j.i,  tiuG  a  iilLie  gia&s 
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sug.ir-niislur      Then    he    tiiiiit(;    to    \\v.    anil    lidttcred 
liim. 

"You  undtihtaiul  'uin,  almost  so  well  as  I  did  in  my 
vouiiK  days.  Women  be  i  nol)l,.  brand:  of  lainmj^,  and 
they'in  like  readme,  or  writing,  or  tiguros— to  soiiic  they 
.  ome  as  easy  as  pat  :  others,  do  what  thev  will,  can't 
-it  no  forwarder.  I  loved  'er:  from  the  time  I  was  four- 
teen, and  done  very  well  in  my  quitt  way.  Hut  there's 
some  men  be  always  dunces— like  that  suuiy  .ha})  as 
have  just  gone  out  the  bar.  Near  forty  and  don  t  know 
no  more  than  the  dead  how  to  set  about  'em  !  Wastetl 
his  youth,. he  did— now  'tis  too  late  for  him  to  make  any 
sort  of  hgure  among  the  females." 

"  Nobody's  going  to  look  at  an  ugly,  hard-voiced,  h  ird- 
eyed  fool  like  him,"  declared  Ives. 

"Bant  that:  there's  no  male  living  that  ran't  find  a 
market  somewhere .  owing  to  the  laws  of  supply  and  de- 
mand. But  he  mustn't  hope  high  now.  This  here  bowerly 
maiden  she  won't  never  look  at  him  if  I  understand 
anything  about  'em.  She'd  rather  take  me  if  I  was  free  ! 
Or  even  you,  glumpy  and  glowering  and  sulky  as  you  be." 
'■  !  see  iiu'ching  in  her,  for  that  matter." 
"  I  see  a  lot.  She's  the  right  sort— good  moss  for  some 
stone  she'll  be.  You  don't  often  get  silence  without 
bense.     One  more  little  un,  my  dear." 

Kuth  had  come  back  and  he  addressed  her  ;  while  Ives 
rctiuned   to  his  own    wrongs. 

"  To  throw  me  over  because  I  told  her  the  truth  '  She 
shall  hve  to  repent  it,  anyhow,  that  I  will  swear.  And 
so  shall  he— though  he's  not  worth  powder  and  shot. 
What  would  you  do.  Moleskin,  if  it  had  happened  to  you  ?  " 
"I  can  tell  you  in  a  word,"  answered  the  poacher. 
"  For  that  matter  it  did  happen  to  me— more  than  once. 
A  girl  here  and  there  threw  me  over — I  must  confess 
it  ;  and  for  that  matter  I  throwed  a  few  of  them  over 
too.  So  that  was  all  fair  and  ,quare,  profit  and  loss, 
llien  corned  a  very  fine,  fat,  ■  .r  creature  called  Daisy 
Hlee— one  of  they  Chagford  Blees— all  dead  now  hut  her. 
.\   noble  piece  she  was,   and  would   be  my  wife   to-day 

' 'HIv  for   thp   rlinncrfic   onH    /-Viinz-ric   /~,f   M(n  T    ^..^    — ,:.~.. 1„_ 

■    •  •  •!   i;i'_.        i    Q   -L   m:  =  Li:;ucr- 

stood  just  about  three  months  afore  we  was  to  be  married. 
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and  the  justices  took  a  wrongful  view,  poor  toads-alone 
ol  reading  the  game  laws  without  any  understanding— 
and  I  was  sent  to  Exeter.     I  suppose  ttiey  thought  I  wanterl 
a  close  tune    like  the  birds  and  fish.     And  I  got  it    and 
had  to  rest  from  my  lal)ours  all  through  one  winter.     And 
when  I  came  out.  Daisy  Blee  wouldn't  know  me.     Besides 
she   was   on  with   the   Chagford   postman.     A  good  wife 
she  made  the  man,  and  I  often  go  in  and  talk  over  her 
girlhood  when  I'm  down  that  way.     No  malice  on  either 
side.     \V  ith  all  my  faults,  I   can  say  this   for  myself  ■  I 
never  felt  an  unkind  thought  to  anythmg  that  went  in 
pettic(jats,  and  never  shall.     Here's  to  'em  all  *  " 

He  beamed  and  blessed  the  sex  ;  then  he  took  up  his 
gun  and  patted  his  bulging  pockets 

SJa'T  'f'f  ^'^°^e  here,  as  have  got  to  go  to  Tavistock, 
so  Id    best  to  be  moving,"  he  said. 
At  this  moment,  however,  Peter  Toop  appeared. 
Stop,  will    e  ?  "  said  Peter.     "  I  see  the  first  golden 

Imugh''   '^"''  '"*     ^^''"  '"'^  ^^^  '^''y-  ""^"'^  ^''^^'^^  had 
^^  ■'  Arid  thank  you  Peter,  I'm  sure,"  answered  the  poacher. 

U)od    birds   and   fairly   plump   for   after    flight"      And 
as  to  having  enough,  that's  a  state  I  never  allow  myself 
to  reach,  as  you  know."  ^ 

Mr.  Toop  was  ba"  1,  but  he  atoned  for  this  lack  by  a 
flowing  and  handsome  beard.  The  cr.lour  of  it  was  grzzled 
and  his  moustache  had  been  stainea  to  a  brilliant  j-ellow 
under  his  nose  by  a  habit  of  taking  snuf^  in  large  quan- 
tities. He  was  rather  short,  strong  and  sturdy.  His 
e>es  were   bright,   his   nose  was  made  coarse  with  snuft" 

tnrl /'"h  "'V^  ?"J"P^''  "^  ''"^'^  gold-rimmed  spec- 
tacjes  and  spoke  with  great  deliberation 

.  1  be  comforting  this  poor  blighted  lover  here,"  ex- 
plained Moleskin,  and  Mr.  Toop  showed  interest. 

to  htr  ""^  ^'7^  ^^^°"*  '^-  'Tis  a  very  trying  thir^g 
to  be  crossed  in  love,  Pomeroy.  I'm  sorry  for  you  with 
all  my  heart.  If  it  happened  to  me,  I  should-I  don'" 
know.     I  should  certainly  never  get  over  it  " 

in  V'v/rv*''"''^^  ^''   gold-rimmed   glasses   towards    Ruth 

m^a  very  sigmncant  manner,  which  she  failed  to  ob,serve. 

.    \ou  be  hke  the  caterpillar-haven 't  got  no  use    for 
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rourtiiif.:."  said  Mr.  Cawker  ;  but  Peter  Toup  would  not 
allow  this. 

"  Plenty  of  time — plenty  of  time/'  he  answered.  "  Wise 
men  d^n't  rush  into  it  nowadays.  They  wait  i*  -  the 
right  partner  to  come  along.  You'll  see  me  married 
yet — if  oidy  for  my  brother's  sake." 

Moleskia  winked  at  Ives. 

"  All  the  same,  you  mustn't  let  it  go  too  long.  I  wouldr^'t 
be  so  rude  as  to  hint  at  your  age,  Peter  ;  but  we  'm  none 
of  us  growing  younger,  and  the  juice  dries  up  teiiible 
quick  in  some  men's  bones  after  they  pass  fifty." 

"  A  bald  head's  often  a  deception,"  declared  Mr.  Toop. 
"  You'll  frequently  find  it  along  with  a  young  disposition." 

He  looked  at  Ruth  iinpressively. 

"  Now  niy  brother,  Joel,"  continued  the  innkeeper, 
"  though  he  may  look  a  bit  younger  than  me,  is  really 
years  and  years  older — both  in  mind  and  body.  I'm  a 
regular  right  down  boy  compared  to  him.  But  my  wife, 
when  I  take  her,  will  find  me  straight  as  a  line  and  faith- 
ful and  high-mi nded^all  that  I  can  promise  any  woman." 

"  You'm  a  treasure  for  somebody — such  a  lion  of  virtue 
as  you  be  !  " 

"  Virtue  I  have  got,"  admitted  Peter.  "  And  a  very 
tender  way  with  the  female  sex.  Always  felt  a  remark- 
able modesty  come  over  me  afore  them.  Couldn't  look 
at  'em  without  my  eyes  watering  till  I  was  getting  on  past 
twenty  year  old." 

"  'Twas  my  mouth  watered,  not  my  eyes,"  said  the 
bold  Moleskin. 

"  My  great  habit  of  blushing  up  ^)  the  roots  of  my 
hair  made  the  hair  go — so  a  barber  once  told  me,"  con- 
tinued Peter.  '  Bat  I  feel  a  wonderful  reverence  for 
'em.  A  man  likf  you— so  gay  and  free,  and  deep  as  the 
dark  in  your  '.nowledge  of  some  sort  o<  women,  can't 
understand  the  high  line  I  take." 

Mr.  Cawker  laughed. 

"  You  take  a  devilish  high  line,  you  do  !  Such  a  high 
line  that  you've  been  able  to  get  on  very  comfijrtable 
without  'em,  ever  since  you  had  no  more  use  lor  your 
nu)tlier's  bosom.  A  bachelor's  an  insult  to  the  whole 
lemale  sex  in  my  opinion.     Now  me  and  Ives  here   be 


J'> 


fifH    .MOIHJJR 


quite   dilfere.it.     Gnu   or    i, 

past  w,th  me  ;  still ?thnk  like  a'vo:''  "'""-^^'^  P''^^  '' 
you-Lord  !  a  female  prude's  a  d°r^  ""'■     ^""^  '°  '^^^^^ 
tomer  compared  to  a  man  like  you  ?''  ^  ^^'  '^'"'^^''""■^  ^"S" 
^ot   at   all,"  said   Mr    Toon      -  r 

A  prude  ,s  the  last  thing  I  am^Lf,!^^?"*   '^"^^   ^^at. 
The  poacher  c;mii.,  i  *^/  '""^^r  irom  it." 

''Lis'entohi'"n     .f'^;^h";'f''^^""• 
People-me^    and    ;:n;en  •'  '"^'LdV  '/^^  "-^^^  ^^^  ^-^ 
ought  to  rejoice  in  the  n\L  nf         ,  ^''    ^'''''^'''-     "  Vou 
-  the  pomt,  no  ma    er  h "w  h'hif  /  '''  "'^"  ''  '^^^^^ 
<^!I  grow  angered  at  it  as  ,f  ^wi    '"^  ^''T'  ^^^  ^^^^  you 
s'^mce^and  good  and  vartuous  "  ""^^^'"^"^^"t  to  call  .'ou 

their  caJriheyt'm^an'ton:::;:-!!:^^^--'     -cler 

Tis  only  chaps  who  haven't  eotth?  ^  '^^  ^^•^'-ybody  else. 

Pnis.  and  only  girls  w  m    l    ^?     ''^  ^'"'^'^  to  dash  at  the 

minded,  they  take  it  for  a  let    hi  7    '^  '"^  P"'"^  ^n^  high- 
mu<  h  rather  you  tUtht     Lv  1?"^';^'"^'"^  ^"^^  ^^'""'^ 
hac  had  their  adventures  l/th    he  bSr^^   ^'^'   t««'  -"d 
Mr.  Toop  shook  his  head.  ^  ' 

Win  h?^h:/^S:^   --   ^i-ys   outrageous    and    always 

^^^p^'^^'^Ru^^^^  and  Ives 

ired  and  mvited   her  to    peak      Sh'     ^'  /^^'^^^  himself 

and  sympathetic  remarks        toh.s    f  "'''^'  ^  ^^^^'  timid 

-to  young  Pomet^"f,^':;;r/r'  ''''  ''"^^^^  ^^  looked 
what  was  the  colour  of  Insei^'''' ^"^  been  wonder mg 
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iHE     BROTHERS     TOOP 

OO'fE  mystery  attaclacd  to  the  brothers  Tnop.  Tn  most 
<J  aftairs  of  Hfe  they  were  open  as  the  day,  and 
J^ach  ])ur5ucd  his  dualoociipation  with  energy  and  success. 
leter  was  a  pubHcan  and  utulertaker  ;  Joel  shared  the 
duties  and  profits  of  The  Jolly  Hanhmen,  while,  in  addition, 
he  kept  pigs  and  poultry  upon  an  extensive  scale.  They 
hv.Hl  together  at  the  inn,  and  Joel  conducted  his  opera- 
tions on  the  spot.  His  ducks  and  geese  waddled  daily 
to  their  haunts  in  the  river;  his  swine  dwelt  in  stves 
behind  the  pul)lic-house  ;  but  Peter's  mournful  busmess 
was  sequestered  from  the  gencr-^l  eye.  He  employed  two 
men,  and  his  shop  lay  in  a  co.  .er  of  Merivale  nehind  the 
cottages. 

,, '^^''\™>'^^f-'"y  concerned  their  ages,  and  upon  this  subject 
they  differed.  Each,  when  the  other  was  not  present, 
(leclared  himself  the  younger;  each  professed  himself 
by  many  years  less  elderly  than  he  appeared  ;  and  each 
regarded  marriage  as  a  matter  in  the  near  future  for  himself, 
but  declared  that  his  brother  now  approached  confirmed 
bachelorhood.  Joel  openly  regretted  the  growing  ravages 
'^t  time  as  exhibited  ujion  the  person  of  Peter  ;  and  Peter 
'ii"urned  and  shook  his  head  to  note  how  fast  Joel  went 
'  "wn  the  hill.  Between  themselves  they  never  discussed 
the  inatter  ;  but  when  apart,  each  dilated  upon  the  subject 
uid  took  it  for  granted  that  his  hearers  were  with  him. 
I'i  truth  they  might  have  been  near  of  an  age.  and 
that  age  sixty-hve  or  a  little  more.  Peter  was  bald  ; 
"^'  ''-"l  grey  hair;  Peter  was  stout  and  energetic; 
.l"el  was  thm  and  active;  Peter  wore  glasses  and  Joel 
needed  them  not  ;  but  again.!  his  brother's  naked  head 
ana  sliort  sight,  Tuel  had  to  ^ef-  a  rV.,,>ni^  ,r.,,r,\.  ^r.A  „^.,+„ 

r,'     " 0-  — 6— J' 
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rheumatism.  They  were  attached  to  one  another  ard 
permitted  nc  criticism  imm  the  outer  world. 

And  now  ;n  their  busy  hves  had  come  an  object  of 
immense  significance  in  the  shape  of  Ruth  Rendle.  With 
doubt  and  fear  they  invited  her  to  ]oin  them,  for  the 
prospect  of  a  young  woman  in  the  house  rendered  both 
uneasy  ;  but  Ruth  at  one-and-twenty  proved  herself 
more  self-coni:ained  and  staid  than  her  predecessor  c^ 
forty,  who  was  now  married  to  an  Okehamptou  green- 
grocer. Ruth,  though  a  silent  girl,  proved  the  soul  of 
sense  and  prudence.  She  lacked  that  leaven  of  levity 
wliich  Joel  held  desirihle  in  a  barmaid  •  yet,  on  the  other 
hand,  as  Peter  pointed  out,  she  possessed  gifts  that  were 
not  only  higher  than  a  ready  tongue,  but  which  paid 
better  in  ihe  long  run.  The  regular  customers  liked 
her,  and,  as  rime  went  on,  her  kinsmen  both  became 
enamoured  of  Iver. 

They  were  men  of  business  and  realized  what  saving 
of  time  must  result  from  the  courting  of  a  person  who 
lived  under  their  own  roof  ;  the  disparity  of  age  did  not 
strike  them  ;  and  for  some  months  neither  had  the  least 
idea  that  the  other  shared  his  ambition.  Both  appre- 
ciated the  obvious  advantages  accruing  to  penniless  Ruth  ; 
each  in  secret  wondered  what  the  other  would  make  of 
it  when  he  heard  the  news  ;  and  each,  with  a  high  opinion 
of  the  girl's  common  sense,  felt  tolerably  hopeful.  Joel, 
however,  was  far  the  more  sanguine.  They  kept  their 
secret  intentions  very  carefully  to  themselves  ;  but  since 
Peter  and  Joel  wae  both  acute  and  observant  men,  each 
presently  discovered  the  situation  with  respect  to  his 
brother  ;  each  detected  the  other  in  little  gallantries  and 
lover-hke  acts.  They  brought  Ruth  presents  ;  they 
insisted  on  taking  her  for  drives  ;  the  position  began  to 
be  difficult  for  her,  and  sometnnes  in  weak  moments, 
after  Joel's  methodical  attentions  had  been  more  than 
usually  arduous,  or  Peter's  warm  heart  had  led  him  to 
extravagant  lengths,  the  woman's  mind  looked  round 
wildly  for  any  possible  channel  (jf  escape. 

In  public,  and  even  before  Ruth  herself,  Peter  and  Joel 
(Ubatod  matrimony  with  go(jd  appetite.  Marriage  was 
indeed  the  favourite  subject  of  their  leisure,  and  if  one 
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mc'iti mod  it_  the  other  was  always  ready  to  join  the  dis- 

There  came  a  Sunday  night  when  both  descanted  on 
the  glories  ot  the  married  state  as  they  walked  home 
Ironi  church  with  Mrs.  Pomcroy,  Mr.  Codd,  Ruth  and 
Ives  from  Sampford  Spiney,  a  neig'.ibouring  village  where 
they  worshipped. 

Ives  and  Miss  Rendle  walked  ahead,  while  Avisa  went 
between  the  brothers. 

"  Pull  your  comforter  well  about  your  chest.  Joel," 
said  Peter.  "  The  air  strikes  cold  coming  out  into  it." 
"  Thank  you,  thank  you,  Peter,"  answered  the  other 
swift  to  scent  a  challenge.  "  And  you  walk  gmgerly,  my 
dear.  This  road's  a  bit  rough  for  your  eyes  after  dark." 
"  You  must  soon  be  thinking  of  marrying,  you  two 
men,"  declared  Mrs.  Pomeroy,  familiar  with  their  favour- 
ite topic. 

Both  instantly  answered,  and  from  the  clatter  of  their 
voices  the  slow,  determined  tones  of  Peter  finally  emerged 
for  Joel  began  to  cough.  ' 

"  What  you  say  is  full  of  sense  as  usual.  It  is  time 
we  thought  about  it— high  time.  Here's  three  good 
money-making  things— the  hotel,  the  pig  and  poultry 
farm,  and— my  business,  all  to  oe  handed  down  to  the 
next  generation,  and  no  next  generation  coming  on  to 
hand  'em  down  to." 

Joel,  knowing  that  his  weaker  voice  could  not  hold  its 
own  with  Peter's  louder  and  deeper  organ,  fell  back  upon 
bmmanuel  Codd.  He  dropped  t.^  the  rear  out  of  earshot 
and  pursued  the  subject,  though  to  no  sympathetic  Hstener. 
You  see,  Codd,  as  the  older  man,  'tis  for  Peter  to  take 
the  hrst  step,  and  I 'm  only  waiting  for  him  to  do  it.  Some 
sensible  creature  of  middle  age  is  what  he  wants,  if  he  is 
0  marry  at  all.  No  young  person  would  do  for  him  now. 
lie  11  be  needing  a  nurse,  poor  old  chap,  in  ten  years  or 
so.  It  cuts  me  to  the  heart  to  see  how  blind  he  gets  And 
he  won  t  go  to  the  watchmaker's  and  buy  a  new  strength 
ot  spectacles,  becau^L-  he  thinks  'twould  be  a  sign  of  ape  i 
However,  if  he  don't  marry,  I  must.     'Twill  be  my  task 

I'ir'  I'P  l     r  "7;'^^^vs  and  nieces  for  Peter,  and  l"  really 
must  set  about  it."  ^ 
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I  Hit  the  (laikiit>ss  roiK  caled 


Codd  smiled  sourly  to  hinis. 
his  amusLimnt. 

"  Your  brother  always  says  ih.it  he's  yot  the  pull  of 
you  by  years.  Vou'in  a  jmu,  il  y<.u  ax  me.  What  d'^ju 
want  to  n  irry  for,  and  raise  up  brats  to  break  your  hea"rts 
and  get  tangled  up  with  wonun  when  you  ought  to  be 
thinking  of  your  graves  ?— There  !  Did  "you  see  that  ?  " 
He  broke  off  suddenly  and  pointed  to  a  man  who  passed 
them  in  the  dim  light. 

II  Good-night,  Moleskin,"  said  Joel  Toop. 
"  Good-night,  good-night,  neighbours,"  cried  Mr.  Cawker: 
then  he  vanished  into  the  darkness. 

"  Did  you  mark  what  he  had  under  his  arm  ?  "    asked 
Codd  viciously. 

"A  cabbage  or  two,  I  think." 

"  Yes— and  whose  garden  did  they  come  out  of  ?  Little 
enough  that  man  pays  for  green  stuff.  To  eat  a  bite  he 
hadn  t  stolen  -vould  be  like  meat  without  salt  to  the  rogue." 
'  1  ou  do  take  such  a  dark  view  of  your  fellow-creatures  " 
complained  Joel.  "  Now,  in  my  case-interested  as  I  am 
in  the  female  sex— I  find  it  breed  a  great  friendship  to 
hunian  beings  in  general.  If  she'll  have  me.  there's  little 
doubt  there'll  be  a  free  feed  to  Tke  Jolly  Htintsmen  on 
the  day  of  the  .vedding." 

"You've  got  your  eye  on  a  she  then  ?  Never  thought 
you  d  have  gone  that  far,  for  all  your  talk." 

''Not  a  word  !  I  can't  say  that  I've  taken  more  than 
]ust  the  usual  preliminary  steps  that  a  sensible  man  would 
take  ;  but  I  feel  hopeful.  In  fact,  there  are  very  good 
show"^  ^hy  I  should  be  hopeful.     However,    tiine  will 

"Time  will  show  you're  a  brace  of  silly  old  fools" 
said  Mr  Codd.  "  This  is  work  you  ought  to  have  took  in 
hand  tul  thirty  year  ago,  if  you'd  been  in  earnest.  You 
was  too  busy  with  your  pigs  and  barrels  of  beer  to  think 
ot  the  maidens  then  ;  'tis  a  poor  compliment  to  any  woman 
young  enough  for  child-bearing,  ij  oifer  her  the  remains 
of  yourself  now- with  v-our  cough  and  your  goutv  old  hands 
Lord  I  might  so  well  go  courting  as  you  ;  'which  God 
forbid,  I'm  sure. 

"  Women  look  at  a  man's  heart  not  his  hands,  and  von 
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don't  knuw  anything  abuut  the  matter.."  answered  Joel 
rather  warmly.  "  You  ought  to  be  larger-minded.  I  don't 
see  that  it''--  much  good  f^r  y^u  to  go  to  church,  Emmanuel 
Codtl,  if  you  can  say  things  like  this  the  minute  after. 
We've  just  heard  a  very  good  sermon  on  charity,  I'm  sure, 
yet  the  first  man  you  meet  with  a  cabbage,  you  say  he's 
stole  it  ;  and  then  you  tell  me  that  a  sensible  woman 
would  object  to  gouty-rheumatism — not  even  chronic  at 
that— but  merely  come  and  gu." 

Joel  made  it  clear  that  he  desired  no  further  speech 
with  Mr.  Codd.  He  hastened  forward  and  overtook 
his  brother,  who  had  won  a  more  kindly  listener. 

"  Mrs.  Pomeroy  here  thinks  'tis  high  time  you  turned 
your  thoughts  to  a  wife,"  said  Peter.  "  For  my  part,  I 
tell  her  that  you've  only  got  to  set  the  good  example,  and 
I  sliall  follow  very  quick  after.  If  you  wait  much  longer, 
in  tact,  I  shall  be  first  in  the  field,  and  you  may  have  a 
ne[)hew  afore  you  get  a  son." 

"  Always  such  a  hopeful  disposition — hasn't  he  ?  " 
answered  the  other  cheerfully.  "  Well,  we  must  begin 
to  think  about  it  seriously.  It's  no  good  pretending  to 
less  than  half  a  century,  whatever  we  may  feel." 

"  I  want  for  Ruth  to  come  in  and  have  supper  with  us 
to-night,  if  you  please,"  said  Mrs.  Pomeroy  ;  and  Peter 
saw  iir     b'ection,   but  Joel  hesitated. 

"  To  De  frank,  we  was  going  to  have  a  sucking-pig  to 
our  meal  to-night,"  he  explained.  "  I'd  be  sorry  for  her 
to  miss  it — such  a  dainty  feeder  as  she  be." 

"A  sucking-pig  !  "  said  Peter.  "  First  I've  heard  of 
it.  You'd  better  come  along  of  us,  Mrs.  Pomeroy,  and 
join  the  feast." 

"  No,  no.  And  I  wager  that  Ruth  won't  care.  We 
want  to  have  a  tell — me  and  her." 

"  After  all,  she  would  enjoy  some  of  it  cold  for  breakfast 
quite  as  well,"  declared  Peter.  He  took  a  little  secret 
pleasp'-e  in  ruining  Joel's  enterprise  ;  but  the  other  showed 
annoyance,  because  a  sucking-pig  was  a  great  and  rare 
incident. 

"  Ruth  !  "  shouted  the  poulterer.  "  WTiat  do  I  hear  ? 
Mrs.  Pomeroy  says  you  ban't  coming  home  to  supper— 
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P., 


No     cousin    Joel      I've    promised    to    bi.ie    at    Mrs 
Th         '■./'"'^  ^r'  ^'  Soing  to  see  me  hmne  " 

tude  lightened  her  mind  not  a  little 

comfort  until  r   *'' ■  P™'-'-"J  '""ghter  u|,„„    Lth'sd^^ 

brothers,  dared  to  doubt  if  th^v  ,..o.„  •  '"'iKuig    ol    the 

mended  Ruth  tn  <t  ^  ^'^^  '"  earnest,  and  recom- 

.YVr     ^^""\  ^"  ^''  o"  ht'r  way  without  care  or  ronror 
lis  mostly  chatter  "  she  s^irl      •■  tu       u        '^^^"cern. 

ofem.  andifeithorofembesosX!«t.  „?  """■'' 

just  say  •  no  '  and  leave  'em  "     ^  "  marnage, 

wherl'shlViy -■  ■"  "'"  '""'■■     "  "  '  ""  '"™  ■^'" 

trome'"LlZZ'~Tl!t/T   '°°\"rd'     Don't   meet 
years  o,d  w.i«nt  torXyeXrl^R^.',^".''  ""^^  "■-'^- 
^^  Vou  mean  Matthew  Northmore  ?  " 

ca„'t'",tttu  ,ov"e"h?„r'x'o?ft^'  "?^r^°?^  ">"• 

...e  in  77.  A;  ft,t:  ./^f.a.e^Tar^Sao  ''  V°'  °' 

so  close  to^^e  ""^hear^  .nd  Lf:"'""™  ""'"  «^'™d 
•tis  only  the  silly  .5  a'of-Jou  h  Bm  vo''ut7V°"8'' 
^"r''- .  do^n.'^sV?"'  ->-*i"i  thaf  b'e  C  'h  ^/ILl" 

Sfl  thro^r,  'hS^o!:;  has"S  at*rd°So!:  '"f   ™= 
say  all  he'd  like  me  to  «V  "„ \°  „    l'5°''^-  ^i?  '  '^»"  ' 

'     '       '    "^^lAuoi.   i  ia   light 


THE    BROTHER?    TOOP 


43 


down    thankful    really    that    the    girl    did    change    her 
mind." 

"  He's  not  said  much,  except  that  he  and  she  were  as 
good  as  tokened.  He's  also  told  some  rude  things  about 
her  green  dress,  and  about  Samuel  Bolt,  and  so  on.  All 
silly  talk.  But  the  surprising  noint  to  me  was  he  should 
have  taken  it  so  nmch  U>  heart  ;  because  three  months 
ago  he  was  not  for  one  maiden,  but  all.  I  felt  terrible 
startled  the  affectionate  way  he  used  to  talk  about  girls 
in  general,  and  many  I  don't  believe  he  even  knew  to  speak 
to." 

"  Why  be  startled  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Pomeroy  ;  "  I  used 
to  like  all  the  boys  when  I  was  his  age  ;  and  all  the  best 
bovs  liked  me,   I   believe  !  " 

Ruth  laughed. 

"  Well  they  might,"  she  said.  "  You'd  a  way  with 
you,  1  warrant  !  " 

"  He'll  do  better  than  Jill,  please  God.  I  should  dearly 
wish  for  to  see  him  married  to  the  right  one  ;  but  I'm  in 
no  hurry.  The  sort  he  fancies  now  be  the  silly  pink  and 
white  sort  :  for  I  can  tell  you  he's  mighty  particular, 
though  you  may  not  think  so.  He  loves  'em  bright  and 
highly  coloured,  like  the  bird  chooses  the  cherry.  But 
presently,  I'm  hopeful  that  he'll  see  more  than  skin  deep." 

"I  wish  he'd  stand  to  work  and  not  waste  all  his  time, 
it  I  may  say  so,"  ventured  Ruth  "  'Tis  only  because 
I — I  respect  him  so  much  that  I  presume  to.  .   ." 

"  I  understand  my  dear.  '  Respect'  ban't  it.  His 
mother  wilj  be  very  quick  to  respect  him  when  he  gives 
her  the  chance.  Ban't  respect  makes  people  so  kind 
to  him  for  all  his  reckless  silliness.  'Tis  another  word. 
'Tis  the  same  thing  that  made  'em  kind  and  good 
to  me  when  I  was  no  better  than  a  young  wild  kitten. 
You  can't  quite  understand  yet,  because  you've  never 
lieen  so  fiery.  Life  tamed  you  very  quick — worse  luck. 
But  don't  take  life  too  serious,  Ruth.  When  you 
'^ant  tr^  laugh,  mind  you  do.  There's  a  lot  must  be 
well  worth  laughing  at  up  to  The  Jolly  Huntsmen. 
And  don't  you  fear  to  laugh  at  Ives.  Laughter  often 
be  a  good  tonic  for  an  unli.nnnv  vounc  man — better'n  beer 
anyway." 
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tho  Half  mile  „|  ilrk  ,1',  „7'  h'','^"'''  '''"'  '<"<!>  '"er 
"f  Vixc,  T,>r  from  Mc™  le  "  ""I""'"'  ""^  '"•" 

gets  ol,l,r,    I   1,,'e    'V  ''rv  nV      "■?'  >:"""«"  ^'  'h" 
»"-  was  „,„r.  .,1  ,ha,\;?i„Th«rpan"  "'""■'■"      "'* 

him  ?  ■'  persisted  Uzzie  '""'  ^'  ^"'^  ^'^^  ^^'i^^'  ^<>r 

■'No— not   yet,"  answered   \vis  i      "  rf 
unknul  truth,  mv  pretty  ei]    K' m h   ■     f     ^'""   ''"'"^  ^''^-^ 
tlear   chap   at    present"  "  ^""  -""'^  ^"'  '^^r 

^^^;Mother'     I'd   never  hnve   thought    to   hear  you   say 
Mrs    Pomerf)y  smiled. 

^nnt  s    because    \■n^^    a,x.^>,    i 

own    ,„„thcr   v.t     L2Z0      H,.     "'"'  T'^  '•''""■'  >■»" 
I'm  ro„,,„(  ,,;\„i,'',f^^'^      «",>;"   "■■II-     That's  a  joy 

knon-  'cm.     \ot  that  it  nl„-„=  i  ^''Udmi   lic'sin   to 

a  -.s-  father  that  k  „  vs   ,  :^o™'T„"^-    ^'i'^  '^'1  '  '^'^ 
<>at.g  ter  that  k„ows  her  ou'^  Z  h  r  "t  da'rfsa  ' "  '  ™" 

'rtr„t^r;;;;; '.^  -■'"  -  -■  "■^-  he"s\„,  i),"tro7h'° 


KI\(i  TOK 
5  rat,  11  ,1  „i  D,,|  |„„,„r  ^  b^j^,,,,  j^^  nuaiT„.= 

1  '0^,;".,^"  :"■""" "'  «"?''<'  ■  "'hiie  up,,,,?,"',?:,: : 

■xneatn    appear    many    evidences    of    a    neolithic    nenT.U 
"'     uorld     uas    younger.     Cairns,     parallel  it  ha      ruined 

;Kf"  r^K^r  f  "^""'  "^^'""^^"^^  ''^y  ™-^  ^- ' 

«  w  ters  o^^  wV  ''T''^  ""''"  "P^^^^^^^  the  uinj: 
S  to  u  lov  I  \  ''  ^'f^','"^  "^■'^'  the  Moor,  s,nk- 
ng  to   the  low  lands,   and  glinimernig  through  the  lirsf 

V   h^H    1-  f^'7'f   ^^""^^-     ^"  the   valley,  larches  spied 

.Lt  il  e'  .    'f"f  '''"^'  "^^  ^'^^'^  Tor  rose  gKy 
1^.1  nst    the   grass   slopes   at    its   feet,      [ill's   eves    resteH 

on  the  farm  beneath  the  Vixen  ;  then  thev  turned  to  W 

vh,^e\r''r  ^^^"^"^^  ^'-'^^  the  road  t'hat  ran  La 
uhite  thread,  through  Merivale.  Anon  a  flash  of  u  ftPr 
again  attracted  her  attention  to  the  home  of  Jhe  Pome  ovs 

here  sinking  sunshine  caught  a  streamlet  and  setTt  gS: 
",^.     Par  distant,  under  the  increasing  glory  of  the     est 

.  rmval  lay  hke  a  clo,ad,  and  her  h.UslL  vVe  ,  m mgl  ng 

;:aglX;"srset^Ute'^;her^^^^  ^"^^'-^-^'^'  -^"' 

TolVht  ^^Tnl'^'u''''^'i  '""''''"^^  the  summit  of  Kmg 
voTre      H      .     j^^  'shattered  volubly  m  a  thin  but  cheerful 

-cup  "f  io?u-1o    ^^"  ■^'^'^^^"^^  °^  hfe's  romai.?e  and 
,„;.^"L,  u/'^-V  ^'^^  '^nmm.ng.     ..o  much  hapmness  almost 

only'  a'hUIe'  binH""',""''    f""^  '''''"^"  ''Ster^ed  but  showed 
<^"iy  a  httle  kindled  emotion.     It  might  LaNc  been  sus- 
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rrecovn       U^^  ^"  ''?■'?"'  ^^^^'^'^'^'^^  and'stnod  still 
minvn.h  il.     1   ''T   ^     "« >-^l'""ld..,>d    and    undersized 

nnle  f  n  ;  -     1  .''"'^  ''"'^''  ^''''-     "'^  ^^'^^^'^^V  ^V^^  J'^^ked 
nes   .n         ,;V      a"  ^'■M,"-^''^^">"  was  one  o|  ,h.!d-i.ke  ea^er- 

-dueks  urre  rather  highly-coloured  and  smooth  as  a  hal.v's 
H.     brow  was  also  unfurn.ued.     He  s.niled  a  f,"ea    deal 

"Ire"  n"'l  "'"^  "^1'  '^"""^'  ^ad  an  Vr^i^^ 
nature.  Trends  said  ot  hiin  that  he  was  all  heart  nnd 
hanty  ;  .ndifterent  folk,  for  he  had  no  enemies  Si,;  ed 
hat  he  narrowly  escaped  being  weak  in  his  hea.l  His 
iHisiness  was  to  drn-e  a  steam  roller  when  roads  were  Ik"  l' 
men.led  round  about  the  neighbouring  parSu's  an  lit 
pleasure  was  to  play  a  little  wooden  Hnte  ' 

Novv  he  coughed  and  grinned  thn)Ugh  the  water  in  his  eyes 
Pat  ine  on  the  back,  Jill,"  he  said.  ^ 

his    w.s'fleetin'T'-  T  T'  ■  "•^^'  ''^''^  ^he  answered 
nis,  u.is  neeting  and  wintry 

Us'll^h^'elr    ^""^^    "°    '"''?■      ^^''^'    >•""'■    ^""^1    fo--    the    hill. 

to  the  ton"  ^b;""''  "^  T'  ^''''  "P'"'^^"^  ^^hen  we  get 
lo  tne  top,     she  answered 

her^sweetheart  '?n  r!'"^   '"'-^i  f  ^^^^^^^^'V   her   attitude    to 
na  u  e      Th.'  ^'^o  revealed  somethmgof  the  maiden's 

she  uUere^ffT    "'"    ''"'i^'    '^^'"°^*    contemptuous;     but 
no^^nTto  Samue'l"  '  ^'^"^"^  ^°'^^'  ^"^  ^^^-^  ^-"^^t 
Jill  Wickett  was  a  handsome  woman  cast  in  the  erand 
mould.     Her  hair,   of   a  shade   between  red  and  y Sow 
like  a  bright  spong.,  though  a  hot  and  unrest ful  colour' 

?Ju      1  P^^  ^^  ^t''^^^-     Eyes  and  mouth  and  a 

rather   thm   nose   all   told  of   temper.     She  was  freckled 

h"ht'"  Sd\''^"^^"'  r  '''''  ''^'^  -^-  common  wh 
r       I  lu      c*^"'""-     '^  Srea^   indifierence   as   to   attire 
n.nked  J.ll.     She  trusted  to  her  curious  face,  fine  fo  m 
and  wonderful  hau.     Her  clothes  were  poor  and  urZy 
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Even  in  these  her  courting  days,  she  was  r\  ^liiicrn. 
The  hem  of  her  old  t^'own  Iiad  fray(?d,  and  heiie.ith  it  a 
blue  petticoat  hung  down  lichind  and  swept  the  earth.  Her 
shoes  were  large  and  the  right  one  showed  a  piece  of  string 
in  it  instead  of  a  lace.  Two  button'^  from  the  neck  ol  her 
bodice  were  gone,  and  the  garment  itself  gaped  half  an 
inch  at  a  seam  in  the  baik.  She  walked  with  an  easy, 
swinging  stride,  and  went  up  the  hill  more  swiftly  than  her 
lover.  Indeed,  she  reaihed  the  top  of  King  Tor  two 
minutes  before  Samuel.  Then  she  chose  a  comfortable 
iiaturid  seat  and  reclined  amid  the  boulders  ;  sighed 
after  her  exertions  ;  pushed  her  sand-coloured  locks 
out  of  her  eyes  and  looked  down  at  her  lovei 's  figure  toiling 
upward.  For  the  first  time  she  noted  that  his  knees 
were  a  little  bent  inward,  and  the  accident  added  to  the 
physical  meanness  of  his  appearance.  She  frowned  and 
turned  her  eyes  awa\   from  him  impatiently. 

Soon  he  sat  beside  her  and  panted  rather  hard.  She 
noticed  a  wheeze  in  his  throat  as  he  took  long  breaths, 
and  it  irritated  her. 

"  How  you  do  puff !  "  she  said  in  a  discontented  tone 
of  voice. 

"  Well  I  may.  We  ain't  all  got  your  wonderful  pirts. 
'Tis  more  like  a  bird  going  up  a  hill  than  a  woman  ot  ten 
stone  to  see  you,"  he  declared  amiably.  Then  he  con- 
tinued :  "  Mother  said,  only  backalong  Sunday,  that  to 
see  you  in  a  hurry — why,  'twas  like  a  flying  creature — 
so  swift  can  you  travel." 

"  She  never  have  seen  me  in  a  hurry,  because  I  never 
be  in  one,"  answered  Jill. 

"  You  be  in  a  hurry  to  marry  me,  I  hope.  Can  you 
believe  that  'tis  little  more  than  eight  months  off,  my 
precious  ?  Every  morning  when  I  wake  up,  I  say,  '  Thank 
the  watching  Lord  I'm  one  day  nearer  my  Jill.'  " 

"  You  didn't  ought  to  be  so  fond.  I'm  not  half  what 
you  think  me." 

"  Don't  you  say  that  !  You'm  a  thousand  times  better 
than  anybody  knows— even  me.  Trust  mother  to  tell 
—such  a  judge  of  characters  as  her.  But  I  do  wish  you'd 
button  up  they  front  buttons  to  the  neck  afore  you  see 
*^"-      She's  got  such  an  eye  for  a  button." 
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\ou  mind  your  own  business.  Anyway  my  buttons 
ban  t  your  business.  This  here  dress  have  shrinked  since 
1  vv ashed  un.  You  don't  uant  me  to  choke  myself  I 
suppose.  -^ 

He  regarded  her  plump  neck  witu  admiration  ;  then 
he  bent  over  and  kissed  it. 

"Bless  your  beautiful  skin-like  rose-leaves.  But 
can  t  you  let  the  neck  out  a  bit  ?  " 

"  No  "  she  said  shortly.  "  Ban't  worth  while.  Shan't 
wear  it  much  longer  I'm  making  up  that  stuff  as  you 
brought  me,  and  'twill  be  ready  pretty  soon.  But  I  lik° 
print  best  myself,  for  all  that.     'Tis  cooler  " 

He  blmked  and  smiled  at  her.  Then  he  came  closer 
and  put  his  arm  round  her  waist. 

''  Could  sit  like  this  for  evermore,"  he  said 
^  She  was  not  responsive  ;  but  presently  a  more  gentle 
expression  can.e  into  ner  eyes  and  she  rubbed    her  ear 
against  his. 

"  You'm  a  good  chap,"  she  declared.  "  But  I  do  "vish 
you  was  shorter  and  sharper  with  me,  and  with  your 
mother  too,  for  that  matter."  ^ 

■  ".u^^''*.'^!'  ''^''^•'  "^^^  two  creatures  I  love  best 
in  the  whole  world.  Not  very  likely.  Mother— well 
you  knovv  her.  An  unkind  wofd  from  me  would  kill 
ner,  1  recKon.  Have  you  seen  her  new  house  now  I've 
hanged  the  wall-paper  in  the  front  parlour  ?  " 
"No,  I  haven't." 

.nH  ^"'^H  "''^'^  \'''^^-  ^^^  ^^"^«^t  ^hed  tears  of  joy 
atid  wonder  when  'twas  done  and  I  let  her  come  in  and 
see.  Honeysuckle  is  her  favourite  flower,  and  I  found 
a  paper  ah  crawled  over  with  huge  bunches  of  honey- 
suckle. Nmepence  a  piece  it  cost,  yet  I  couldn't  resist 
It.  fwas  worth  anything  to  see  her  joy  when  I  took  her 
across  to  look  for  the  first  time." 

"  When  do  she  go  in  ?  " 

"  By  the  end  of  June  'twill  be  ready  " 

housIV"'  ''*''"  '^'''  ^°''''  ^°'''"  ''*  ^^"*  y^""-  "^ 

"  Of  course      I  mean  to  have  it  just  to  a  hair  as  you 

I^hI  I  <^       T'T  ^-^u 'S'  f  mother's,  such  as  blinds  and 
httle  trifles,  I'd  wish  to  keep  for   memory's  sake     Any- 
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way,  we  can't  better  'em.  But  'twill  K  your  home  and 
all  must  be  to  your  way  of  thinking.  I  seed  a  couple  of 
brave  pictures  to  Tavistock  last  time  I  was  there— proper 
painted  pictures— one  a  windmill  with  the  sun  setting 
and  only  eighteen  shillings,  fram.e  and  all  complete.  I 
want  for  you  to  have  a  few  rich,  fancy  things  like  that 
m  your  parlour.  Mother's  got  a  surprise  for  you  too. 
But  I  mustn't  say  anything  about  that.  That  reminds 
mo,  would  you  like  some  young  gilhtlowers  .'  I've  got 
a  good  packet  of  seed  for  mother's  garden,  and  I  can  scatter 
a  bit  round  our  own,  if  you  like  'em." 

She  did  not  answer.  Her  eyes  were  looking  down  below 
upon  the  farmhouse  that  shone  with  white  face  under 
the  great  crags  of  the  Vixen.  Samuel  followed  her 
glance. 

^^"  I  had  speech  with  that  rash  voune  chan  a  h^*  a"o 
Mcnher  and  his  mother  be  old  friends,"you  know  He's 
felt  losmg  of  you  cruel,  Jill.  Never  should  have 
thought  he  could  feel  so  much  about  anything  Threat- 
emngs  and  slaughters  he  breathed  out  against  me  I 
But  they  laugh  who  win." 
'^'^  What  did  you  say  to  him  ?  " 

"  Why,  after  he'd  called  me  '  dirt,'  and  'scum  '  and  'the 
tiash  of  the  earth,'  and  such  like,  and  asked  me  how  I 
dcredccme  between  you  and  hmi,  I  just  said  to  his  face 
that  he  ought  to  know  better  than  speak  so  coarse  to 
a  Larmless,  honest  man.  I  said,  '  She've  made  open  free 
choice  betwixt  us,  and  you'm  a  very  mean  sort  of  chap 
to  try  to  bully  ine.'     I  said.  '  The  thing  is  done  now  and 

WH  'i'w^u^'  ''''"  ^"''"S^  ^'^  ^"^^''  she  ban't  changeable.' 
Witb  that  he  answered,  and  I  just  marched  of^  and  left 
nirn. 

II  And— what  ?     What  did  he  answer  ?  " 

<=r.^o^"f"'''^^^''~V'^^  ^  ^'^'y  ungentlemanly  way  to 
speak  of  any  female— least  of  all  you." 

•'  I   know  what  he  said  well  enough.     He  told  vou  I 
had  changed  once,  and-perhaps  would  again  " 
Samuel  stared. 
''  My  stars  !     How  did  you  know  that  '  " 

.nH     i'Tu  ^  ^'\''^  *'™-     ^  """^^'  3"st  what  he  thought 
and  what  he  suid,  and  what  he  swcre  when  I  took  you.' 
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Not  that  I  e-,'or  was  really  tokLiiod  to  him  for  a  second— 
you  know  tli;t,  S.im." 

"  My   mother   figured  him   up   i)retty  well,    I    believe. 
She    says    he'll    never    come  to  good— too  light-minded. 
And  he   won't  be  a  gof'  husband   for  any  one   female 
owmg  to  his  large  liking  for  'em  all.     So  my  mother  says' 
r^ow  I  never  felt  tlie  call  of  the  female  in  my  nati..e  till 
I  met  you,  Jill.     Then  it  drew  me,  like  the  moon  draws 
tne  sea.     From  bemg  a  hopeful  and  patient  man,  I  growed 
that  fiery  and  short  and  fierce,  you'd  never  believe  !  If 
I  d  been  a  dog,  you'd  have  said  I  was  going  mad.     Mothei 
founcl  It  out.     '  You'm  in  love,'  she  .,aid  all  of  a  sudden 
one  day.     I  was  terrii)le  astonislicd  to  hear  her    for  I'd 
thought  'twas  hidden." 
Jill  pursued  her  own  reflections. 
Ives  Pomeroy  said  thet  I  should  change  again— eh  ? 
And  no  doubt  he  thmks  so.     But   he  thinks  wrong  -as 
usual.     He   don't   know  how  to  treat   a  woman— for  all 
he  s  so  mighty  fond  of  "em.     Wanted    for   me    to   say    I 
was  sorry  to  him  !     A  likely  tiling— and  him  in  the  wrong 
of  course. 

"  Of  course  he  was,  I'll  warrant.  A  very  wrong-headed 
chap,  most  times." 

"  And  no  great  catch  when  all's  said  and  done  :  only 
renter— an'  just  the  fashion  of  man  to  forget  to  pay  his 
rent  some  day.  That  la^y  too.  He  don't  know  what 
work    means— very  different    to  you.  Samuel." 

"  Don't  think  no  more  about  him.  '  Work '  '  He 
never  did  a  day's  honest  w  >rk  in  his  life,  poor  chap  But 
1  can  t  say  hard  things  against  him.  'Twouldn't  be 
Christian,  seeing  what  I've  won  and  he've  missed." 

'  A  blustering  overbearing  man,  and  don't  know  the 
hard  edge  of  the  world  at  all  yet.  'Twould  do  him  good 
to  be^  hungry  and  tiiirsty  a  bit,"  she  said. 

''K''m   hungry   and   thirsty   both— for  you.     A   surly 

sort  of  man.     For  my  part,  I  never  could  see  what  the 

women  saw  in  his  face-to  say  it  kindly,"  declared  Samuel 

A  hang-dog  countenance  he've  gotten   in   my  opinion. 

sulky  look  in  his  eyes  and  a  curly  forehead— for  all  the 

world  like  a  young,  bad-tempered  bull." 

But  the  girl  did  not  answer  this  criticism  of  Ives  Pom- 
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eroy.  Whatever  might  be  her  view  of  the  other's  mentnl 
pecuharities,  his  face  was  good  to  her.  The  curly  hair, 
the  glance  of  sulky  power,  the  imperious  mien  and  com- 
manding gesture — all  were  agreeable.  Her  nature  enjoyed 
to  reflect  upon  these  things,  and  now  it  did  so,  while  the 
placid  and  genial  inanity  of  Samuel's  countenance  pointed 
the  mental  picture  by  force  of  contrast. 

"  Mother — "  he    began   again  ;  then    a    sudden    spark 
of  self  flashed  up  from  the  unfathomed  depths  of  Jill. 

"Do  leave  your  mother  alone  for  a  bit,  there's  a  dear. 
I'm  getting  a  thought  weary  of  your  mother — not  she 
herself — but  her  on  your  tongue  from  morning  till  night. 
We'm  very  good  friends,  and  always  shall  be,  I  hoj-e. 
Still — give  the  subject  a  rest.  Tell  about  your  uncle 
down  to  Plymouth  for  a  change." 

Mr.  Bolt  was  fluttered  and  a  little  alarmed.  He  with- 
drew his  arm  from  Jill's  waist. 

"  Tired  of  mother  !  "  he  said.  Then  he  spoke  as  firmly 
as  he  could  and  tried  to  blink  some  fierceness  into  his  mild 
eyes.  "  That  won't  do,  Jill.  I  can't  hear  you  talk  like 
that  and  suffer  it.  When  once  you  come  to  know  the  won- 
ders of  that  woman,  and  especially  all  she've  done  for  me 
from  my  birth  up,  you'll  never  be  tired  of  the  subject. 
Anyway,  I  can  tell  you  this  ;  she's  never  tired  of  hearing 
me  tell  about  you — never.  I'm  very  sorry  you  spoke 
that."  ^ 

Samuel's  tone  rang  with  reproach  and  Jill  yawned  into 
his  face  as  she  expressed  a  sort  of  contrition. 

"  All  right— all  right,"  she  answered.  "  I  didn't  mean 
nothing.  Don't  be  so  serious  about  it.  Your  mother 
and  me  understand  each  other  very  well.  She's  kindness 
made  alive." 

Samuel  grew  calm  again  and  put  his  arm  around  her 
once  more. 

"  Uncle's  no  better  and  no  worse,"  he  said. 

"  Hope  to  God  the  man's  not  going  to  have  a  long  illness, 
anyhow.  I  know  what  them  long  illnesses  mean  only  too 
^^'cH-  _    They  eat  up  all  the  money,  like  a  cat  laps  milk." 

"  I've  sometimes  wondered,  when  he  goes,  whether  you'd 
like  for  me  to  take  over  his  business  myself  instead  of 
selling  it." 
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"  'Twould  suit  me  very  well,"  she  answered  with  awak- 
ened interest.  The  subject  pleased  her.  She  sat  up  and 
grew  animated. 

"  I'd  love  to  leave  this  dreary  hole,  I  jan  tell  you. 
And  the  shops  down  to  Plymouth  would  be  a  Godsend, 
I'm  sure." 

^^  "  Of  course  mother  .  ."  he  began,  then  broke  off  abruptly. 
"  Not  that  we  must  count  our  chickens  before  they  are 
hatched,  however." 

''  I  han't  that  sort,  I  assure  'e,"  she  answered.  "  Needn't 
think  I'm  a  hopeful  woman— very  far  from  it.  I've  had 
everything  in  my  life  to  make  me  take  the  black  view, 
and  I  always  do,  and  always  shall  do.  But  if  you've 
told  me  truth,  your  uncle's  dying  pretty  brisk  of  something 
inside  ;  and  he's  got  none  so  near  as  you,  and  he's  saved 
three  thousand  pound,  very  near,  and  h(^'s  told  you  the 
money's  to  be  yours  under  his  will." 

Exactly  how  it  stands,"  declared  Samuel.  "  And 
I've  been  a  very  good  nephew  to  him  so  f.iv  as  I  could. 
I  shall  be  sorry  when  he  goes  ;  but  a  doctor  to  Plymouth 
gives  him  httle  more  than  six  months  ;  and  when  I  was 
last  along  with  the  poor  man,  he  said,  '  I  shan't  send  you 
no  wedding  present,  Sam,  because,  long  afore  your  first 
child's  born,  I  shall  be  under  the  earth  and  all  I  have 
will  be  yours.'  I  said  I  hoped  not  ;  but  no  doubt  'twill 
be  so.  The  dying  ban't  deceived." 
"Do  he  want  to  see  me  ?  " 

"  He  didn't  say  so.  But  I'm  very  wishful  he  should. 
Perliaps  w^e  might  go  down  Easter  Monday  and  cheer  him 
up?     There's  a  cheap  excursion  from  Tavistock." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  the  shop.  What  is  it  ?  Pens 
and  ink  and  stationery  and  such  like  ?  " 

"Just  so.  I'm  really  rather  doubtful  if  a  man  so  ignor- 
ant as  me  could  undertake  it.  We  should  have  to  keep 
on  the  young  lady  in  the  shop,  Jill." 

''  Oh  no,  we  shouldn't  !     I'd  soon  larn  the  ways  of  it." 

"  Couldn't  have  you  cooped  up  behind  a  counter.     You'd 

have  to  look  after  the  Imuse.     And  there's  what  we  should 

have  to  do  about  mother  too.     That's  a  puzzler,  for  she'd 

never  live  in  a  town." 

Jill  reflected  and  smiled  to  herself.     Then    something 
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moving   in    tho   rod   srn'^ot   light   upon   the  heath   below 
attracted  her  alteiuioi:. 

"  Who    be    they  downalong  ?  "  she  asked. 
Samuel  screwed  up    lis  eyes. 

"  I  see  'em.     'Tis  Miss  Lizzie  Pomeroy  and  her  youne 
man  going  homeward,"  he  said. 

■  The  schoolmaster  from  Sampford  Spiney  ?  " 
"  Yes— she've  been  lucky.     He's  a  learned  young  chan 
and  good-looking  as  well." 
^'  Wonder  what  he  saw  in  that  little  bantam  hen  ?  " 
"  '-he's  small,  but  a  neat,  trim  maiden.       And  got  her 
motuers  sense— so  my  mother  tells  me." 

"  A  httle,  pin-tailed  creature  !  I  don't  call  her  a  woman 
— shes  no  more  than  a  slip  of  a  child." 

"There's  few  with  your  splendid  round  shape.  A 
regular  queen  among  'em  you  be." 

Jill's  thoughts  were  on  the  schoolmaster.  He  read 
the  lessons  m  church  sometimes.  He  was  tall  and  wore 
fine  clothes.     She  wondtired  why  Lizzie  Pomeroy  pleased 

"  The  bi:^  chaps  often  take  little  women,"  Jill  said  aloud 
pursumg  her  own  thoughts.     She  remembered  at  the  same 
moment  that  she  stood  two  inches  taller  than  Samuel 

Me  an'  Ives  Pomeroy  was  th?  same  height  to  a  hair  " 
she  remarked  thoughtfully. 

Samuel  felt  a  slow,  growing  oppression  of  mind.  The 
general  trend  of  conversation  had  discouraged  him 

'  Let's  be  going."  he  said.     "  'Twill  be  dark  afore  we 
reach  the  road." 

Jill^  '•ose   immediately. 

]'  You  can  see  me  as  far  as  the  bridge,  Sam." 

^^  Ban  t  you  coming  back  to  supper  ?  " 
Not  to-night.     I'm  wanted  at  home." 

His  face  fell  and  she  exerted  herself  a  Httle  to  cheer 
turn.  At  the  sound  of  loving  words  he  was  soon  happy 
and  enthusiastic  agairi.  Togahcr  tliey  reached  Ward 
Bridge  over  Walla.  Then  they  climbed  the  hill  beyond, 
and  the  moon  already  brgr,n  to  throw  a  faint  grey  light 
before  Samuel  kissed  Jill  fervenllv.  called  down  the 
blessing  of  Heaven  upon  her,  and  cleparted 

^he   went   slowly   forward   to   lier   home   at   Samt^ford 


54 


THE    MOTHER 


stonn';i  J^  ^"^^^^  """'"  ^  ^f^""-^  '"  th^  f^'-Tk  and 
fn  ?fr  1  ''''^-  ^)  '"•'"  J""'I^^^'  ^''O"^  ^  broken  place 
in  the  hedgerow  and  stood  aganist  her.     For  a  moment 

Jill  was  alarmed  ;  but  when  she  recognized  the  k^trudcr 
upon  her  peace,  fear  changed  to  anger  "^trudcr 
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IVES  POMEROV  stood  in   the    middle    of    the    road, 
and  wlien   Jill  mo\-ed    to    pass    him,    he   prevented 
her. 

"  You've  got  t(j  speak  a  word  or  two  to  me  afore  you 
go  on,"  he  said.  "  I  saw  vou  in  the  vallev  with  that 
moon-faced  fool,  and  reckoned  you'd  be  coming  this 
way  presently.  I've  kept  off  you  as  long  as  I  could 
but  there  are  some  things  that  happen  I  will  have  ex- 
plained and  the  way  you've  treated  me  be  one  of  them." 

"  I  wasn't  in  the  valley  with  no  moon-faced  fool.     So 
you  can  take  that  back  to  begin  with,"  she  answered 
"  There's   fools   of   all   sorts  and  all  colours  ;     and  don't 
thmk  I'm  afraid   of   answering   your   questions,    because 
I  m  not. 

"  That's  all  right  then.     Twouldn't  be  much  like  you 
or  me  either,  to  be  afeard  of   anything.     Perhaps   you'll 
sit  here  'pon  this  log  of  wood  for  a  minute  and  listen  to 
me. 

She  obeyed.  Then  she  put  her  chin  in  her  hands  and 
her  elbows  on  her  knees. 

"  Speak  what  you've  got  to  speak  quickly,  please  " 
she  said.     "  I  can't  bide  here  all  night." 

"I  Why  for  did  you  throw  me  over  for  Samuel  Bolt  ?  " 

She  made  a  gesture  of  impatienc  . 

"Is  that  all  you've  got  to  say?  Don't  you  know 
the  answer  as  well  as  I  do  ?  " 

''1  don't,  else  I  shouldn't  ask  you." 

"  If  you  look  into  your  own  mind,  you'll  see  the  answer 
very  quick." 

'.'.  ^',"'   ^  shan't.     So  perhaps  you'll  speak." 
iae  reason  is  that  I  don  t  trust  you.     There's  a  deal 
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too  niurh  nf  tlH-  Jarky-toad  '  in  v-.u  for  me    and  i  de-il 

!v  ;  /   ^""t/^e  that   vou've  g(.t  iniKh  to  \y,  proud  of 
except   your  face.     And   that   wasn't  your  makmr     -XU 

tuio  world    as  if  all  people  were  your  enemies.     Vou 

'Ion  t   knovv   how   to   please   a   wn.nan.     You're   a   bu   v 

■eally  :    and  I  won't  marry  a  bully  anyway  "  ^ 

bo  that  s   it?  I'm   not   a   bully,   and   very  well   vou 

you  be  hkely  to  ha\-e.     Nothu.g  was  too  hard      I'd  have 

Huf  dtn'lt'^r"'  ""^"  '''  ^-"'^  -^^  y-  know    t 
i^ut,    damn    It    all,    us    wants    somethin^r    for    our    love 

"  I  didn't  wrong  you  cruel." 

fhl7T   "^'i'   '''"^   wouldn't   say    you    were    sorry      So 

that  showed  you  weren't  sorry'    You    tell   me   to 'look 

n   my  mn.d-you  look  in  yours,   Jill,  and  >ou'I    see  a 

dirty,  cowardly,  mean  piece  of  work.     You'll  see  a  wor^an 

grow  sickTme.^'^^  ^''""^^  ''  ^^^"^^  ^^^  ^^^^  -^  s^on 
"VVanted   to    be   rid   of   him,"   repeated    Ives      "For 
and"^  h.H  ''""'', '^^'^  ^°"'^^  ^  ^hapL  owned  a' cottr^e 
presently.'"  ""'^'  ''  "°"^'  ^'''''  ^^"^  — "^  of  moneV 
"  Ives  !     How  can  you  dare  to  say  that  '  " 
;  Because  it's  true.     You  think  nobody's  got  anv  sense 
or    cunning    but    yourself.     You    think    you    can  ^  hood 
nk  everybody.     But  it   takes  more  than  a  w-oman  to 
hrow   dus     in   my  eyes.     I   know  injustice  wheT  I  se? 
t.     Samuel  was  dead  struck  on  you  and  got  his  old  mother 
to  have  you  to  tea  when  he  wasn't  there      Tl  en  she  t<  11 
you  all  his  noble  qualities  and  vnrtues  and  ho v    he  r  f . 

Jacky-foad.      WiU-o'-the-wisD. 
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have   given    tlie   sheep-faced    creature  a  thought  afore— 
>\)U  h.i\e  a  row  with  me  and  -and  ..." 

"Stop!"    she    said,    using.     "If   you  could   think   so 
hadly  of  me  ar,  that,  you  nc\er  loved  me  at  all,  and  I'm 
very   thankful    I've   escajied    from    you.     I  didn't  throw 
y<ju  over  and  you've  no  right  to  say  I  did  .     'Tis  all  the 
other  way,  God  knows.     You  was  rude  and   unkind  to 
me,  and  ordered  me  al)out,  and  wouldn't  say  you  were 
sorry,  so  I  S(;on  felt  I  was  nought  better  than  a  dog  to 
you.     You  turned  your  hack  on  me  in  the  public  road, 
and  walked  right  off  and  scorned  me  as  if  I  was  dirt.     What 
woman  was  going  to  stand  that  ?     I'm  not  made  of  stone. 
I'm  not  a  patient,  spiritless  creature  to  be  a  beast  of  bur- 
den  for  any   man.     I'll  give   everything   to   the   chap    I 
love.     I'll  p(,ur  out  my  heart  and  strength  and  soul  for 
him  ;    but  I  will  have  his  heart  and  strength  for  mine. 
I  want  to  be  happy— it's  the  longing  of  my  life.     I  want  to 
be  mistress  of  my  home  when  I've  got  one,  not  a  down- 
trodden rag  of  a  woman  kept  by  a  man  to  cook  his  food 
and  bear  his  children.     You've  shown  enough  of  yourself 
to  me  to  prove  myself  a  tyrant  to  females,   so  there's 
an  end  of  it.     Xuw  I'll  go." 

_^  "  Go  to  hell  for  all  I  care,"  answered  Ives  furiously. 
"  A  girl  to  preach  to  me  as  if  she  was  my  grandmother  ! 
And  all  lies  too.  I  see  it  very  clear  ;  you're  marrying 
a  iool  for  his  money  ;  you're  marrying  a  ninny-hammer 
as  you  can  twist  round  your  finger,  and  blind,  and  play 
With  and  laugh  at.  No  honest  woman  would  do  that, 
bee  what  his  love  be  worth  compared  to  mine." 

"  I  mean  to.     He  don't  talk  so  loud  as  you.    or    roll 
his  eyes  so  much  :    but  he  stands  to  work  and  under- 
stands what  a  woman  wants,  and  knows  how  to  worship 
em.  ' 

"  •  Worship  'em  !  '—like  a  silly  dog  pawing  your  gown. 
1  suppose  I; awning  like  a  cur— going  on  his  knees  for 
a  kiss— bleating  his  nonsense  in  season  and  out.  You 
know  whether  he  makes  love  like  what  I  did  !  " 

"  Of  course  no  other  chap  be  so  clever  as  you.  A 
\vundeifui  masterpiece  of  a  man,  quite  throwed  away 
to  Men  vale.  Nobody  can  love  a  woman  like  vou.  Anv- 
vvay,    yuuve    xiau    enough    [)ractice.     And— and    I'll    ax 
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you  not   (o  speak  to  me  no  more    whothor  or  no      Tt.a 

ul   toad!     Just   because   I    dicln't   Lqve  v,ni   a 
to  go   to  church  in!  "  ^       ' 

She  passed  him  and  walked  rapidly  away 

shoute;;raft:'tr"butt;;^^ri''"f'  ^^r  r-"  ^^^ 

I  vc  had  It  out  with  her  "  he  bci?in      "  'T,,..     •     i. 
as    I    thomrlif      T    <^,  1  I    1  "tgan.  Iwas  lust 

of  tl.L  and  thi    y      He  h  ,V  h  "      ","'"'°y;  ™'  ^  "i^" 

acter.     He  liked  lif^  tn  K^         V  foreign  to  his  char- 

shy.  a„.ke„od  .h,l;  e„,«™n  'fhi,/"""  '''"'  ""'  ™' 

—""<•'>  cXccpi  us  a  theatre 
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for  field  botany.  When  he  walked  abroad,  his  eyes  were 
always  (jn  the  earth  or  in  the  hedge.  He  ne\-er  lilVd 
them  excepting  at  public  worship.  He  knew  the  rafters 
of  the  church  at  Sampford  Spincy  better  than  the  face 
of  the  sky  or  the  story  told  by  the  clouds.  He  was  a  man 
who  found  it  easy  to  be  correct,  honest  and  upright  •  and 
he  had  a  natural  instinct  to  dispense  his  opinions.  Lizzie 
loved  him,  considered  him  the  wisest  and  greatest  st)irit 
that  the  world  had  shown  to  her,  and  wished  a  thousand 
times  a  day  that  her  brother  was  more  like  him. 

Now,  as  Ives  rattled  r  n,  Mrs.  Pomeroy  nodded  gently 
with  that  characteristic  inclination  of  'the  head  which 
often  answered  for  speech  with  ner  and  took  the  place 
of  much  more  than  mere  affirmative.  Then  her  boy 
fell  moodily  upon  his  supper  and  Arthur  llrown,  who 
u.,ually  showed  uneasiness  when  Lizzie's  brother  was 
present,  endeavoured  to  change  the  subject. 

"  Can  I  do  anything  in  London  for  you,  Mrs.  Pomeroy  '  " 
he  asked  Avisa.  "  I  am  gr,ing  up  for  two  days  in  the 
Easter  ho hday.  There  is  a  May  Meeting  I  want  to  attend, 
and  It  will  just  f^t  in.  We  of  the  educational  world  are 
bcgmning  to.  .  ." 

Ives  interrupted  him. 

"  I  said  to  her,  in  plain  words,  that  she  might  go  to 
hell  in  her  green  dress  for  all  I  cared,  and  Bolt  along  with 
her.  And  I  also  said  that  she'd  live  to  be  sorry  she  ever 
married  a  fool  for  his  money." 

"Hush,  my  dear.  Arthur  be  talking,"  answered  his 
mother. 

II  Talking— what's   the   use   of   talking  >  " 
T  , '  There's  nought  you  can  do  in   London  for  me,   but 
1  hope  you  11  enjoy  it— being  born  to  the  manner  of  cities  " 
said  Avisa. 

"  Thank  you-thank  you.  It  rubs  off  the  rust,  Mrs 
Pomeroy.  The  School  Union  is  a  great  organi/aMon 
I  may  very  hkely  be  asked  to  addrefs  them  It  Exeter 

one  ,s  teaching  I  myself  have  made  experiments  on 
the  young  mind  during  the  last  five  years.  We  do  too 
much  by  rote  and  not  enouirh  bv  sense  Th.  .J!" 
is  iu.t  to  train  the  budding  natural  instincts.  'We  begin 
at  the  wrong  end,  in  fact."  ^ 
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Mrs.   Poinerov  sniiltJ. 

"You're  right.  Tis  a  fault  of  the  ago.  uiv  .ir.ir.  Thry 
bog.nn..,  at  the  other  e.ul-vv.th  a  birch --in  my  younR 
'l.iys.  .\nd  I  do  think  the  old  generation  of  men  vvas  quite 
as  wise  and  a  lot  tougher  than  the  chaps  you  be  turning 

"Everything  is  changing.     Economical   rr.nsideratiuns. 

"Be  you  going  to  get  Lizzie  her  tokening  ring  when 
you  m  in  London  ?  "  asked  Ives,  like  a  pistol  shot  "  Be" 
cause    tis  about  time  she  had  it." 

Mr.  iM-oun  was  naturally  disturbed 
"Certainly   I    am"   he   said.     "  Don  t    think    th.-   mv 
do]a>    meant    any    disrespect    to    your    sister.     Very    far 
an'oMf  V      ,    ^H '  "m  '"'^   ""''-''^''^  ^'^^1^   i.nportance     o 
comply;' '    '      '"        '"^"  °^~"^  '^'  *""^'-^^  ^"d  ^Pi^tual 

"Aix  the  Same    there's  a  right  way  and  a  wrong  wav 
lZ7l"'''-    '"'    '''    '^'S'*    '''    h^^-^    it-oughtn't   she 

;;  biie's  going  to  have  it,"  s.iid  Mrs.  Pomen.y 

nHH.^"v  !u  ""^J  ''^'  '^  '"'"  ^^'  *'f  considerable  value  " 
added  Arthur  Brown.  "  It  ha],pens  that  a  fellow-scrol- 
master  of  mme  has  a  brother  who  is  a  jeweller  He  is 
calle.l  Mr.  Harold  Wilkinson,  and  he  is  in  a  pretty  Hsing 
way  oi  business   m   the  Tottenham  Court  Road.  ^   S 

fho  Vf.     "!J°!"    ^'Tf:-  ""«■    ^"^'  «"    Thursday  u^ek 
the  fifteenth  day  of  May,  that  ring  will.  God  willing    be 

the'^Jable'*'"  '"'^^   """^  correctness.     Then  all  rose   from 
Old  Mrs.  Pomeroy  retired  immediately  after  the  meal  • 
the    l.ners   spent   an    hour   in    the    parlour   alone     be  o  e 
Aithur    returned    to   his   lodgings    at    Sampford    Spmey 
there  remained  at  the  table  Mr.  Codd,  his^mstress  2d 

Then  Eniinanuel  went  out  and  Avisa  was  left  with  h-r 
son.     He  sat  by  the  lire  and  presently  took  his     ine  ou 
of  his  pocket.     His  mother  cleared  the  table.  '  ^ 

Are  von  betfer  fn.nirriif  a  "  i,„  _.i     i 
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"  Yo5,  dear — quite  the  thing  again.     'Twas  nought." 

He  smoked  for  five  minutrs  and  she  waited  for  him, 
kiiouing  tiiat  he  must  storm  awhile  longer  before  pe.i^e 
came.  Then  his  torment  of  mind  burst  forth  again. 
He  swore  and  flung  his  clay  pipe  up>  ii  the  hearth  so  that 
it  broke  into  n.,ui}'  pieces. 

"  I  wish  to  God  you  wouldn't  be  so  deadly  calm,  mother  ! 
Don't  you  know  my  blood's  boiling  in  me  at  this  damned 
tnck  ?     Can't  you  feel  a  bit  ?     Can't  you  ...    ?  " 

"  Young  blood  should  boil,"  she  said.  "  Oidy  don't 
lot  it  boil  over.  There's  none  be  so  sorry  for  your  sorrow 
as  I  am.  There's  none  long  and  pray  for  your  stead- 
fast, settled  happiness  like  I  do.  P'lt  such  things  as  be 
steadfast  and  settled  and  sure,  dor  t  come  to  the  likes 
ol  you  at  your  time  of  life.  There's  no  sight  of  land  for 
vou  yet,  Ives— only  tiie  wild  sea,  I  reckon  ;  and  your 
iightliousc  the  stars." 

"  Everybody  be  against  me— e\cn  her.  And  I  could 
have  sworn  that  she  was  a  good  woman  and  sensible. 
Show  'em  money  and  out  comes  the  naked  truth  about 
'em  !  I  hate  the  whole  pack  o;  'em  now.  Never  again 
will  I  have  ought  to  do  with  'em.  You  be  the  only  one 
of  'em  worth  a  damn." 

She  laughed  and  came  to  him  and  kissed  his  hair. 

"  Biess  your  curly,  silly  head  :  Wait  a  bit  ;  turn  to 
work— 'tis  the  best  balm  of  life  and  the  only  thing  you 
can  trust  to  stand  between  yoa  and  misery.  Work  and 
you'll  come  back  to  yourself  again  presently.  Oak- 
rinding  will  begin  after  Easter,  you  know— not  ours  but 
the  neighbours.  You  can  alwavs  have  as  much  as  you 
please  for  the  asking,  and  you  like  it.  I'm  hoi)eful  y-u'U 
put  a  lot  of  time  into  it,  Ives." 

Oak-rinding  '  !     And  me  torn  to  pieces  !  " 

"  Stripping  bark  l)e  good  tonic  work,  your  father  used 
to  say.  Try  it.  Try  toil  that'll  bring  vou  home  dead 
beat  and  ready  for  nought  but  bed.  Show  the  chaps 
what  you  can  do.  Nobody  knows  but  me,  Ives.  A 
good  few  men  round  about  here  doubt  if  you  can  stand 
to  work  at  all  :  Matthew  Northmore,  for  one.  Show 
'em  what  you  can  do." 
•■  Northmore  !     I  could  tie  the  man  in  a  knot.     Look 
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'It  my  arms  aloimside  hiq      ah  +i, 

.shoiild  smart  f^,   thi       Alt  ml  ?  '""'^  '''  ""^-^  human 

^'^  ''^  very  rruc^l   thwi    mo  he7  u  l"''''  ''''''^^^  ^"^-^"d 

^"^"d   your    life's    pa  ?„er   and    .  V'""  th'"'^  Vou've 

'"akeyouahappy^n      "tofind     o'    '^'"'^^"^    ^^■^'^^''^"    to 
like  that."         ^  ^  ^  '  ^°  ^"^  ''^r  ^  greedy,  lying  ,ninx 

not  a 'happy '"„e  ^  Thonr'?''"  *°  "'^^"y^"  ^  ^^i^e  man- 
to  be^  the^  |sLe    I  sI;;,ofe"  ^PP'"'''  ''''  ^^'^^-^^  o^gl^t 
i\es  broKC  (ji'f  sudden l\'      w 

stand  ™e'  L"",,!::  ™„«;^';*  -™  way.  Thoy  under- 
„  'A  frosty  business  V^ll  .h,.  ,  "I'^^sed  scorn. 
>sted  to  be^any  good  at  to  i '!""  ^"''  ='='=  ""=  close- 
Blessed  if  I  tliul  ,,e  does  tt  „„  °"  ''"  "="■■  ^'ss  her  ? 
now  suddenly,  you'd  see  'em  ■  ,?'  "  ''T  '"  "^^  P^'-'"" 
about  Exeter  Hall  i  ••  '""«  ="<  '««'  apart  ta'  mg 

"  We' S'I^k''  ,f  °l'^<*  his  heac:. 
They  be  beauUfu  ts°e'e*°arv^';r^  '°^!"-''  'Wng  too. 
A  perfect  "ndersta„d,„rbet„^«  u^^^^M'  ^■°"  "-  "Wcr. 

Mr.  SddTnte';e'riS,bTe^s,""'-  '"''  ^^^  ^'Oer ,  " 

in  thrtarn""  f '3  ^.'Jt'  '  ■^«;'  -"^'■"■^^  -"^^"^ 
«tch  ■cu„  They  v-'s  near  il,?"lt'  '"''  =■""  J""'" 
on  no  good.  I  pronn^e  you  l  "      '    '"""''    ''-ames-bent 

heJetr'ifd^'i-Srt^Sr""''--    "'"  ^  — >t  later 

VVrong    as    usual.     'lis    onlv    \f  i    ,  •   • 
She  went  along  mto  the  garden  in  iffV    '''^''^^^''■ 
the  road  to  the  house."  ^^^  '^^''^  ^"^  missed 

She' wL  an'ug^;'   careuln\v'""'""^  ''''  ""^^^   the  light 
,"  Corned   down   Jo  \^  pi^;  '"f  "  .^^irty.  ^nt 

v^'here  our  wav  "  Ih.  ^  ^  milk^can't  get  it  anv- 
you'd  pnrdon":^;  he' ;  l?t[7''\r  J^^^^^'^  P-h'^s 
-^  I  want  to  -ake  son^.e  n^^adelrt^her '-  '''  ^"^'^ 
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"  Hope  'tis  nothing  of  any  account,"  said  Mrs.  Pomeroy 
lilt  n  she  took  Mary's  jug  and  went  to  the  dairy 

••  I  suppo;;e  your  father  will  be  to  Bellivor  Tor  for  the 
hunt  day  to-morrow  ?  "  asked  Ives. 

■•  Sure  to  he  there.  You'll  always  find  him  where 
there  s  free  nKat  and  drink  gomg.  He  fetched  home 
a  whole  bottle  of  purple  wine  last  j-ear." 

"  Few  people  know  what  a  clever  man  he  really  i^  " 
said  young  Pomeroy.  "-^     "'' 

he  .,  declared  Codd.  And  she  knows  where  he  ought 
to  he  ;  and  she  knows  where  he  will  be  before  the  end 
c't  It.  \ou  can  t  defy  law  and  order  for  ever,  especially 
when  you  get  over  sixty  years  old." 

The  woman's  face  grew"  clouded. 
"   God  knows  I  wish  he  could  be  changed,"  said  Mole- 
skm.    caugher.     "But    there-'tis    in    his    bk.od     the 
hunger  for  kilhng  V  ings." 
jl  Hard  at  the  lisj    aow,"  declared  Ives 

\es^   Nobody  kills  ruch  heavy  trout  as  he  do  " 
Mrs.  Pomeroy  brought  the  milk  and  Ives  went  as  far 
as  the  garden  gate  with  Mary  Cawker 

careWlf  '' h',"^  g'*^en  stuf;f  if  you'd  like  it,"  he  said 
carelessly.  If  your  mother's  ill  she  might  get  good 
fr<;.n  a  fresh  lettuce  or  two.  Can  you  carry'  thern  '  '• 
Hn  ^^"'y  ^P^'-"'  ^"^  thank  yo-;  kmdly,  Mr.  Pomeroy" 
He  gave  her  a  generous  load  and  she  tdd  hnn  to  restore 
the^hght  to  the  frame-a  thing  he  had  qu;te  forgotten 

^;^|if;i^--,o^^^^^^^ 

o.^pe.>llor^^^^^^^ 

s<-.,r,   ul!v''"'T  "'"•  ^''  '^■"'•■"'"^  ^^•"  declared  Pomeroy 
S(urnlul!v        No  man  ever  used  me-     I'm  not  ihnlT. 

I  -an  see  through  a  bruk  wall  as  far"  .not  people  Mary  •' 
A  glean,  of  hght  flashed  fron.  tlie  housfbehmd  tl?em 
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umj^lves  heard  Mr.  Brown,  voice  bidding  L,z.,e  "good- 

■■  Here,  I'm  going  lo  iiide   "  lie  inVI      "  r  i 
Hut  chap  lo-niKht!"   To.,  g  iod  and  tise    ',!*"'>•  "P  '° 

^r^s^r„g«^-vdid^reh?5^.h^"^ 

r-drgat-L'fL^Tr™-"--^^^^^^^ 


i 
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tlie    .Moor     Bv    r  av    thi^  ^"""  stio^'ws  suept 

mel.    these    fLXt"!,  'Zt^rL''?'!^    '="""«"    '" 

beneath  until  the  candid  wIlT'"  '^°''?  '■'P''"  "^'  "°'l<' 
wonders  of    iht      After  dr:^"'''  flowed  with  roscal 

of  a  bird's  feet  marked  ft  Lt  f.^'P'^^^g  ^"^  the  trail 
behind  King  Tor  n'erced  th.  iJ^^.  '"u  '°^"  '""^^^^  up 
low  upon  the  was'ti^ TnH       ?    f."^''^  fog-banks  that  hung 

gold.  'The  now  began  To  ^1  f"^  '°  f  ^^"^""^  S^-^  ^^ 
vanished  from  thelnll  InJu  ^  ""'''"^  "''"•  ^^  swiflly 
already   meuL   uoon    n.      M^''""^^^''"^  P^^^^^'  ^"^1  ^vas 

with  I^s  fishlngUrnd"  eef  TtartTS^uoTe"^-  ''^'"^^">'' 

By  appointment  under  Great  m's  To  Al      T  m  "  -     , 
and  the  two  tramn,>H  c   ^"^^^Vf^'s  ^or  he  met  xMoIesk  n, 

runs  small  and  Is  fitUeSe^'^^  "^^^^  ^'^'''^ 

mans  custom  onlV to  seek  thn..      """!  *^''  '^^^^  ^P^'' 
the  attention  of  cCmfn  'angrefs  '™''  '^"^"^  '^^>'^"^' 

A  nice  bit  of  colour  in  the  watpr  "  k     i     ,       . 
set  up  their  rods  ;    "  a  worr^  w^ll  finH  -      ''f "?'  ^'  ^^^>' 
come  presently    if  it  ^r-nv™  hnd    em  to-day;    and 

I  doubt  that's^  httle  u^e ''         ™''"'  ""'^^  ''>'  ^  ^^  ^    ^ut 
He  discoursed  of  sport. 

OS 

S 


J 


66 


THE  mothi;r 


"  Poel  he  running  alrea,Iy  lower  down,"  he  said      "  Tf 
IV-senlly    iliry    parted.     Molfskiii    heijan    fi^hiii"   aiul 

'"rr"T"  „'''.;..^":;:,?",'';'"  f  "■■'^-  "^•"•- 1.?  «c.,ed 'i;,^  z' 

mu;,  an.    h,s  k„„„lcdgc  cabled  hin,  ,„  c  o„  e  .  e     "l  t 

;      .nd  h',",""  "■•^'/ IShtly  coloured,  but  ha  took  no 

'  i    cry     ,1    'or  '^^      i'  "'"  "'  "Sh'  '''^  <h""Rh  Walla 
II    crjj,t,ii   (it,,r    Mid   at   summer   Imvness     Tlie   trnnt 

mon,,,    but  this  lisl,or„,a„  had  no  :;eed  o    fi  .g" 

seS'lall     'c        k  d'a'Ket.^r'feh'"*,';"'  T^'-  '"'"  ^ 
runaud  rush,  and  the,?  e'^.f  to  tlr.  CaX^^haV'^S^ 

irT>5eTt,u'*  ■'"'"';"  "-^  "-l^      ''°" '-  -d 

utr,   iieckea  witli  ebony  and  scar  et,  pleased   \IolpsL-in 

He  ,,ea,„ed  upon  it,  broke  its  ueck  aud'batS  hn  itks 

.uer,;;lTi',tr.rs:t'r*:"ih'el'^  '""'■  ^"^  '^■'-• 
<;'  u-e^p'rh  r  b,  r,fh'd\';S"r '"'  II'', '"'  ^'"" 

-i.is  etiabled  1„  „  t     v    w  «,,!      -  "  I'"""''  trout,  and 
.-.ble  li»h  u-ithout  elJ.-y        ■^■"'•-■'1^""^  •»"  'l'«en  respect- 

skin"'"T  ^„''-''8g'-'''"g  otter  up  the  river,"  said  Mole- 
he-s  ktlled  the  ""»;;  Ir  "p;;;''?"'  "»^°"'  '°'  '""0°"" 


^ 

■^ 


and 
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;;  Ho'll  u-nrk  down  stream  after  the  hi-  fish  " 

m  Squire  Serpells  water  at  O  !-t,  m  «>  rlock. 

Wr.„'V  1  >^Ji  s  water  at  Uiktown  some  even  n"  '^oon 

\oulI  ^et  catche.i  m  Oaktown  woods   sure  i  death 
Moleskin,  atore  you've  done  with  it  "  ' 

Aot  me.     At  my  time  of  hfe  woods  is   s-ifp^t      \r 

hours  in  holes  under  thP  hnnV       ''Z'^-"'  ,  ^  ^^  spent  seven 

J'    ».t3Luvt,r  reus  me — the  unc  cr  keener  th-,t  ,11  r 
gory  got   sacked   last   year      Billv   S    1  -         ^"^' 

he's  very  glad  to  let  m^iZ\  .t    ^  ^   ^"^'^    ^'^'   ^^"^ 

hun  through  kwf^brot"  "^^'^'^  '^"'"^  *« 

sport   for  die  gen    ementS  fall''' v  "  'T  """'^  'J^^^"^'^ 
cal  opinions  o.^hat  su"  ]"; ''  ^""   "^""^^  '"^  ^^^^- 

Im    the    same,"  declared    Tvp«      "  c^      n- 
grasping  old  dovU    a„„  su'lnfs  afrh.  p.'   ^  ruef  a'/L  s 
tailor  s  shop  in  Plvmouth  "  ^^ 

I-arge,   generous   vrrc    T         '.  •  ^  ''^^^  ^  ^^^"''h  man. 
j^,.  neu.paper  a.-<l   see  how  one-sided  the  world 


"  I'm  the  same,"  derkire.l 


I\-cs. 


I   b.ate 
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as  w.^...„  .e,_3  ,^^„,„^,,^  j^^^^,  ^^^^^^^  ^^^^  ^.  ^^^^    _^  ^^^ 

to  you  again  Ba^'t  LT^  "''"^'°"  ^^'^^"^^'"  Pheas  mts 
they  are  frchecf  t  a^n^/  ?.'°""'  "^^^  ^^'^^^^"^  ^^^^^ 
grand   lot  oihnll^Tl^^^'?'''^^'^:  ^^^  a  very 


ought   to   he;   and' since 


the  onjy  chap  ni  thcsPnTtc       .u      r      •   ^"^  ^'"^"^  vou'm 
ai-a  n;^t  prmc^ler    ^   '•       ''^  '  ^'"''^  °"  ^is  shoulders 
;;You  can  trust  me 'all  right,  Moleskin" 

inoldmar.begrnto^e^.j'^^^^^^^^^  cl.d  not  perceive  that 

Thev  tTll-r-ri  nil..,  f^ '"  '"^  enterprises. 

hoSScl^^!;  ?,  I  uh:v  To^hn!'^"  ^'^'k'  ^  «^"-  - 

"  Now  there's  a  verv  HiS  IT  ^PP^^^hed  them, 
you  be.-  said  MoLk'f  '^iTJ^f^T  'J  '^'P  '^  ^'^at 
^s  the  grave.  A  e'ular  rth  H  '"'n''^'^'  ^"^  "^''^^^ 
for  .'  For  the  most  f^.r  k^  '^'''''"  ^"'"-V'  him.  Why 
father  was  Ite  h  nV  Yt'lir"  ^'fl'^^.  ^'"'^'^  ^is 
they'm  this  or  that  becau  p  th^  f  ^J''*  "^  '^"^  "^«"  ^ay 
they  give  .hat  reason  for  fh  '  ^^^^^''  '''^^  •  ^nd  when 

-•th  they  be  poT  ;elr;;^  maytakeyour 

head."  ^        creatures,  if  not  actually  weak  in  the 

huild  of  mind  andTetter  educf  tTorN'-r ''  f  *  ^  ^-^^r 
for  ourselves-    this  hpr!  iT  ^*^"  ^nd  me  think 

his  thinkmg  for  hfm  -•      ^°'''"^'"  ^'''  ^he  dead    do  all 

ne't^fSennan'anTJr'^  ^^°"^^'^^  «^  ^^-^     He  liked 
Moleskm  sto^  him        ^'"'^"^  "^^^  ^  ^^'g^t  nod,  when 

VVeek'yr  sS  iTsl'^tW'''  ''^'^  ^^"^^  "-t 
A  good  company  and  none  h.H^'  y'^''  ^^'-  ^orthmore. 
that  wonnerful  ^bright  bav  Wh'^  '"°""''^  *^""  ^^^  «" 
Moreton  wouldn't  bfa  mPpV;f  ^'  ^  ""^^^  ^^is  side  of 
hoss.  But  certaml^  'ie  harness"  r^^''^'^  'P°"  ^hat 
speed  of  late.  Where  be  thph/  ''^  ^^^  ^^^y  POor 
seasons  .'  "  ^^  ^^^  ^'^^^-'^  got  to  these  last  few 
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on 


! 


v<^"'^ur  ^^f'"^  "^''  '^™^'"^  ^''^  P'"^'^  beard,  and  looked 
vciy  coldly  at  his  questioner. 

"  Like  your  cheek  to  ask  that  question.  Yes  snort 
was  bad  ;  and  since  you  begin  it  to  me,  I'll  tell  vou  this  • 
>ou  are  more  likely  to  know  the  reason  th  m  most  people''' 

He  showed  aiiqer  and  irritation.     The  growing  scarcity 

■UVn"';  ^'''■"l"''  ''''  "  "''^  ^"'    -t  with  Matthew^ 
\W11     I   never!"   cried  Mr.   CauKcr.     "You  ^ports- 

Ernes  oflhTlwe'-^^  ""^  ^'^^  ^^"^^'^'^'^  '  ^"^^'^^  ^^'^^^ 
"I   don't  think  about  it.     How  does  it  happen   that 
Tavistock  Market's  always  got  hares  in  season   ad  ye 
every  harrier  pack  tells  the  same  story  =  "  ^ 

lieve  '''""  ^""''^  ^°  Tavistock  come  from  Belgium,  I  be- 

co:;e'fn.m' Zrtmoor  •■'  ^"'  "  '°   *^^  ^^°"^^--^-     ^^oy 

decla^red"lveT  '"  V^''"'  ^'"'^"'^l  ""g^t  to  look  sharper." 
aeciared  J  yes.  N.  use  grumbling  and  accusing  people 
if  you  cant  prove  nothing."  ^  peopie 

Northmore  flashed  a  hard  glance  at  him 

advice°YmTrafd"  t^h'  ''/^r  ,"  ''""  >'°""^  ^^  ''^'  g^^^d 
amice    1  m  alraid    though  I  know  you  pride  yourM^lf  on 

a  ot  of  wide  knowledge.  But  you  offered  me  som^  Ivi^e 
ast    ime  we  met  at  The J.l/y  Huntsmen,  and  I'l   I'r.e  you 

^any  r  keep:."^'^  '''  ^^^^^^     ^'  '"^  '^  ^^  ^V  'he  cJ.n" 
"  What    then  }     Who   he   you   to   judge  '     I'd   sooner 
be  seen  with  an  honest   free-trader     han  a  w^iev-faced 
narrow-mmded  chap  hke  you.     Sport,  indeed  1     You  and 

birdT^dTshTd  ''""\."^"  '°  ^^-'^  "hat  hIrTs  a'nd 
rn^^l  r  ;    P"^  everything  on  God's  earth  was  onlv 

made  for  you  to  hunt  and  shoot  and  catch.     You'U  S 

hSrTSr  %Lv'''^:'  '  ^!?°«^^  ^°  shoot  Dartmoor 
"tJ,-?  That  s  not  poaching,  anyway." 

skin  ' 'TisTusr.'^ilf^'"^  as  poaching,"  declared  Mole- 
the  poor.'^Si^or  be  p'on^'AnH^'t'  ^X  ^^e  rich  agamst 
vnice  me  about  tSdes  ^  HI  hi  t  '' '  ^°'"l  '"  ^""■ 
when  any  man  catch  I  me  on       I''  '^"'  ''"^'^^  ^°  ^^^^ 
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They'll  cafch  you  mc'^onflv     fi,^ 
"I'd    Xorthmorc    h  ushl'v  '""""  ^^c  bettor '• 


you  know  you  arc.     A       if  J  eVcr  ^ot  H  ^'T'^^""^^'-^^'    '^'"J 

r\^'''!'^^n:^'^^f^-     "Andaspo.. 
^^^  show  30U  the  chifere   ceCvn^f      '^'r  "^'"'""^-     J^^^ 
you  only  to-morrow  to  o  W  to  V         "''  ^  '"'^^  coming  to 
Then.lon't.        w^    h ,.°       "'''^ '1^''^^' t"'""-'' 
"  Charity    chuitv-v^h  ^""^  ^*  ^^""^  i'^rk  " 

I  Nvas  coniinfi-wi,.,t  for  rfv  ^  ^'""'"  ^'harity,  hare-hunter  ' 

--"-..^  ;..^^:^;;^::|;'rL.£r^^- 


"1  liun,lreilsofd,.7ons      'VlS       '*^  '"'''''""'  ""  your  grass 
=  he  know  ho.  'ILy  X™,  T  Tf '    '  i  ¥■<••     ;  fit.lc 


•  ■  ">^iiuicii5  oi  dozens      '  Tv,.,^.  -"-^iLo  uii  your  crass 

jioes  he  know  how  hey  verm.He  T'";'  '  '  ^^'^  '  L'ttle 
^^■s  m  bed  of  a  morniil  slS  in-  H  'V'"^  '^'"^  "'^"''^  lie 
i^»t  If  you  order  me  off  we  I  l^  ^'^  ^^""^^  ''^  ^he  just  !  ' 
neighbour.'  "'  ''^"'  >°"  must  look  to  it  yourself, 

.    "'Hundreds   of   dozens  I  '     r-        i 
m  my  ground  now."     Moleskin  smilpr'""^'^'   ^""^   ^    ^^^bit 

f^^./^^kmg^here  ai;  mght -"'  ''''■     "  ^^^  ^-'^  -ant  to 

asked  iL'skn^chaneine  fh.^  K™"''  ^'^'^^^  ^-'o^thmore  '  " 
tents  of  a  battered  c^eel  "''^^'''  ""^  ^h«"'ng  ^he  con- 
ing, I^r^^^^^^-^-S^^^U^^^^^     "For  -fs  poach- 

A  paltry  thing.     Artificial  flvougb    to'beTh'^i'^'^  ^f^^^"^^' 

Caught  with  the  P^rH»n     -     -  ^^  ^he  law." 

'■^^gul.r  '•  said  Mo Icskm         Y  '  ''^'  ^"  ^"'^^  '^^'^'^t  and 
ponna  .)f  'em  ?  "'        ^°"  ^^'O"  *   take  a  couple  of 

Pomeroy."  ''llf^^^'^S  to  breathe  the  air  next  "  cned 
on  the  /loor  3'  /^  Thrent"'"''"^"^'^^  '"^"  "^'er '  corned 
all  because  yc>u  blaste  h  3  ""^l^-'"^'  >'""'•  ^^tte  s- 
on.  Moleskin;  what  s  h^s  n^fof' '"'^^^  ^  "^^  '  Couk- 
on  such  as  him  ?  "  "'^  °^  ^^'^stini,  your  words 
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othcf  ^' "I/TAv''  'f^  ^\T'r  J^"''*^^'"  ^"^^''^^^d  the 

vu^    but      ,,'11  I    '"•  '^'  ^,'^'  ^^'"  ^'■^"^'l'-^  t°  ^^Jk  to 

>->  1  ,  but  >uu  11  need  a  smart  lessen  or  two  before  vuu're 

a  decent  member  o  society  ;  and  1  h.,pe  the  sn.art  Icio  ,s 
and  a^'  ^^"^  '^"''  ^'""'^'^  ^•^"^'  ^''  ^'^^  ^'"^^  f-"  go"j 
"  Go  to  hell  !  -  shouted  Ives,  in  a  rage.  "  You  dare 
to  preach  to  me!  And  mind  this:  never  vou  interfere 
with  me  or  there'll  be  trouble  "  ^        mterlere 

Moleskin    laughed,    brought   a   box   of   brandlings   from 
his  inner  pocket,  and  began  to  bait  his  hooks  anew  ^ 

said      ''"ttI"  T'""   ''"^'''^'   ^^^^   l"ng-faced  chap,"  he 

said.        Hem  m  love-thafs  the  naked  truth-  and  the 
s  ate  often  makes  a  man  as  vicious  as  a  trapped  rat-snci 

>ou  d  t,nd  he  d  have  a  large  mind  about  things  in  general 
very  quick.     It  might  not  last,  but  for  a  bit  he'd  be  ,  uch 
nicer  to  aeal  with.     As  things  are,  he's  nasty      Call  hun 
m!^in,^r^rwo^^^^-^'-^-^'^ed^'t^i;:v^;^ 

himself  in  no  condition  to  resume  the  pfstime      His  temper 


cpiAPTiiK  vrir 

Rt'DDINi,  OF   iji;:  LARCHES 

^HEhaiMlotonKTivaleboastednoplaceof worship  but 
E^^lerSun'dav         '  ^'""   "^'   '"   ^'''"'^  ^^  -^  on 

between  the  brothers  Toop  tid  A  atthew  Vorth  ^'  ^'"'^'^ 
alone  a  quarter  of  a  miJe  in  the  relr         ^^°'*^"^°'-^  '^"^^ 

beelfrSs'sLtS  1""  T"^"^"  ^h"^^^'  bursting 
were  hfted  tr t  s  of  mr'Csn'n"d''  """'  ^'°"^ 
amid  the  sleeping-places  bShPH,  '^""^  ^'^^'^'^ 

the  mounds  uhere  chiklren  h.H  S.lT'.t  ^'^P'^  ^''^"^ 
wood-sorrel  drooped  sf  ail  fovSv  bell '^'k'  '"^  '^^^ 
dust  of  vanished  men      He  e   the  f^'  f^°?   "^"'^ 

murmured;    the   seasons   marked    th  '^^  '   *^"  ^'^"^ 

growth  of  dock  and  darnel  at  tht  l^  ??u '^'  '"  ^"^h 
falhng  rain  and  falLg   L  -es  ^  f  If  f  of  the  scythe  ;  in 

the  silences  c.f  winterniSsGevtV''^'^''^  ^        ^'""'^  ^"^ 

S  t  s;:,? '.rSi  ~ -- '.  ^  "5^3 


1 


I 


BUHDIXG  OF  THE  LAR.HES  7, 

<■''  t lie  .hui   h  lower.     It  was  of  ship   , I       i     • 
""■"1     mnaned     up,,,,     it    to    rn        .     r'''^  "'^''^^ '■  ^''^' 
;vlu'n  she  would  s.'uk  to"]ie'w,      t „  ''1,"''?'^  ,''^^^'"^' 
lavourite  text  was  alsu  emvl  \     ,  '^  "'^"^  '"^"^ 

PMt  of  Isaiah  I     ..  ^^'*-"  *'"'"''   by  '"S  command- 

arranged  them  n  tin  So  !.  !  h  '^'''"  ^^'''  ^'^^^  ^"^' 
f'  liday  colours  an  wen.^^?,l^'"-P"''-  ^^"^e  wore 
task  ;  other  ere  cldnhr'"^'^"^"^  ^h^''"  ^^"der 
s.l.^ntly  on  r:cenrn.o^unds"  ^li^"  .lls'r  "' t^''^  "T"^ 
the  sun  shone  •  a  httle  knot  <.f    '^^''s  rang  their  loudest  ; 

.i.e  |»rch  .0  watci,'".;;:  Xo  a"i,„;  ^ii.^^"  ^'-o  -- 

aen,;,""  ""'  «'""«  i"   '"-day.   n»tl,.r,"  said  Ives     sud- 

;-,M  .c„„,.-.„e,  <e.T^;;^soii:i';s'e7.''i\S 

Avisa  nodded  her  head 
There's  sense  in  that."  si.e  s  dd      "  T  u 
with  you.     Walk  back  along  throu./h  th.         '"  ^'''''  '*'^ 
see   what's   doing    and-S-,n    x?*'  -n^^  in-c(,untr>  anrj 
service  ^^ith  me '■'  ^        ^^  ^^^  ^^  ^""^^   t"   ev,  ning 

to  t  Jr^^tsSe  t:':;:^^^.'^  T'^  \^  ^-^  ^«  ^- 

her  kept  h.-n  dawdlin/abont  th?\ '^".  '"'^"^'^t  to  please 
Avisa  had  entered  \enhVf  '^'.^'^^'^^d  awhile  after 
and  strode  oft  dowri  the  deep  , at"  to  ^h^^'''^'  '-patiently 

the  conduct ^of  Ives  7  The  "h""^  f^""''  '^"'^  ^^^^^  ^t 
very  serious  defection  on  sSh  a  d^.v'^'f ''  ''  ^^^'"^^^  ^ 
to  a  denial  of  faith     The  vount  l^^^-^^^^^^t  equivalent 

cerned  about  it  than  the  mother  /nH^P^'  T'"  "^^'"^  ^°n- 
thfc  ^Prv.;..  .1...  1    ,  t"e  mother,  and  Lizzie  found  hpr  \n^,  .♦ 

■""""'  •      ■"-'"^  '^^*-'"  '^ried  a  little  m  secret'' for 
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this  was  a   tenihle  evTnt   to  her.     She  only  grew  more 
rc-MKued  vvIr.,.  Arthur  wnit  to  tiir  l.viun         ' 

M..antuue   the  stn.  k.-n    Ives  h,u,g  ,ner   \\\,nl    Bridge. 

t,httd   us  pipe  and  M„„ked  in  gloo.n.     JVfnre  hin,  Walla's 

aters  l..a.m>d  under  a  haze  of  grey  twigs  and  drooping 

.  n.hes.     Spnng  had  fondled   the  trees  and   they  were 

HhI       5'r';"'7  ''^''^/  "^  ''^''"'""  '^•"'^-     The  riN^r  ran 

her   w'.v      ^'.    "^  ^  f-j'".^"  ^"  ^^'''  nioss-clad  stone  upon 

her   way.     She    twinkled   into    foam    at   many    falls  ■    she 

o.tered  m  ba.  kwaters  and  little  bays  ;  she  smoothed  her 

ti  i  ,  ,  '\'^'""'''^  "■}}:''  >■"""«  ^t^rs  and  buds  and  delicious 

nw  ^  .   i'^  ^''^'  ^\?'  ''','-^^'^''  '"'^'^^  ^'^'"^1  '^"J  see  their 
on  loveliness      The  oaks  were  giving  out  an  amber  light 
under  the  sunshine;  the  alders  opened  tiny  trim  fans' of 
w.t     f'l,       "f^"."'       wo.Klrush  and  water  parsnip  sprawled 
an     thr/'l   ■      '"/^'■''■'';  ""^  kingcups,  cuck..o-flowers. 
anc  thelohage  of  the  ins  brightened  the  wat,M-mead<nvs. 
Alof  .    ah.ng   deep   hillsides    under    Vixen    Tor,    countless 
pavilions  of  the  larch  were  glittering  in  their  first  rapture 
of  young  green.     The  vernal  glory  of  them  was  toud"ed 
and  outlined  with  j.ure  light,  so  that  each  particular  t  ee 
n  ade  itself  felt  in  the  mass,  and  uttered  that  magic  note 
of  reality,  and  life,  beyond  all  power  of  artist^word  or 
pa.nter  s  stain  to  win  from  Nature  and  set  upon  paper 
l^a. hp.pe  of  all  these  myriad  spires  preserved  a  grac  ous 
individual   distinction    m    the    commonwealth  •    Lrhap' 
no    one  ,vould  hav-e  been  missed  ;  yet  not  one  cou  d  K 
been  spared  from  that  emerald  mantle  here  superbly  flung 
pen   the  shoulders  of  Spring.     Light  dwelt  in  th^em  a! 

dre  -se  T^A^rh'  '^''\'  T'""^^  ^^'^'y  ^eld  even  chil- 
dren s  ejeb.  And  beneath  them  ran  the  river  and  spread 
helds  that  echoed  with  the  music  of  lambs  ^ 

\  oung  Pomeroy  found  his  mind  presently  turn  to  peace 
Frthe"'h'"h''''.'  unconsciously  iliterested  him   a  K.' 

ro  ..  f ..  r  '',  ^'  ^""^  r  '>'^'  •  ^"t  he  watched  a  heavy 
trout  feeding  beneath  him;  then  he  sought  the  other 
parapet  of  the  bridge,  looked  down-streanf  and  marked 

he  great  Oaktown  coverts  of  laurel  and  rhododendron 

^re'v  of  TbeT''  '^i'.  ^"'  ^'^'"'"S  ""^^^  the  russe?  anS 
grey  of  the  trees.     These  underwoods  were  full  of  eame 

Deep   withm    them   lay   the   pheasants'   quarters      Many 
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nun  worked  in  fho  forost  all  (he  vear  ro„nd  •  a  few  tonk 
thcr  pI.Msure  thco  Inra.nnnth  ..r  two  when    hVl^   „       . 

?rMVr''^'n   V^'"   '^-'^^  ''nu.M  numb,        t  e 

o    Moleskin  -rohlHHl  therein  and  co.nhined  hu,iness        h 
pleasure  in  defiance  of  n^^ht  conduct 

.Km,,ril;!;\lnd'ri!f  H^  '•""'  "'"''  '^'^^  '^^'"^t  '■^^her  than 
'Knoie  nis  kind  on   this  rare  sprinp  morninc      Prpsont),, 

he  left  the  brulge,  broke  public  bi^unds  bvST.ng    hro     h 

a    uoods  above   It     and  anon   reached   the  road   under 

he  M„nr.  along  winch  h.s  mother  and  the  Merivale  peopk' 

u    uld  presenly  return  from  church  to  their  ho.nes^     He 

m  iiff  renm-'  t   tir  '''''  '^T^'"'""^  ^^e  way,  and  stared 

mi mercntly   at    the  pas£e^s-b^•.     Only  when    nil   Wicket 

>n   her  gieen   dress,   and  Samuel   Bolt  anpeare        li       hi 

show    interest      Spring    had    no    match    for    the    peculiar 

ulV:    '' h'"7  '''''  J'"  ^^-"^^  ■■  '^"t.  "one  the  les       he 
"ko  1  srvy  handsome  and  her  beauty  surxived  the  udeal 

shn^a-  .  ^"'  .'.^^^^■t'^f^'-t    obeyed    neither    direction      She 
treated  he  h  ^d^  ,  e  n  ,r,,  u?nMhli''''^=^'^     '"K  ""=>■  ^^- 

tricks  ™E::'tf;'  i:Xiy^;^^::trz'  tn"  "-"^-^ 

hfv  f-,„i.-  -ff ,,:., ,_  ^""-'Y  ^'inu  an,     said   the  other  map    -^^ 

---•k  ^aL  iiI3  lint   -Hliri   r-ioTn^r^   .a-    *      '     ^'"^ 


•-•-••-...  -^ii  ills  nai  duu  cleaned  its  crown. 
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And  you  ought  to  know  better  than  wear  a  foolish 
thing  like  that  on  your  head  -Sunday  or  no  Sunday  " 
shouted  his  future  v-othcr-i.-law  as  Lizzie  and  her  be- 
trothed went  on. 

Then  Peter  Toop  appeared  with  Matthew  Northmore 
The   farmer   Ignored    Ives,   but   Mr.   Toop  improved   the 
occasion.     His  brother  and  others  from  Merivale  followed  • 
hen  came  I^uth  Rendle  alone.     To  her  Ives  condescended 

-L    f  ^[''"''",\''!'f  .^^'^  "  g^^od-morning."     She  answered 
cheerfully  and  told  him  that  she  was  coming  to  drink  tea 

hi      vu'TJ"''-     ^'  '^^  '''^"*  ""  her  way,  Ives  regarded 

her    slight    figure  and  contrasted    Ruth  with   Till  to    the 

alters   advantage^    In    his    eyes    most    women     seemed 

loodlcs,    cold  and   uninteresting   beside   Jill-since    she 

had  refused  him.     His  loss  was  thus  beaten  back  into  his 

nZh  u       'y^'?  ^K^'  ^^  presently  passed  in  review  be- 
neath hiin,  darkness  had  return. d  lo  the  soul  of  Ives 

iiininanuel  glanced  up  at  his  master  without  enthusiasm, 
and  the  other  insulted  him. 

''  Don't  you  look  at  me  with  that  expression,  you  ugly 
old  ape.  '  he  said.  ^       ^  -^ 

_^  "  Don't  want  to  look  at  you,'^  retorted  the  head  man  ■ 

you  m  no  pleasant  sight  for  a  Christian  soul.  Ives  Pomerov' 
lo  be  numbered  with  the  Sabbath-breakers  and  such  a 
rhl?f?f  ""^"Vl  ^"""^h  ^°  '^^^^^  ^"gels  weep-sitting 
JvS-iays.^  '''"'"''  *^''  ^""'^  know  Sunday  from 

"  No  need  to  tell  that  twaddle  to  me  " 

"Every  need,  I  should  reckon.  Though  'tis  alwavs 
lalks  Ten'e'-'"'  ""'  "'  '^'  "'^'^  "^^^  you. 'when  anybod^y' 

''Get  along  home  dog."  said  Ives;  then  he  saw  his 
.no  her  coming  with  old  Rachel  Bolt,  and  he    lesrended 

"  s  lal^'Th  ?"y  ""'-''^  ^^^^'^y-  ^-  the  elder  rman 
of  ?hlZ  ''^^  rheumatism.  But  she  pr  .tied  cheerfully 
of  the  future  according  to  her  custom,  and  Avisa  listened 

1  little  fn-r.7""l  ^.'  !"''''  ^''"'  ""^  ^'"^  ^^>^hful  to  have 
a  little  fu.s  about  it,  for  never  was  a  more  popular  man 

nartv".;:i'i''"  "^y.^'"^''  "'^  '^^"^^  '^  ^^  s'maH  fH 
ronM;'f  "  "^'^^  ™'"''  t'other  side  of  the  way.  we 

couldn  t   manage   very    vitty ;    but  down  to    The    Jolly 
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Huntsmen  [i  can  be  done,  and   the   Toons   be  eoine   to 
arrange  the  spread."  ^  ^     ^   ^^ 

gre?heaT3  Mrf  h ',f  h'  ^f  ^mg  hghtenings  on  the 
soS;  tf^e  Cefo'Jrhflth^r'^^"^^'^"'  ^^^^^^^  ^°- 
He  blamed  her  bitterly  when  she  returned  for  iJstenine 
o  these  details  ;  he  also  let  it  be  known  that  he  shoild 
quarrel  with  any  member  of  the  family  who  went  o  the 
ueddmg  ;  then  he  became  calmer,  and'made  a  v^ry  good 

morJ'.  '^Z^-  °''^^!  ^^  u""'"  >'°"  ^"d  Matthew  North- 
more  >  A  visa  said  to  him  presently.  "  I've  asked  him 
to  drop  in  this  afternoon,  for  I  hke  the  man  verv  welT 
and  he  s  terrible  lonely  to  St.  .e  Park     b^twhen^  put 

■   I  don't  ca'rf  "''  '''"''  f^'""^'  ^^"'^  -re  aI.out i't  '■ 
"  kLT        '        ""^  '"'^y  "'  t'other."  answered  her  son 
Northmore's  not  my  sorL     For  that  matter    none  of 
the  people  you  like  ever  be  my  sort  ;  but  I  go  n"?  wav 

"  steTCi  'ti  '"'  ''^'  -derstand  me-therthat'^don^t 
a  b     to    I  '"  preaching  or  pulling  long  faces.     He's 

a  bit  too  pious  ana  particular  for  me.     They  fox-hunters 

I  don't  know  whether  he'll  come.     But  he's  a  verv 

'      Brvc;u"well  T  ''?  'T'  'v,^^°^^  ^-'"  ^h-ns'wered"^ 
asked  L.-zz^e  and  ^^t  *^'    tea-party,   mother  ?  " 

.ibKea  Lizzie  and  Mrs.  Pomeroy  c-ssured  her  that  shp  w;,= 
Now  Matthew  Northmore  had  not  inJended  to  accent 

J^rrr  Jx*"iteto  S'  Ml 

.  He  appeared  therefore  at  Vixen  Tor  and  beha-ed  pv^ 
talked  aside  together,  while  Avisa  had  speech  with  the 
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master  of  Stonn  T^ari-      i  ;..  ■  i  , 

rocks  M,  .i^;„  ^  ""■'  ""•  '"'  '■""'"  ''"''  "l""  ta  the 
hirbost  ci  lit?'  T  """''i  "'T'^''  ""h  »"  illusion  to 
Mr.,.  W^'  ,„,,:•  ;;,^;"  ,'  -  >•;•■"«   -an  was  gone, 

iudgJ^^rdiiM "r/yoii ■'I'kiirdiv ""c'  '"■"™"^-  "  ■  '^ 

a  man  by  his  friends    „„?:     '*'"""'=  R"'  to  rate 

keeper,  C  An  n  f  i,i '  f'ri     .l"^;,,'];;'    ",■    ';"  ""'  '"' 

that  he  uonlJn-t  let  n,ebV    He's"  i,„     I','     '"  ''''"" 
things  to  me  "  ■'  "  ^ood  (eiv  very  rude 

"My"™;",'",':  ■!'';;""  """-""  '°"™-*  """h  Rendle. 

lost  \\  .  k f  da  ,ri„  r      ShJ  {,"'"  """■■  "'"■"-'  "'  ''"■'"S 
of  man, "  """fchtcr.     she  chose  a  more  restful  pattern 

'■  Uho  shall  iilanie  lier  >  " 

'■M^,°,\'"''^''  ,  °"'y,''  >■""  •"'">■  "'hat  he  feels 
betent-^Slir^H,'  *'■■''  "^-'-'■--■^-"--"-t 

thi'ngl^leta.d'';:,'::;;;,,',?  te'^nV^if™  ;'"■  ■?*■  -"^ 
^s:t-^;'»---'---"»ir"-^'o.^S 

Sn    I   say,"   rhijiied   in   the  schoolim«;tpr      "  r<  v        * 

the  luher'^tnu'tS^^f';;  'f  ^?"^  '^  ""^^'"  -^^mitted 
wc.rld    hat  ',1    i        •  ';'''^  '"'"  ^'^'^  '^"°^^-"  in  the 

tluT  coild  help!-'         '•  ''"-'"  '  ^^^'"^^  ^"'  work 'more  than 
"  I  despise  a  man  who  doesn't,  all  the  same."  declared 
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Northmore,    and    Artluir    B,ow,i    agreed    with    him      All 
.e.-n.a  astomshed   that    Mrs.    l>o,n?roy   could    view   this 
alarming  trait  m  her  son  so  leniently 

exda^d'uzi::"^''-^^^''  ''  ""^'^^  ^'^  >^°"  ^-'  '-^'-^  '  " 
;•  I'm  quick  to  my  work,  but  not  specially  fond  of  d.Mn^? 
,  u  ntessed  A^•lsa.  "  There  be  some  love  to  mess  al,  „  g 
.  da>  and  make  martyrs  of  theirselves  and  never  if 
done.  And  they  get  the  credit  of  being  terrible  hard- 
-■  n.g  instead  of  only  terrible  slow-worl  ^ng.  My 
.iM>,,.nd    lamed  me    that.     He  used   time  like  a  master 

"^k  m  h^i;;;^ "  ^  ''i  """^""^  ^'^^  "-^  ^^j^tHs 

a  task  n   hand  serious.     A  swilt  mind  he  has  " 
.    \\  i^h  you  could  keep  him  off  that  bad  old  man  Cawker  " 

auin  a  Jot  of  a  ])oachcr  ° 

there  '''i^tS'"l"'^-;\'"'  '".  "'>'  '^""'"^-  *  ^'"^  ^"^^e  with  vou 
mere.     i,ut  1  tlon  t  know  h(nv  ■ 

as'ilU"  n'ln"','-'"-'  °'  ""  "  ""'^'''y  ">'"?  "  <l''"  Moleskin 
as    U.ev    cill   1„„,.    uas  caught    rcd-ha.ided  and   sfnt    to 

«i»h  It    uould   happen-f,,,-   il,e    sako  of    tlie    lesson    to 
.-ve,m"fi;e"u,oy  tell' n 'f   f^  ^;^""^^"' ^^^V^-'e.rly 

went"'to?he':o;Li'^^r.ti;?f"">-^  •■'-'  ^"^  "-■  -" 

-nestly  .itl.  Ruth.^  Now  she  b?ole"ott  ajf  ^.LeS 

™:'.ts:.-vs"ya%'^iThri,r:r;v„^d''LT? 
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If  we  all  kiiuwed  the 


"  Bless  your  heart,  yes.  you  do. 
NVord  like  you,  mother  '  " 

part  ot  the  wonder  of  it."  iuayoe  u.  r  s 

''Just  so."  declared  the  ancient  woman.  "  Ruth  here 
Im  rs  ■n\lT"''r'''V''''''^  ^'  "^^^^  ^^^^  brno  grey 
n"^ake"nler  =  Thmk  o7  m^  f  ^-^^^-P^  ^^--^  -S 
of  nte,  m  a  ^ay  p'acffu^ll  IT/noXh^ttlo^fuT^vor: 

deda'ted  Sh.  ''  ^'""^  '^^'^  ^'^^^^^^^^^  "^^  "^^  .ear  !  " 
''Nay,  nay,  missy.     I'd  much  rather  not      Avisa  hpr^ 
as  be  on  the  way  too.  will  boar  me  out  in    hat      ?s  lie 
have'hadTvh^f''"'H"'  '°"'*  h^'"<-  for  anothV'.'u 

^es,  truly  we  have,"  admitted  the  oth^r      •<  w 
s..f_^«.„'.  do  al,  ,ha.  earth  ..,''^:^;-  vVe"S"b: 

"ui/'ir.rs  ^pi:™:f.  rL;^d^ :« v'i;,/--'!?^  '^^.^ 

self  won't  give  the  feeline  ih^tfh^i     i  Heaven's 
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"The  best  that  Go,l  can  rlo  !     Theie's  a  thop.rht  "  she 
sa.d.        And  'tis  all  summ.     up  in  the  word     Heaven  '■' 

V.[T  !r'v'ir'^,^  Northmore  had  his  desire  and  left 
vixen       )r   .ie=ide  thr-  woman  he  loved.     Mrs    Pomerov 

eir  r'o^ad    Th   '"'  "'^^;!^^^  ^^^  ^'^'^  thoughtfunru;"^ 
Ives":ppear e'd"  ""^  '""^  ^^^^'^^^  ^ "'  °f  ^'^   '^V 

he  "a?ked.*°  ^"^  ^°  "''^"'"^  P'""^''  ^^""^  ^'^^^  y«"'  "^^^her  ?  " 
starting 'boy"''  ^'""''"  '^'  =^^^-     "  ""^^  ^^^  ^^  was 

h.:^;r;t  s^!;^f  ^^^s, ''' "--  "^^-  -^-^ 

-ioo^keVat  S'lth^^R^'^r  'V'  ^^"I-^^^o'-thmore  I  mean 
tea  ?"  he  Isked  "^^'  ^^'"    '^'  ^"^  ^^i"^'"^    her 

"Yes,  Ives." 

soi^J  for^T.^^"  signs-worse  luck.     I  could  almost  feel 

^  A  very  good,  high-principled  man  " 

•'  T  Hn      v"  *  ''^  "}"'h  ^"  ^"t"  Rendle  myself  ° 
I  do.     You're  so  fond  of  the  Pirl<;   fh^>  "'>^t=ir- 

ion't  take  to  her."  ^      "  ^^''^  ^  "^"^^^^  y'"" ' 

''nnn'f^~~^  Tu?"/^'"  °^^  '"a^d.  I  believe." 

wher^Th  v^m""n  Mnten' J'^V"   Tl^^'^f   ^''   ^^'^^ 
at^her  age-frost  .^le  mLifig^d^  £:  [-%-£! 

He  laughed. 

she's  got  a  heart  "^ That's  to  sav  a'lot  /'"''  '^'''  ""''''■ 
tare."  ^  '^  '^^  ^or  a  young  crea- 

"  Don't   seem   young   to   me,"   ho   declarpd      "41 
appears  awful  old  and  awful  slow  to  see  a  foke."       '^' 
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Mend  your  jokes  then,"  said  Mrs.  Pomeroy  "The 
laults  inuie  like  to  be  in  them  than  in  her.  And  mind 
you    smg    out    the    hymns    to-ni^jht.     I    love    to    hear 


e. 


CHAPTER    IX 

A    WEDDING 

"XIT'AT.LA  rises  in  midmost  Moor  near  Tavy  Head 
VV  by  Cut  Hill.  It  is  a  region  very  remote,  "and  she 
has  travelled  many  miles  before  any  sign  of  ri\ili?.ation 
can  be  seen  upon  her  banks  ;  then,  in  scattered  colonies 
the  ruined  homes  of  vanished  men  apoear  beside  her  and 
lower  still,  under  the  eastward  sweep  of  Great  Staple' Tor 
stands  a  human  dwelhng  of  to-day. 

Stone  Park,  the  farm  of  Matthew  Xorthm<n-e,  was  sur- 
rounded by  grassland  reclaimed  from  the  wa.^te  ■  but  at 
this  season  the  cattle  were  aheld  until  winter  ;  the  hay 
meadows  were  shorn,  there  was  little  w,.rk  upon  the 
land.  Northmore  did  not  cultiv;ite  anvthing  but  hay 
His  other  necessary  winter  crops  he  purchased  from  his 
neighbours  of  the  "  in  country."  Leisure  therefore  often 
leh  to  mm,  and,  on  a  day  in  autumn,  he  prepared  to  leave 
his  somewhat  lonely  and  lifeless  farm  th.n  he  might  spend 
certam  hours  in  the  company  of  his  kind. 

1  he  man's  romance  stood  still  from  one  point  of  view 
though  since  fire  cannot  remain  stationary,  in  a  vital  par- 
ticular the  f.rst  ob-ect  of  his  heart  l.ved  by  what  it  fe  on 
and  kept  hu-  burning.  Thrice  he  had  reached  the  moment 
of  decldration  to  hnd  himself  tongue-tied  ;  he  had  written 
many  etters,  only  to  feel  that  they  did  not  state  his  case 
to  the  best  possible  advantage.  This  parah-sis  of  will  was 
based  upon  external  knowledge  rather  than  upon  inherent 
toulf'  ^""'^^""'"'^  »"  >"«^st  affairs  of  life  found  him- 
self unwavering.  He  belonged  to  the  section  of  mankind 
that  knows  Its  own  mind  But  for  one  fact  he  had  not 
thus  delayed  or  proved   so  fearful  before  the  necessary 

Zrot^  J  7^'  ^f  ^  ^^''''^^''''  ^^t^*"d^  towards  him  that 
arrested  actio  i.     A  man,  always  somewhat  unduly  sensi- 
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iiri„f;^;inT"'  l|!;rr!^    -.pact    of    scnsihmtv.     and 

always   kind  ;     but   with   a  ?,?  1       r/'^'-  ^^^entive    and 

3h.p  that  she  denied  to  none  '  Be  t.;   '?/'""  u""'^   ^"""^- 
none  of  that  delicious  T  r  .t  ^^''^'^^'"  ^hem  there  existed 

none  of  those  h    irprivate  I.!'.'      "'''''"^'".^  ""''''  '''^^''' 

of.  thought  that  his  in^KMi  fhim^KdV"^"^'l"^^^ 
arisen.  ""^  snould  ere  now  have 

re .VoT^Ldtl^/dtil^  ,tfe'^-  "V^'^  ^^^^  ^ad  she 
in  h.m  a  kindred  s^pi^ffthe^ri^''^"'"'  ^^at  had  she  found 
have  ripened.  untflTf/naK  c  a^at.on  o7  l"'  unconsciously 
sweet,  sure  fruit  of  the  flower  of  fil  ,[ -'^''^ '^"'^  ''^^  the 
thing  happened  Shfuas  to  h  m  .^  f '^.  ,^"*  "°  '^'^ 
first   she   stood   beh  nd     L  ba;T/|-/^^^had  been  when 

and  this  knovvledce  nrrdf,r.f  r  ^'■^''^^>'  '^^"''''"«^«/ 
hi'n  and  kept  him  du^nTb^^a^ains't  h'"''''  ."^  P"^''"-  '" 
to  speak  and  be  answered  H^  n  f  "'"^r  '"^hnation 
a  coward  ;  he  stro  ^  o  find  out  th"  ^''"'''^^.  '^^'  ^e  was 
why  she  did  not  erow  a   ?tH^  T'^f "'  '^  ^"^  ^-^i^ted, 

and  first  he  blamfd  him  rd'th'"'''  and  confldu.g 

to  do   but  not   the  less  d  LV..?;        u'  u?  ^  *^^"?  easier 
V\'ith  observation  immenselv  .\^'"^'  ^'  ^^""""^^  ^""ther. 

he  watched  Ruth's'TtTi  '">HolKsf  of^th'"  ^7?^^'°"' 
her  stage  behind  the  cou  .ter  he  mnrl!^  I  "'^,  '^''''^-  ^^ 
and  noted  small  circums  ances  TrivSl  t n""  ^^'^  ^''"  P^^^*' 
tonations  of  voice,  glances  of  evrp  ^u^  ""^  "'''^'  ^"- 
to  discover-nothinl.  Then  he  w.s  fh  ^'  ""'^^  '"""^^^^^ 
tremityof-^ngerandofgie?  because  J^'^-'''"  '?l°  '^^  ^^- 
as  a  skilled  physician  pierces  t£  .ecret  SiT/ ^'"^ ''"^*' 
a  swift-eyed  boy  marks  Vn^  nlVl       L  ^^^  panent,  or 

inherited  system  Tconc  alment 'f.^.r^K^?  ^^^  ^^^^  « 
intelligence."^  None  but  Matthew  Nort^  ^'^"''  ^"P^'^^^'- 
this  woman  hid  secret  W  for  a^l^'/r^^'^  ^hat 
specalliehtofhisownVl?:  !.  "^^"'  ^-'^d  he,  by  the 
he  believVd  h      anTtJ^^'^^  ^r°^^^^^^  ^-^first 

believe;   at  fi  st  he  saw  a  ?hn'  ^°"/''-'  "'''^  himself  to  d  n- 
earhest  I   thenl^deda^ed  ^  n""^^^^^^^^^^^^^  "P-  the 

ahttlehe  even  fooled  hiriseTto  thini  .K  l"?'"^'  '"'^"^-  ^^' 
father  fo  the  discover"-;  "^^^^^^'"^^^n  fear  was 
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j-^!^,''^.-  ""  *^^  ^''^y  ^^'h^'"  Samuel  Bolt  propose,!  to  marry 
Jill  Uickctt,  the  farmer  at  last  reached  a  coiulition  of  exas- 
peration and  concern  that  demanded  settlement  His 
whole  existence  craved  to  hear  the  truth.  He  felt  that 
he  must  starve  i:  the  definite  word  was  longer  withheld 
Any  letter,  from  the  present  agitated  standpoint,  looked 
too  mean  and  spiritless  a  machinery  for  his  great  purpose  • 
t  uTcfore,  as  he  dressed  to  go  to  the  wedding,  he  decided 
tliat  before  the  week  was  ended  he  would  ask  Ruth  to 
marry  him. 

I'lve  and  forty  people  attended  the  marriage  ceremony  at 
bampford  Spiney,  and  seventeen  subsequently  appeared  at 
Mcnvale,  where  the  loops  had  arranged  a  wedfling  break- 
last  which  was  long  remembered  by  those  fortunate  enough 
to  attend  it.  ^ 

Much  to  the  anger  of  Ives  Pomeroy,  his  mother  accepted 
an  invitation,  and  Avisa's  place  at  the  banquet  was  or  the 
right  hand  of  Rachel  Bolt.  In  addition  to  the  married 
couple  there  also  appeared  Ruth  Rendle,  Matthew  North- 
more,  one  James  Bonus,  who  acted  as  best  man,  Emmanuel 
todd  and  other  friends  and  relations,  including  the  parents 
and  the  young  brothers  and  sisters  of  the  bride. 

Peter  and  Joel  Toop  waited  upon  their  guests.  Thev 
performed  this  duty  at  all  occasions  of  an  entertainment  in 
\i.'  ^^l'''^''"''' '  but  to-day  tbcy  marked  their  equality 
with  those  they  served  by  an  easy  manner  throughout  the 
meal  and  a  free  interchange  of  raillery  and  conversation 
\vitn  the  assembleu  company. 

The  great  feature  of  the  banquet  had  been  reached  • 

th.'17Z   ?     If    '^'''^:-     ""'■^    breathing   resounded    at 
the  table,  together  with  universal  clink  and  clatter  •    but 
Mrs.   Pomeroy  and  old   Mrs.    Bolt  did  not   want   duck  • 
they  talked  instead  while  the  company  ate 
_  J  How  his  manly  voice  uttered  the  words  !  "  said  Rachel 
A^y  boy  s,  I  mean.     Parson's  speech  was  a  mere  twitterine 

-oS'Sv  Shit-  ^^^/-8 --  belonged  to  Ws^oS^ 
-old  Sally  Slatter.  Twas  leit  to  him  under  h^r  will  when 
he  died,  with  a  hone  fhn.  h.'d  wed  liis  wife  with  ,t  An5 
so  he  din  ;  but  he  put  on  the  new  one  as  he'd  bought  his- 
tinZy^  an  was  over.  Didn't  her  look  fine  ^coming 
dovNn  the  aisle  after  the  signing  ?     But  I'm  sorry  to  say 
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his  oll,o\v."  ■"       ^^""^  ^'"y  "lan   Bonus,  jogged 

The  service  went  vcrv  mi.>nf  "i  ^     i       ■   . 
orJorly  and  p,c„s.,„  "ue,!'!;,    ' ,    ^^^t^: a?"  "  ^' 

■■\V„  T''r'''"'  ''>■■■"'«  inloicsted." 

Tha^k  Cod  «n""sav  'tl?','  /"^  ■'">'  '""  "V  "-"  two. 
da,.,0.er.on,e"!^,,::;^„,'    /,,'°'«^>-,,,SM>   he  a  real 

Saniuf]  isn  t  i\  e  man  'to  c.  i  ^^^^^  ''"^  the  honeymoon, 
two.  And  I  lie '  g^^ng  5"  i^tt  V'"'^'  '^f  ^  ^^^^^  "^ 
against  they  come  home  °  ^  ^""''   ^"   ship-shaj^e 

"  J^on't  do  too  miicli      'T,.;n       i     t 
to  undo  it  again.     Th^e  J)u   '   l"'^^'  ""  •,^^^'"^^"^^  ^^  '^^r 
opinions,  and  tlicynV  ahms      l    "^-^^j":^'^  ''^'^'^^  their  own 
Peter  Toop   paid  spm^T  .'  r?''  '^'^'''''''  ^'"""^  ""^^•" 
revolve,]  round^her  as    ho„ '//?J'""   '"   ^^e   bride.     He 
a  worshipper.     Port  and  o  "        .    "''^  ^"  ^^^^'^  '"^"d  he 
/oily  Ht^Znen  flo"l.d  free     'S'h  th"  l\  '''''/  ''  ^^^ 
long  room  exhaled  the  mngle     odour       T>'  '"^  '^'  ^°^^- 
d^ngs  and  sweetmeat,  whosf  a^pfrnce  ^^^^'Zr^t, 

swear."  ^  "'^^"  t  made  in  Merivale,  I'lJ 

Ruth  here  indent  dL  idea  and  sh?  ''f''^^'  ^  ^^^^^ 
out  as  you  see.  And  anvhoHv  f  """"^  "'°^  ^^''"^d  it 
-ak.  a  hole  in  their  Snl"^-  '- '"^"^   ^°  ^^*    '^-   -^^^ 

with  the'port.  '  ''^'"  ""'''  ''''■^-  P^'"^^^°y/'  urged  Peter 
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"  I'll  liavp  I  ul.olp  «lnss,"  she  said.     "  •Ti<;  verv  nrettv 
clrinkiiiK'  and  old  as  the  hills    I'll  uaper  "  ^       ^ 

'A  iH'autiful,  rirh  and  fcvdin^  wme,"  admitted  Mr. 
.1"  [>.  1  lenty  mc.re  where  that  canu'  fmm.  P„rt  isn't 
"    1.0  front  rank  as  it  used  to  be  ;    but  theu-'s  no  h.nV  ike 

nr  h    ni,  up  the  heart.     I'll  ,rant  you  champagie'dot 
tie  s,„ne  .ind  maybe  quicker,  and  we've  gut  a  .'ood  bottle 
'hat  too  for  them  that  w.nt  it;    but  ,  lian  p  "n    I 
.u  down  a.-ain  ahn-.st  so  q   nk  as  the  gas  is  o  it^.f  v  .  n 
hul'cc^r""''''  -  '>-vera,e  like  th'is,  tin-  force  of 
i"ks  corked  up  m  tlie  innards  for  days,  so  to  say      'lis   l 

inuL  IS  to  It,  if  you  understand  me." 

there  were  no  speeches,  though  s-  vcval  urged  the  bride- 
Urn" '"'!-"?  ''"''  T"'"'  .  ""  ''"^'^  ^^' '— -^.  ^--n     1 

no  more  than  a  hope  that  the  company  would  not  make 
hiin  and  his  wife  miss  their  train 

prou!l'  ■-''!,.""  'r'^T  '^r."',  ^*^  '  '''^'  '  ^''  beautiful  and 
proud  !      uhi.pered  Mrs.  Bolt  to  Mr.  W  ickett,  the  bride's 

ble^sebu^'il   ';:"''  '"S"^'"'  V'  ^"^h,  and  in  that  was 

Jo!lTit.  ^"^  ^'","'^^  ^""^'"S  J^*-'^  health  in  anything 
St  longer  than  ginger-beer.  She  was  very  talkative  through 
the  meal  and  very  much  at  her  ease.  This  f act  Codd  no^?5 
and  a>mn.ented  upon  rather  sourly  to  Jill'sslc^ond's^str' 

in  my  oj -mon  ''t  s.'id  "■  Wh^"""'"  ^^^^"  ^  "^^'^-' 
shyness  Ln't  one  of  -em  "         "''"''  ''^"^'^  ^^^^'^''^  8°^' 

molher'mS'^'  ^he  '^T'l\  ^'"'^  ''''  ^'°^^^  ^^^  *«  ^er 
l..sse^^&it^;;:rn!l^\^^^^ 

soonS'di  rniS^.^heTl'c'^  and-parcds.  mind.  I'd 
They.,  all  nght^^l^^^rn'/youTe  rb^ytrt^h^S^ 
\o  nJ  T  l7  "^,*«,^°"^^  «^'-'-  -nd  look  after  you  no"•' 
must^'ak;  a  "youJ  u  .Ti^a  /°/^;"^  ?/  ^~  -■  He 
firstthm,  as  yo^u  do  wSf  betu/^lL  LZ^ll^VtT^^. 


MICROCOPY    RESOLUTION    TEST    CHART 

ANSI  ond  ISO  TEST  CHART  No    2 


1.0 


I.I 


1.25 


J  28 


1.4 


II  2.5 

||2.2 

2.0 
1.8 


1.6 


^     APPLIED   IM^GE 


'-j3   East    Main    Street 

Chester,    New   rork         14609       uSA 

■  6)  482  -  OiOO  -  Phone 

■  6)    288  -  5989  -  Fax 


88 


THE  MOTHER 


Trust  your  clever  fingers  !     You've     jt  to  cure  his  winter 
cough,  Jill  !  " 

"  Time's  up  !  "  said  Samuel.  "  God  bless  you,  mother. 
Vou  won't  l)e  out  of  our  thoughts  much,  I  promise  ycu." 

He  stooped  and  kissed  her. 

"  I  wish  you  was  coming  too  !  "  he  whispered,  so  that 
none  else  could  hear  him. 

Then  Jill  and  Samuel  drove  off,  while  Peter  Toop  flung  a 
shoe  after  them.  But  he  missed  the  carriage  and  nearly 
hit  a  handsome  white  goose  that  stood  and  cackled  with  a 
row  of  butter-coloured  goslings  on  the  edge  of  the  common. 

Anon,  after  Mrs.  Bolt's  tears  had  been  dried,  the  men 
adjourned  ,to  the  skittle  alley  and  the  brothers  Toop  sat 
down  to  their  own  repast.  Ruth  served  them  and  Avisa 
took  pleasure  in  helpmg  her.  She  was  now  free,  because 
Rachel  Bolt  began  to  turn  all  her  attention  to  the  mother 
of  Jill. 

Peter  rolled  his  eyes  a  good  deal  over  the  meal,  drank 
deep  and  found  himself  in  a  highly  sentimental  stave  of 
mind. 

"  This  business  brings  it  home  with  terrible  force,"  he 
confessed  to  Mrs.  Pomcroy.  "  I  mean  the  loneliness  of  the 
single  state.  'Tis  time,  and  more  than  time,  the  plunge 
was  taken.     The  need  for  a  wife  gains  cruel  on  me." 

"  You'm  so  busy  :  you'll  never  give  yourself  a  minute  to 
look  round,"  said  she. 

"  But  what  if  I  have  ?  "  he  answered  ;  and  presently, 
alone  with  the  mother,  he  permitted  himself  to  hint  at  his 
hopes. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  Ruth  }  "  he  asked,  as  he  took 
snuff  without  due  care  and  let  the  powder  fall  freely  about 
his  person  and  impregnate  the  air. 

Mrs.  Pomeroy  sneezed  and  her  eyes  watered. 

"  You  know  what  I  think  of  her.  She's  the  best  maiden 
I've  seen  for  many  a  long  day— the  right  sort— a  treasure." 

"  Exactly  ;  and  that's  what  I  say.  Could  I  do  better, 
Mrs.  Pomeroy  ?     Be  frank." 

"  Far  too  elderly  you  are.  my  dear— far  too  elderly." 

"  Only  at  first  sight,"  argued  Peter.  "  I'm  a  much 
younger  man  than  anybody  knows  but  myself,  and  I  feel 
years  younger  than  the  almanac  makes  me.     But  Ruth,  on 
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the  other  hand,  is  old  for  her  age.  In  fact,  there's  a  mis- 
take. She  believes  that  she  is  twenty-one.  I  say,  without 
unkindncss,  that  she  can't  be  a  day  less  than  twenty-hve 
or  six.  But  what  does  that  matter  ?  Be  it  as  it  will,  I've 
a  feeling  that  she's  the  wife  for  me,  and  I  hope  if  you  can 
say  a  word  in  my  favour,  you'll  take  the  opportunity." 

Avisa  nodded. 

"  None  can  say  anything  not  in  your  favour.  But  your 
usual  sense  is  out  here.  Look  round  for  somebody  as  old 
again  as  Ruth.     You'll  do  wiser  to." 

Peter  showed  impatience  in  his  reply. 

"  A  woman  never  can  understand  how  young  a  man 
feels.  'Tis  only  my  beard  that  makes  you  say  this.  If 
'twas  away — and  my  hair  back — why,  I  should  look  no 
more  than  a  ripe  man.  And  that's"  all  I  am.  I  don't 
want  some  old  maid  as  have  been  in  the  market  twenty 
years,  I  promise  you  !  With  my  business  and  saved  money, 
I've  every  right  to  seek  something  nicer.  If  you  was  speak- 
ing to  Joel,  'twould  be  different.  He's  what  you  might 
call  '  elderly,'  though  once  on  his  pony,  even  he's  spry 
enough  still. 

"  What  does  he  say  ?  " 

"  On  this  subject  he  says  nought,  because  I  don't  give 
him  the  chance  to.  'Tis  too  delicate.  Sometimes  I  almost 
think  he's  got  matrimony  in  his  own  mind,  and  I  speak 
against  it,  in  a  general  way— to  warn  him  off.  At  his 
age  the  risks  are  too  great.  However,  I'm  very  different, 
and,  in  a  word,.  I  shall  ask  her  without  '  by  your  leave  '  to 
anybody." 

"  'Tis  a  free  country." 

"  And  if  she  says  '  no,'  I  won't  deny  to  you  that  'twill 
make  a  difference  in  my  feeling  for  her.  In  such  a  matter 
it  must  be  allowed  I  know  better  than  she  can.  'Twould 
be  very  lacking  in  dignity  for  a  man  of  my  position  to  get 
'  no  '  for  an  answer.     A  most  improper  thing." 

"  Don't  you  run  the  risk,  Peter.  She's  very  well  as  she 
is  ;    anil  so  be  you." 

"  There's  such  a  thing  as  love,"  said  Mr.  Toop,  with  the 
air  of  a  discoverer.  "  You  can't  deny  it  to  anybody  ; 
and  because  I  haven't  felt  it  till  now,  that's  no  reason  why 
I  shouldn't  feel  it  at  all.     In  fact,  the  feeling  gets  matured 
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with  age— like  liquor.  My  bosom  swells  at  the  thought  of 
taking  her.  It  will  be  no  common  trial,  I  assure  you,  if 
she's  wrong-headed." 

The  matter  dropped  and  Peter  asked  kindly  after  Mrs 
Pomeroy's  health. 

"  'Tis  ail  right,  I  believe.  Say  nothing  about  it,"  she 
answered. 

Elsewhere  Joel  himself  and  Mr.  Bonus  watched  the  skit- 
tleplayers  and  discussed  the  event  of  the  day.  The 
latter  played  a  German  concertina,  that  he  might  impart  an 
air  of  festivity  to  the  afterroon  ;  and  between  the  tunes  he 
uttered  his  opinions. 

"  Makes  a  man  soft-like  to  the  females,"  declared  the 
musiciari.  "  To  watch  Mr.  Peter  hovering  round  the  bride 
—why,  'twas  like  an  old  cock  sparrow  after  a  butterfly." 

"  I  am  sorry  he  made  himself  so  foolish,"  confessed  Joel. 
"  Peter  don't  know  how  sad  it  is  to  see  a  grey  beard  along 
with  the  maidens.  'Tis  the  weakness  of  age  creeping  upon 
him.  There's  only  one  course  open  that  I  can  see  •  and 
that  I  shall  take." 

"  What  might  that  be  ?  " 

"  Marry  myself,"  said  Joel  firmly.  "  As  the  younger 
and  hvelier  man,  it  is  my  duty.  What  is  seemly  in  me  is 
very  painful  in  Peter.  I  must  marry,  Bonus  ;  indeed,  I'm 
a  marrying  man  and  ripe  for  it  any  time  these  last  few  years. 
We're  well  to  do  and  an  heir  must  be  raised  up.  Once  I'm 
the  father  of  a  brave  boy  or  two,  and  there'll  be  no  more 
nonsense  from  Peter.  It  shall  be  done,  mark  me.  The 
next  wedding  feast  you  sit  down  to  at  The  Jolly  Huntsmen 
may  be  mine." 

"  I'd  much  sooner  think  'twas  going  to  be  mine  "  de- 
clared Mr.  Bonus.  "  For  that  matter,  I  know  a'  very 
proper  party." 

After  tea  the  company  broke  up,  and  Avisa  Pomeroy 
walked  home  with  Emmanuel  Codd. 

"Why  for  wouldn't  Lizzie  and  schoolmaster  come  to 
the  wedding  .^  "  he  asked.  "  I  heard  a  good  few  ax  why 
not.     Of  course  with  Ives  'twas  understood." 

Mrs.  Pomeroy  smiled. 
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"  To  be  plain  with  you,  Arthur  Brown  thought  it  a  httle 
under  him  to  go.  I  laughed  at  the  young  man.  But 
there  it  is.  A  very  serious  habit  of  mind  he's  got.  Do 
you  !-now  what'll  happen  when  he  marries  our  Lizzie  ?  " 

Mr.  Codd  sniffed 

"  He'll  be  too  high  and  mighty  to  come  to  his  own  wed- 
ding, behke  ?  " 

"  No  ;  but  he'll  not  be  sorry  to  get  advancement  and  set 
up  his  staff  and  sign  a  bit  further  from  his  wife's  peoi)le. 
'Tis  very  natural  in  him,  no  doubt." 

"  I  know  the  sort,"  said  Codd  spitefully.  "  Very  grand 
and  saperior  till  a  waggon-load  of  childer  come  ;  then  they've 
no  objection  to  let  grandparents  ease  the  work,  and  take  the 
young  ones  off  their  hands  free  gratis.  There's  nothing  so 
damned  selfish  on  this  earth  as  the  jo3'ful  parents  of  a  quiver 
full.     Maybe  you'll  fmd  that  out  yet." 

"  Don't  even  a  wedding  make  you  feel  kinder  to  folk  ?  " 
she  asked. 

"  Not  Merivale  folk,"  he  answered.  "  There's  more 
knaves  and  fools  to  the  square  mile  in  these  parts  than 
ever  I  heard  of  anywhere  outside  the  Bible.  Take  they 
Toops— each  pretending  he's  younger  than  t'other,  and 
each  fancj'ing  his  brother  have  got  a  foot  in  the  grave. 
WTienever  was  seen  such  a  pair  of  born  naturals  ?  For  my 
part  I  believe  they  be  twins  and  a  lot  nearer  a  hundred 
years  old  Ihan  fifty.  Nasty  old  men,  both  of  'em  I 
wouldn't  trust  either  of  'em." 

"  Who  would  you  trust— come  now  ?  " 

"I'd  trust  you,"  he  answered.  "  Same  as  I  trusted  your 
husband  afore  you  ;  same  as  I  trust  God  A 'mighty  to  lift 
the  sun  at  dayspring.  But  for  the  rest,  except  my  own  self 
and  a  sheep-dog  or  two,  I'd  trust  nought  hving." 
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THE    LONE    STONES 

AMONG  memorials  of  neolithic  man  still  scattered  on 
these  western  wastes,  where  once  he  lived  and 
laboured,  there  shall  be  found  circles  of  unhewed  stones 
flung  here  and  there  in  sequestered  regions  and  above 
the  union  of  rivers.  Many  similar  relics  have  vanished, 
and,  in  ignorance,  the  moor-folk  of  yesterday  tore  up  a 
thousand  evidences  of  the  Later  Stone  Age  to  build  their 
'  new-take  '  walls  or  mend  their  roads  ;  but  a  few  signifi- 
cant fragments  have  escaped,  and  these  old-time  granite 
cartularies  still  stand  in  lonely  places  ;  still  strike  the 
sudden  wanderer  with  interest  or  awe,  in  measure  of  his 
own  mental  equipment  ;  still  tell  of  the  morning  of  human 
society,  when  men  had  begun  to  gather  themselves  together, 
appoint  rulers,  establish  laws,  and  fear  the  dead.  Already! 
in  their  shadows  that  never  left  them,  in  their  leflections 
upon  still  waters,  in  their  dreams  and  in  thfir  hours  of 
sickness  and  delirium,  they  had  reached  a  theory  of  their 
own  double  natures  ;  and  thence  arose  religion's  dawn  : 
belief  in  ancestral  spirits.  The  dead  stood  to  them  in 
place  of  deity.  Not  until  a  period  far  later  did  man  make 
God  in  his  own  image  and  lift  his  prayer  to  conscious 
forces  hidden  behind  the  hurricane  and  thunder-cloud,  the 
sunrise  and  the  sea. 

Langstone  Moor  stretches  to  tlie  north-west  of  Great 
Mis  Tor,  and  lies  thick  set  with  traces  of  these  vanished 
people.  Beside  Walla  occur  many  of  their  ruined  homes  ; 
elsewhere  stands  a  menhir,  or  "  long  stone,"  which  names 
this  waste  and  betokens  the  spot  where  a  stone  hero  is 
sleeping  ;  while  between  that  tomb  and  the  village,  domi- 
nating heath,  morass  and  ambient  hills  with  its  own 
mysterious  significance,  shall  be  seen  a  cirque  of  sixteen 
unhewn  boulders. 
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The  granite  masses  loom  suddenly,  like  magic  crea- 
tures, upon  the  vision  of  the  wanderer  ;  they  come  as 
some  sleight  and  unreal  trick  of  the  desert  ;  they  lift 
themselves  out  of  nothing.  At  one  moment  the  enduring 
and  featureless  fabric  of  the  Moor  surrounds  a  chance 
spectator  ;  m  the  next  he  stands  startled  before  the  silent 
company  of  the  Lone  Stones.  Lifted  here  by  the  toil 
of  a  departed  race,  their  mystery  is  hidden,  their  secret 
is  shrouded  perhaps  for  ever  ;  yet  tliose  best  skilled  in 
prehistoric  story  judge  that  they  stand  for  ceremonial, 
and  suspect  that  within  these  circles  the  dead  were  brought 
for  final  rites  of  fire  before  they  sank  into  their  urns,  to 
be  deposited  far  from  the  homes  of  the  living.  Poig- 
nant terror  of  the  departed  belonged  as  a  large  factor  to 
primeval  superstition,  and  the  monolith  and  menhir, 
the  cairn  and  its  kist.  lie  on  mountain  tops  or  hollowed 
hills  remote  from  the  haunts  of  the  quick.  Their  ossuaries 
were  haunted,  and  primal  man  feared  his  ghosts,  even 
as  present  men  may  love  them. 

Viewed  on   a   day   of   late  August  against  the  purple 
background  of  Great  Mis  Tor,  the  Lone  Stones  glinmiered 
under  sunshine  and  lacked  much  of  that  mystic  and  fore- 
boding air  that  oftentimes  hung  over  them  at  hours  of 
fleeting  mist,  in  morning  and  evening  twilights,  or  dur- 
ing the  darkness  of  night  ami  storm.      Scarcely  a  cloud 
lower  than  the  dreaming  sirri  of  the  firmanent  dimmed 
the  September  blue  ;    the  air  danced  along  the  immense 
planes  of  the  Moor  ;    cattle  roamed  far  off,  yet  their  fre- 
quent presence  within  the  circle  was  manifest,  for  upon 
more  than  one  of  the  old  stones  might  be  seen  flecks  of 
red,  black  and  dun  hair  from  the  wandering  herds  that  here 
sometimes   gathered    to    ruminate    and    rub    their   hides 
against  the  granite.     The  circle  continued  its  vigil  of  ages, 
subject  only  to  Time's  tireless  hand.     It  had  witnessed 
events  that  living  man  may  never  learn.     It  had  perchance 
seen  the  gathering  of  the  clans  and  been  a  rialto  as  well 
as  a  temple.     Some  of  the  fragments  were  sharp  ;    some 
were  solid  ;  some  looked  like  hooded  wights,   that  bent 
here  under  weight  of  years  or  ardour  of  prayer  ;    some 
reared  mdifferent  ;    some   threatened  to  fall ;  and  to-day, 
not  for  the  first  time    thfv  rrs'^ripcc^.''  u-ifhin  fh.--:-  *-.-.-..-..-! 
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ig    circuit    a    miserable    man.     The    haunting   boulders 

and  obhvT^^''^^"^    '°   ^"'   ^'^^^'^"^    '^>-   their  inexorabe 
?rnm^i         '  dcmcanour,  yet  he  made  no  effort  to  depart 
rom  them.      He  lay  along  beneath  the  largest    and  not 
he  murmur  of  Walla  far  below,  not  the  cry  of  distan 
kine.  not  the    breath  of   the  wind  upon  the  hea  h  couW 
change  his  mood,  lift  his  heart,  or  dialknge  his  mise 
He  envied  his  brothers  of  dust  assembled  round  him.     He 
lelt  that  the  stones  were  superior  to  him,   by  reason  of 
their   impassivity   and    freedom    from   grief.     Henceforth 
he  must  be  himself  a  stone-but  a  living  one 
u-iS"'"     f^l  ^^^^'^''''    ^'«ithmore    and,    a   mile    distant 

from  IZTJ"''  ""^  ^f '"§  ^'''''-  ^  -""^^"  J^'-^^tened 
from  him  and  mourned  that  she  had  st.ickcn  him  with 
sudr  unutterable  sorrow.     That  he  had  spoiled  hTr  own 

u tie  holiday  was  a  sort  of  consolation    for  Ruth      She 
hit  It  right  to  suffer   because  she  had  made  another  suffer 
1  hat  morning  she  had  played  truant  and  told  her  kinsmen 

hey  must  attend  to  the  inn  themselves.  She  had  takS  a 
pasty  and  a  basket,  then  set  out  for  the  Moor  to  live  through 
one  day  alone  with  her  thoughts.  She  went  indeed  fo 
gather  wlionk-bernes  ;    but  the  fruit  was  an  excuse  fo? 

Lh  V  ^^i'v,  '"'  '-f^'  "'''  ^''^  P^^'^ed  behind  Stone  Park 

and  Northmore  saw  her.     He  let  her  go  a  mile  into  the 

loneliness,  then  brac.d  h.mself  to  his  delayed  tSk,  fo  lowed 

and  offered  himself  and  all  that  he  had  'o^^owed 

She    had    refused    tenderly,    almost    regretfuUy.     But 

he  e  was  no  hesitation  in  her  answer,  no  ground  for  hope 

hat  time  would  change  her  conviction.     He  believed  that 

knowlX  K^f  r  ^"^  ^'^*  ^^"^°'^  ^^"^Pt'^d  to  reveal  his 
knowledge  ,  but  he  was  a  man,  and  his  misery  could  not 
at  this  stage  of  life  sink  him  below  his  manhood.  Ruth 
cared   for   Ives   Pomeroy   and   Matthew    had   discovered 

HnnhfL^f  .r"""-  ^1^'''  '^'^  ''""^d^  himself.  It  may  be 
doubted  If  the  girl  herself  quite  realized  the  truth.     But 

-  no   WHl^^'^'^"f  '°  ^"^'   *°-^^y-   ^^'hile  her    eternal 

unon  tW  fJ"i  r  '''^'^'  "''"^y  ^^""5^^  ^"^  ^"stinct  bore 
upon  ttiat  fatal  discovery. 

]JZll'l  ^™^  ^"^'^^  merely  miserable  above  the  common 

s  mn  1  '7"k  "^^^  "'"^'  ''■""^'  °^  't.  He  possessed 
some   foice  of  character;     but   full   share  of  clcmentarv 
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lea\cn  blended  therewith.  There  came  to  him,  during 
the  hours  of  that  sun-hlled  day,  strange  thoughts  bred 
(.f  this  tribulation.  To  a  seeing  eye,  from  the  dust  of  the 
by^'one  people  again  arose  their  stubborn  spirits  to  join 
hands  with  Northmore  through  the  centuries,  and  inform 
tins  living  being  with  their  primitive  determination  and 
ferocity.  Here,  perhaps,  where  now  he  sprawled  his 
forlorn  carcass,  great  fires  had  swallowed  the  limbs  of 
^leat  men.  Here,  under  the  earth  that  his  body  covered 
tiiere  might  still  repose  the  ashes  of  the  mighty  ones' 
And  did  their  deathless  parts— the  ghosts  of  their  great- 
ness—still  haunt  the  glimpses  of  the  noonday  and  move 
like  a  presence  through  the  heat  haze  of  summer  and  the 
nailstoim  of  spring  ? 

To  the  man  now  came  the  lust  of  wrath  and  the  hate 
"t   loss.     He   pla>ed   the   casuist   and   argued   upon    the 
e\-ent.     A  subtlety  not  native  woke  from  the  prick  of  his 
sorrow  and  inspired  him.     He  told  himself  that  this  was 
not  the  end  ;   that  she  must  be  disabused  ;   that  only  last- 
ing failure,   disappointment  and  unhappiness  could  ever 
come  to  her  from  love  of  Ives  Pomeroy  ;    that  the  quicker 
such  an  idol  was  flung  in  dust  at  her  feet,  the  better  for 
her  content  and  peace  of  mind.     He  argued  that  any  course 
of  action  embracing  this  revelation  for  Ruth  was  doubly 
and   trebly  justified.     First  her  future  might   be    saved 
thereby  ;    secondly  (and  this  was  vital  to  his  own  con- 
science) exposure  could  not  hurt  the  other  man    because 
Ives  did  not  love  Ruth.     He  dinned  this  repeatedly  into 
himself  to  still  an  inevitable  uneasiness.     That  the  woman 
should  be  made  to  see  the  truih  of  Ives  Pomeroy  wa= 
only  kindness  to  her  ;    but  it  was  no  unkindness  or  un jus- 
tice to  Pomeroy,  since  he  and  his  affections  and  interests 
were  not   concerned  with  her.     Tlie  phrase   ''  the   truth 
oi  Ives  Pomeroy  "  presently  recurred  to  Matthew's  mind 
somewhat  sternly.     He  was  even  just  enough  to  ask  him- 
self whether  he  knew  the  truth  of  Ives  Pomeroy      But 
he  was  not  just  enough,  under  his  present  storm  of  soul 
to  answer  justly.     He  told  himself  that  he  did  know  all 
any  rnan  needed  to  know  ;  that  Pomeroy  was  very  obviously 
not  destined  to  make  a  woman  happy  ;   that  even  his  own 

iiiucxi.     vvnai    ii    bcnsibie    woman 
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like  Avisa  rould  admit  conrptninf,'  her  son,  was  enough. 
Xoithmore  saw  his  road  <  learly  in  so  far  as  tlic  imme- 
diate couise  of  it  extended.  As  for  its  goal,  he  could 
but  hope  that  her  sec  ret  regard  fur  Ives  once  destroyed 
and  its  ruin  removed  from  Ruth's  mind,  he  might  yet 
lill  the  empty  place. 

Some  sort  of  desolate  peace  crowned  this  conclusion.  He 
rose,  when  the  Lone  Stones  cast  long  shadows  easterly 
over  the  ruddy  heath,  and  sunset  flames  burnt  red  as  the 
pyres  of  old  amongst  them.  He  went  his  way  with  primal 
passions  masked  by  modern  intelligence.  Essential, 
immemorial  emotions  battled  with  the  ages  of  mental 
evolution  and  even  conquered  them.  For  a  brief  moment 
of  time  they  dragged  Northmore's  whole  being  back  to 
harmony  with  the  spirits  that  had  heaved  up  these  stones  ; 
to  kinship  with  those  bygone  ones,  who  came  to  dwell 
amid  the  Moor's  stern  verities  and  with  them  brought 
their  own   palaeolithic   heritage   of  still   earlier   instincts. 

He  departed  at  last,  vanished  in  fading  light  and  left  the 
Lone  Stones  to  their  solemn  and  eternal  conference. 

Matthew  found  no  escape  from  his  mind  for  many  days  ; 
yet  with  time  his  nature  returned  nearer  to  itself  and  he 
banished  certain  thoughts  of  action  against  his  rival. 
There  came  an  opportunity  to  do  the  other  evil ;  but 
Northmore  easily  resisted  the  temptation  to  take  it. 

As  for  Ruth,  her  immediate  concern  was  banished  swiftly, 
and  erratic  chance,  not  content  with  throwing  one  man 
at  her  feet,  thrust  upon  her  the  proposal  of  a  second  before 
that  day  was  done. 

It  happened  that  Mr.  Peter  Toop  left  home  after  tea 
upon  the  mournful  business  of  his  trade.  A  farmer  had 
died  suddenly  at  Okehampton,  and  his  wife,  being  a  Meri- 
vale  woman  and  designing  to  return  there,  sent  for  Mr. 
Toop  in  her  sorrow,  that  she  might  make  him  her  friend 
and  arrange  with  him  other  matters  beside  the  imme- 
diate interment. 

Peter  went  off  for  the  night  and  proposed  to  stop  at 
Okehampton  until  the  following  afternoon.  Joel,  there- 
fore, though  not  actually  of  opinion  that  the  moment  was 
ripe,   felt  such  an  ODDortunitv  ton  pnnd  in  Irs^tf      ^W-.rr! 
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the  bar  closed,  he  stoi)ped  Ruth  as  she  was  going  to  her 
room  and  invited  her  to  join  him  while  he  smoked  a 
pipe. 

"  I  know  you've  been  out  on  the  Moor  and  are  tired," 
he  said.  "  But  there's  nothing  like  a  bit  of  news  for 
making  us  forget  weary  limbs.  Bring  in  a  glass  of  lenionailo 
for  yourself  and  a  drop  of  whisky  for  me.  I've  got 
something  very  interesting  to  tell  you,  Ruth." 

She  had  not  yet  thought  of  sleep,  for  her  mind  ran  much 
u{)on  the  Lone  Stones  and  a  sorrowful  man  left  stand- 
ing amongst  them.  She  remembered  how,  looking  back 
from  some  distance,  she  had  marked  that  he  stood  no 
more,  but  had  sunk  down  upon  the  ground,  as  if  such  tribu- 
lation was  too  terrible  to  be  borne  upright. 

Joel  smoked  his  pipe  and  drew  out  a  comfortable  chair 
for  Ruth.  He  began  by  remarking  casually  that  he  had 
not  felt  so  well,  or  so  young,  for  many  years.  Then, 
from  force  of  habit,  he  expressed  a  wish  that  Peter  enjoyed 
liive  vigour  and  a  regret  that  he  did  not.  Ruth  drank 
her  lemonade,  folded  her  hands  in  her  lap  and  waited 
for  him  to  tell  her  the  interesting  news.  Presently  she 
raised  a  small  palm  and  yawned  behind  it. 

At  this  signal  of  impatience,  Joel  took  up  his  parable. 
He  had  planned  the  campaign  and  his  line  of  attack  lay 
very  clearly  before  him.  He  felt  exceedingly  interested 
in  pending  operations,  but  not  at  all  nervous  or  doubtful 
of  the  issue.  Mr.  Toop's  heart  was  neither  sanguine 
nor  fearful,  but  merely  assured.  He  argued  his  chances 
on  practical,  business  principles,  and  found  that  there 
could  be  only  one  answer  from  a  woman  so  sensible  and 
so  utterly  dependent  as  Ruth.  She  was  penniless  ;  and 
he  opened  the  discussion  bv  reminding  her  delicately  of 
that  fact. 

"  'Twas  a  thousand  pities  your  father  never  insured 
his  life — a  man  so  careful  and  wise  in  most  respects," 
he  said. 

"  Yes,  it  was,"  she  admitted. 

"  However,  no  good  crying  over  spilt  milk.  You  can't 
help  being  without  means,  and  after  all,  in  my  opinion, 
you've  gut  what's  far  better  than  a  small  income,  and 
uvdi  5   a    uLj^   bump    of   common   sense,      i   don't  say  it 
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in  flattery,   Ruth  ;     'tis  no  nore  tlian  your  due.     You'll 
allow  that  I'm  a  juJ:;.-  of  what  coniniou  sense  means." 
"  I'm  sure  you  are." 

"  For  a  man  who  may  justly  be  called  young  yet,   I 
think  I've  pot  my  share.'     Peter's  seen  it  in  me,  and  al- 
lowed   it    these    many    years.     He's    different.     Though 
so   much   older,    there's   a   wilful   way   with   him-almost 
a  skittish  attitude  to  the  seriois  affairs  of  life.      It's  the 
result  of  his  business,  I  think.     He  wants  rehef  from  tne 
coffins,  and  goes  to  the  other  extreme  and  puts  on  a  boyish 
way  that's  rather  unf(jrtunate  in  an  elderly  man — to  say 
it  knidly.     But  I've  always  felt  glad  that  he  didn't  marry. 
I  don't  think  he  was  cut  out  for  it,  Ruth." 
I'  He  talks  of  it  as  a  thing  he'll  do  presently." 
"  I  know.     That's  his  light  nature.     There'was  a  widow- 
lived  homeby  us  ten  year  ago,  and  he  was  always  rolling 
his  eye:  at  her.     There's  no  dignity  to   Peter— good  as 
gold  though  he  is,  and  my  brother.     I  dare  say  that  you've 
marked  the  difference  in  our  characters,  so  quick  as  you 
are  ?  " 

I'  I  like  y(m  both,  and  I'm  very  grateful  to  you  both." 
"So  you  should  be  ;  though  I  won't  tell  you  which  of 
us  it  was  thought  of  bringing  you  here  against  the 
arguments  in  favour  of  a  professional  barmaid.  How- 
ever, you  can  guess,  I  dare  say.  Charity  has  always  been 
second  nature  to  me,  Ruth.  Some  come  to  it  with  an 
effort;  some  never  do  ;  and  to  some  it's  just  their  ordinary 
bent  of  mind— as  in  my  case.  And  this  I  will  say  ;  when 
you  came  to  The  Jolly  Hitfilsmni,  me  and  Peter  entertained 
an  angel  unawares.  You'll  allow  that's  pretty  handsome 
praise,   I  think." 

"  You're  too  good  to  me— both  of  you." 
"Not  too  good  at  all.  I'm  full  of  ideas  about  you, 
and,  all  in  good  time,  you'll  know  them.  Put  one  of  these 
ideas  is  such  a  whacker,  so  to  say,  that  it  quite  swallows 
up  all  the  rest,  like  Aaron's  rod  swallowed  up  the  magi- 
cians, you  know.  Anyway,  it's  this  tremendous  thought 
that's  come  to  me,  and  to-night  I'm  going  to  put  it  before 
you  ;    and  I  warn  you  'twill  banish  sleep." 

"  Wouldn't  it  be  better  to  wait  for  Mr.  Peter  ?  " 
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keep  dr.-.spiriK  hini  in.  This  has  pot  nothing  whatever 
to  do  with  IVtcT— not  dirortlv,  tiiat  is.  indircctlv  it 
may  mean  a  lot  to  him.  But  my  object  in  speaking 
to-day  IS  to  put  it  all  dear  and  have  it  settled  before  bnUher 
comes  back.  So  don't  mention  his  name  acrain  nlease  " 
"  I  won't  then."  •  i  • 

"  Thank   you.     \ow    the   question    is   my   position    in 
the   world.     Ruth,   you   rniut    know   that    I'm    very   well 
to  do.     I've  a  half  share  in  this  business,  and  the  poultry 
and  i)ig-farm  is  all  mine.     Between  ourselves,  I  get  a  bit 
more  out  of  my  eggs  and  bacon  than  Peter  d(,cs  by  his 
cnhms.     Ar,  to  my  age,  in  confidence  I  may  tell  y„a  that 
i    am    many   years   younger    than    people  "suppose      The 
e.xact  ligure  has  escaped  mo,  but  if   you  said  forty-five 
you  would  probably  be  much  nearer  the  mark  than  vou 
might  ha\e  the  least  idea.     Now  the  time  has  come  uhen 
in  the  fullness  of  mv  manhood  I  am  looking  round  for  a 
helpmate.     lo  put  it  in  a  nutshell  :    I  have  looked  and  I 
have  found  ! 

]|  Really  ?      I'm  so  glad,  cousin  Joel  !  " 

"  You'll  be  gladder  still  when  you  know  who  'tis      But 

I  d,.n  t  want  to  startle  you.     Tis  no  use  trying  to  make 

you  guess,  so  I'll  tell  you.     But  first,  better  take  a  sm 

out  of  my  glass  to  hearten  yourself  against  the  surprise  " 

T.     '^f^'^'li   J}"'']  "^^'"^'^   y^^^'^'*^    ^^P^   your   courting! 
I  can  t  fr)r  the  life  of  me  think  who  'tis  " 

"As  to  courting."  said  Mr.  Toop,  "  JVe  my  own 
Ideas  on  that  subject,  and  I  can't  say  I've  ever^dt  any 
respect  for  they  philandering  sort  of  fellows,  who  streJJj; 
Vr^  .1  ^^^f^>'o.""g;^-'>men.  and  are  n-ver  further  off  from 
em  than  the  rim  of  their  petticoats.  Tis  a  feeble-minded 
tn,^hnT,'u^7  occupation  for  any  young  man  to  be  hang- 
she  to  lU  I  "''a!  r  '^'  '^''''''  "^  g^^^'"g  ^  s^"S>We 
she  to  like  him.     At  least  that's  my   opmion.     No;     I 

se  to  work  very  different.  I  let  the  women  see  the  man 
I  am  and  my  manhke  view  of  life      I'm  too  busy  getUng 

mm^wnri  '"  '^V"°'"^^  ''  ^^  "'-^^^'"^  ^heir  time  and 
u  erstard  l^;:"'''^^'^S-so-can,d.  First  let  a  maiden 
understand  what  you  are  ;    then,  if  i-ou  feel  she'd  mak? 

iio^\    yuu  stand — in  figures, 
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if  need  be  ;    and  also  tell  her  that  what's  yours  is  hers— 
so  long  as  she  docs  her  part  of  the  bargain      It's  a  great 
deal  to  say,  but  she  must  justify  it.     That's  my  idea  of 
love.     Courtin-;  is  a  silly  matter  that  can  fill  up  the  spare 
time  after\va:ds  ;   but  I  hope  I'm  not  light-minded  enough 
to  waste  my  hours  that  way.  and  I  hope  the  woman  I'm 
going  to  offer  myself  to  thinks  the  same." 
He  stopped  for  Lreath. 
"  Do  you  guess  who  'tis  H  "  he  asked. 
"  For  the  'ife  of  me  I  can't,"  she  answered.     "  Not  a 
Merivale  woman  surely  ?  " 
"  Yes  and  no." 

"  I  can't  guess.     Tell  me  quick." 

"  Like  your  modesty  not  ^o  guess.  But  of  course 
you  never  would  have.  If  yoad  guessed  right,  I  should 
have  been  almost  too  shocked  to  go  on  with  it.  In  a 
word  then  ..." 

He  stopped,  bent  forvj.rd  and  patted  her  shoulder  at 
each  syllable  of  his  next  sentence. 

"  I  be  going  to  marry  a  young  woman  by  the  name  of 
Ruth  Rendle— if  she'll  let  me  !  " 

Only  for  a  moment  was  the  girl  even  regretful. 
Northmore's  humble  pleading  returned  to  her  thought. 
It  reduced  the  present  proposal  to  farce.  Indeed,  after 
the  briefest  silence,  she  actually  laughed,  and  Joel  was 
a  good  deal  annoyed. 

"  Where's  your  manners  ?  "  he  said  sharply.  "  Did 
you  hear  me  ?  If  'tis  hj-sterics,  of  course  that's  differ- 
ent." 

The  possibihty  soothed  him,  but  Ruth  explained  that 
it  was  not  hysterics. 

"  Dear  cousin  Joel,  how  good  and  kind  and  large-minded 
to  thmk  of  such  a  thing  !  but  really— no,  I  couldn't  do 
that.  I  don't  feel  'twould  be  seemly  somehow — even 
though  you're^  younger  than  you  look,  as  you  say.  In 
fact,  I  couldn't  love  you,  cousin — not  as  you  ought  to 
be  loved."  ^ 

He  stared  at  her  and  scratched  his  whiskers.  His 
mouth  remained  rlightly  open  an.i  revealed  teeth  that  did 
him  no  credit.  His  expression  was  one  of  genuine  aston- 
ishment,  and  only  gradually   it   changed   to  annoyance. 
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"  You'd  better  think  twice,"  he  said.  "  I  behcve  in 
these  cases  the  maidenly  instinct  is  often  to  refnse  with- 
out really  meaning  it.  But,  mark  me,  there's  a  good 
few  women  mooning  about  to-day  that  be  sorry  to  the 
soul  ^because  they  said  '  no  '  when  they  ought  to  have 
said  '  yes.'  There's  a  sort  of  men  who  take  '  no  '  to  mean 
'no'  and  ban't  be  built  to  hear  that  unpleasant  word 
twice.  I'm  that  sort  of  man.  I've  got  my  self-respect 
I  warn  you,  Ruth.  I— but  .  .  .  there— think  again.  We'll 
take  your  answer  as  unsaid." 

"  Indeed  but  I  meant  it  !  I'm  very  proud  that  you 
could  have  even  thought  of  me  ;  but  it  couldn't  be.  I 
didn't  answer  in  a  hurry  or  v.-ithout  proper  reflection,  and 
I  wouldn't  hurt  your  self-respect  for  anything  ;  but  I 
couldn't  marry  you— under  any  possible  circumstances." 

He  drank  his  whisky  as  thtjugh  washing  down  a  pill 

"  So  be  it,"  he  said.  "  I  won't  ask  your  reasons,  be- 
cause a  woman's  reasons— only  one  thing  I've  a  right  to 
say  ;    and  'tis  your  duty  to  obey  me." 

jl  Gladly  I'll  obey  you  in  all  I  can." 

"  You  must  promise  on  your  solemn  oath  not  to  marry 
Peter.     I've  a  right  to  order  that." 

"  I  will  promise  most  faithfully  not  to  marry  him— 
even  if  he  asks." 

"  YouTOuldn't  marry  him  if  he  didn't,"  snapped  Mr 
loop  Anyway,     I    believe    he    will    ask.     I've    seen 

foolish  signs  of  late  that  he  hadn't  wit  to  hide.     However 
I  ve  got  your  word.     Now  you'd  better  go  to  bed  " 

He  was  still  much  annoyed,  and  when  she  rose  and 
extended  her  hand  to  him,  he  refused  to  take  it 

fn't^S!'""  'H'^-  /'^  "^^'''^  ^"^  '">''^^f  ^t  all  inclined 
to  friendship  In  fact,  not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  unon 
It,  1  m  a  good  bit  niffed  with  you,  Ruth  Rendle.  I  thought 
\-our  strong  point  was  sense,  and  to-day  you've  done 
about  the  silliest  thing  that  even  a  woman  ^ever  did  do 
in  my  knowledge.  I'm  not  pleased,  I'm  not  at  all  pleased 
—in  fact,  quite  the  contrary  " 

She  sighed  and  left  him  then.  But  Joel's  prophecies 
concerning  her  night's  rest  were  unfulfilled,  for  she  slept 
exceedin,^.  we  1  and  only  woke  out  of  untroubled,  dream- 
less slumber  at  the  clarion  of  Mr.  Toop's  poultry 


CHAPTER    XI 


CONtEHM.NG     I'HEAi^.WTS 

MOI.KSKIX'S   house,    which   stood  midway  between 
Princetown    and    Merivale,  was  set  into  the  side 
of  a  hill  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  road,  and    more 
resembled  the  habitation  of  a  cave-dweller  than  the  home 
of  a  civilized   being.     It  looked  hke  some  gigantic  and 
suspicious  live  creature  with  its  head  thrust  through  a 
hole,  yet  ready  to  dive  back  into  the  earth  at  a  moment's 
warning.     Two  omall  windows  glimmered  under  a  straw 
ruof,  and  upon  the  thatch  heavy  stones  were  laid  to  keep 
the    winter   storms   from    blowing   all    away.     The    door 
ot  Mr.   Cawker's  abode  was  of  a   bright   scarlet   colour 
thanks  to  a  pot  of  paint  the  owner  had  somehow  or  some- 
where  acquired.     It   flamed   across   the   Moor   and    pre- 
sented a  very  conspicuous  spectacle.     Moleskin    declared 
that  no  dishonest  man  would  have  adorned  his  portals 
With   such  a  bnlhant  tint,  and  referred  to  his  door  as  a 
guarantee  of  character.     The  hovel  was  a  disgrace    and 
each  year  a  rumour  ran  that  the  Duchy  proposed  to  expel 
Mr.    Cawker    and    pull    down    his    dwelling;     but    the 
thing  did  not  happen  and  the  tenant  made  no  objection 
lor  none   knew   better   than   himself   the   peculiar  secret 
charms  of  this  abode. 

Hither  came  Ives  Pomeroy  on  a  day  in  late  September. 
His  iriend  had  been  stricken  down  with  a  cold  uiion  the 
chest,  and  for  the  moment  Moleskin  repined  at  home 
and  occupied  enforced  leisure  with  planning  of  further 
enterprises. 

Ives  had  gratified  his  mother  by  some  active  expressions 
of  sorrow  at  the  poacher's  physical  misfortunes,  and 
when  he  went  lurthcr  and  proposed  to  visit  Moleskin 
and  take  him  some  refreshments,  Avisa  prepared  them. 
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"  I  could  wish  'twas  any  other  body,"  she  said.  "  But 
I  trust  you  not  to  be  led  away  bj'  the  old  man.  Remember 
the  advantages  youha'-'=i  had  over  the  likes  of  him.  You 
ought  to  try  and  do  1.  good,  not  let  him  do  you  harm." 
"  We  understaii  i  one  another  very  well,"  her  son  an- 
swered. "  We'm  both  against  things  in  general,  and  very 
natural  that  we  should  be,  seeing  what  a  damned  world  it 
is.  But  you  needn't  suppose  he's  got  any  power  over  me. 
I  can  do  pretty  well  what  I  like  with  the  man.  He's  a 
very  sensible  chap  and  a  good  sort.  I  wish  there  was 
more  of  the  same." 

Moleskin  expressed  delight  at  seeing  the  youth,  and 
praised  him  in  no  stinted  terms  for  his  genenisity. 

"  A  regular  socialist  you  be,"  he  said.  "  And  a  good 
working  Christian  in  the  bargain.  Not  a  soul  from  Meri- 
vale  have  been  to  see  me.  They  old  Toops  haven't  took 
a  bit  of  notice  of  my  illness— selfish  old  swine.  But 
Ml  pay  'em  yet.  A  beautiful  jelly!  That  masterp  jce 
of  a  woman,  your  mother,  made  it  without  a  doubt.  And 
a  bit  of  neck  of  nmtton,  I  see  !  Bless  her  for  it.  I  won't 
forget,  mind  yuu.  Nobody  does  me  a  good  turn  without 
having  a  good  turn  done  to  them  sooner  or  later." 

"  I  hope  your  dear  mother  finds  herself  doing  clever," 
said  Mary,  and  Ives  answered  that  she  was  pretty  well. 
The  home  of  Moleskin  was  sufficiently  dismal.  He 
sat  in  an  old  armchair  by  the  peat  fire,  with  a  screen 
behind  him.  He  coughed  continually  and  his  throat 
rattled.  His  wife,  whose  weak  spine  caused  her  to  be 
a  confirmed  invalid,  lay  upon  a  httle  couch  on  the  other 
side  of  the  fire,  and  Mary  Cawker  sat  in  the  window  mend- 
mg  the  poacher's  socks.  A  setter  dog  reposed  beside 
Moleskin,  and  from  the  passage  way  outside  came  the 
clucking  of  fowls  that  pecked  about  the  threshold  and 
nouscplacc.  They  occasionally  ascended  to  the  bedrooms 
also. 

^^  "Give  Mr.  Cawker  his  physic,  Mary,"  ordered  the  wife. 

Doctor  said  he  was  to  have  it  every  two  hours." 

She  usually  called  her  husband  "  Mr.  Cawker,"  though 

sometimes  she  hurled  a  strong  word  at  him  instead      Her 

contempt    was    never    hidden.     Her    hfe    had    been    one 

lony    uhvsical    anrl    mpnfjl    triKul^  +  w^.,  .      »„-«.    „u.    _     _„     1,1 
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the  workhouse  infirmary  as  a  sort  of  haven  or  beacon  of 
hope  promised  hereafter.  Just  now  the  storm  and  stress 
of  hfe  abated,  since  the  poacher  was  an  invahd  ;  but 
^e  knew  very  well  when  he  recovered  that  he  would 
make  up  for  lost  time.  She  also  fathomed  his  purpose 
respecting  Ives  Pomcroy,  and  now  regarded  the  youth 
with  mournful  eyes  ;  but  Moleskin  was  quite  alive  to 
the  Situation.  He  had  things  to  say  to  his  friend  that 
It  was  not  desirable  his  wife  or  daughter  should  hear; 
therefore  he  rose  and  bade  the  visitor  follow  him. 

"  Come  in  my  room,"  he  suggested.  "  I'm  Just  so 
comfortal)le  sitting  up  in  my  bed  as  I  be  here.  Then 
us  can  talk." 

"  Mother  thought  the  mutton  would  make  some  very 
fine  broth  for  your  father,"  said  Ives  to  Mary  ;  then  he 
followed  Moleskin. 

The  invalid  slept  on  the  ground  Hoor  in  a  little  chamber 
behind  the  kitchen.  It  had  two  doors  and  was  rich  in 
secret  recei)tacles.  Mr.  Cawker  now  got  into  bed  in  his 
clothes,  drew  certain  grimy  blankets  up  to  his  neck,  and 
put  his  hat  on  also— for  warmth,  as  he  said.  He  coughed 
and  gur.^Ied  a  good  deal,  but  declared  himself  to  be  better. 
With  considerable  cunning  he  played  upon  the  moods 
and  miseries  of  the  younger  man  before  reaching  his 
own  business  ;  then,  when  Pomeroy  was  tuned  to  con- 
sicler  lawlessness,  Moleskin  broached  an  undertaking. 

"  I've  thought  a  lot  about  you  lately,  and  that  shame- 
less girl  who  throwed  you  over  for  Samuel  Bolt.  Of 
course  'twas  his  expectations,  and  she'll  live  to  mourn 
the  day,  for  money  don't  take  the  place  of  a  man  like 
you.  However,  there's  as  many  good  maidens  in  the 
world  as  there  are  good  wives,  and  always  will  be." 

"He  put  his  hopes  of  money  before  her,"  said  the 
other.  "  I  don't  blame  her  altogether,  for  when  he  talked 
about  thousands  of  pounds  .  .  ." 

"  Certainly  I  don't  blame  her  either,"  declared  Mole- 
skin. "  Like  your  large-hearted  nature  to  see  the  truth 
of  it.  We  have  to  blame  the  world  in  general,  not 
her.  She  may  come  round  yet  to  your  way  of  thinking. 
\'ery  likely  she  have  already  done  so  and  smarts  waking 
and  sleeping  to  think  of  what  she  have  lost.     But   'tis 
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society,  not  a  silly  woman,  that  you've  got  to  quarrel 
with.  For  my  part,  I'm  an  enemy  of  it  an<l  always  have 
been.  Take  that  Serpell.  One  of  his  work-folk,  called 
Blick,  knocked  Mrs.  Blick  on  the  head  and  then  cut  his 
own  throat  a  bit  back-along.  There  it  is  in  a  nutshell  ! 
That's  the  man  who  be  the  type  of  capital— a  hard,  evil- 
minded,  Godless  rogue  who  grinds  the  face  of  the 'poor. 
And  I'm  going  to  be  revenged  upon  that  man  !  So  soon 
as  ever  1  can  get  about  again,  I  take  it  out  of  him— at  any 
cost.  As  a  socialist  'tis  my  duty  to  do  it,  and  I'm  going 
to  do  it— to  avenge  that  poor  murderer  and  suicide." 
Ives  nodded. 

"  I  don't  care  how  hard  he's  hit— or  any  of  'em.     I'm 
rij'e   for  anything  now,"  he  said. 

„  "  '\  regular  Napoleon  you  are,"  declared  Mr.  Cawker. 
"You'd  very  soon  help    to   put    the    world  right,  if  you 
could  get  the  rising  generation  to  look  at  things  like  you  do. 
Well,  to  come  to  facts,   I  had  a  squint  at  the  Oaktown 
buds  just  afore  I  was  took  ill,  and  a  grander  lot  I  never 
seed— or   want   to— never.     Last   year   there   was  hardly 
any  shooting  to  name  ;   and  I  hapf)en  to  know  that  George 
Job— you    know— he'm   good   for    six    brace    any  day  in 
October ;   and  I  can  get  six  brace  took  in  another  quarter 
as  well.     I  shall_be  up  and  about  by  then.     I  don't  know 
if  you  feel  the  same  as  me  ;  but  I'm  that  full  of  the  Christian 
loveofmankmd  m  general,  and  of  beast  and  bi    1  too 
for  that  matter,  that  I  don't  care  how  hard  I  smite  these 
here  Tones,   xvith  their  cant  and  selfishness.     However 
if  you  don't  like  to  lend  a  hand,  say  so.     Perhaps  you 
ban  t  such  a  right  down  radical   as  me  yet      But   I'm 
sure  you'll  come  to  it,  for  you've  got  more  brain  power 
than  an  old  man  like  me,  and  must  understand  the  times 
better." 

"I'd  rather  shoot  Serpc!!  than  his  wretched  pheasants  " 
said  lyes.  "If  we  was  in  America,  some  brave  man 
would  let  daylight  into  the  blackguard  lolly  soon  " 

'A   regular   hero  in  our  ideas  !     I'm   proud   to   know 
a  chap  who  can  talk  like  that  !     But  there's  no  getting 
nd  ot  tyrants,  same  as  there  was  in  the  good  old  times 
So  we  11  hit  him  where  'twill  hurt  him  most-in  his  pocket.' 

A       T^nii'ioo*-**-      l-./-i...-,.^i-l,       A I'll-  *■ 


A   pheasant    be  worth    two   shilline   every 
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I'll  share  the  money  with 


and  that's  what  I  shall  get. 
you,  of  course,  if  .  .  ." 

*'  Damn  the  money  :     I  don't  want  the  money." 
'  Like  you  to  say  that.     You've  got  a  regular  Gospel 
contempt  of  cash.     'Tis  a  very  unusual  sign  of  greatness 
I  feel  the  same,  for  that  matter  ;    but,  with  a  bedridden 
wile  and  a  daughter,   I  must  combine  business  and  my 
duty  to  the  nation.     The  labourer  is  worthy  of  his  hire 
However,  I'll  take  the  money.     From  your  point  of  view 
you  can  either  call  it  doing  justice  for  the  sake  of  the 
poor,  or  having  a  bit  of  sport— which  you  please.     I  never 
met  a  man  larger-minded  than  what  you  are    whichever 
way  you  look  at  it.     We've  got  to  live,  and  we've  pot 
to  advance  our  ideas.     Take  me.     Be  my  dear  wife  and 
daughter  to  go  into  the  workhouse  and  that  man    Serpell 
batten  on  the  sweat  of  the  poor  and  drive  frantic  creatures 
to  kiU  themselves  ?     Not  while  I  can  have  a  dash  at  his 
pheasants !  " 

"  I'll  lend  a  hand  with  pleasure,"  declared  Ives 
''Then  we'll  work  together!  There's  a  full  moon  in 
middle  October,  and  the  leaf  is  coming  down  early  this 
year.  On  the  twentieth  I  hear  in  private  that  Sorpell 
IS  to  have  a  big  battoo.  To  go  in  for  battoo  shooting 
at  all  shows  the  sort  of  man  he  is.  But  it  takes  nine 
tailors  to  make  a  man,  anyway;  so  we  can't  blame  him 
there.  However,  you  and  me  will  have  our  bit  of  fun 
afore  the  battoo.  Now  Til  let  you  into  a  secret  'bout 
Oaktown  as  wiU  much  amaze  you.  Me  and  the  new 
underkeeper  from  Cornwall  be  great  friends,  and  he 
can  t  abide  the  head  keeper,  Gregson— as  well  I  knowed 
he  wouldn  t.     No  man  of  spirit  could." 

Moleskin  proceeded  to  elaborate  a  very  simple  evening's 
work.  Ives  was  to  act  as  decoy;  Mr.  Cawker,  as  the 
more  experienced  hand,  proposed  to  do  the  shooting 
He  knew  wliere  the  pheasants  congregated  by  night  and 
perfectly  understood  the  methodical  procedure  of  the 
keepers.     All  was  very  easy  and  straightforward. 

\\Tien  Mary  Cawker  brought  a  bowl  of  broth  to  her 
lather  an  hour  later,  she  found  him  e.xplaining  a  strange 
weapon,  that  looked  hke  a  heavy,  metal  walking-stick  Then 
she  returned  to  her  mother  :   nnd  whii^  fs^  ,v,«,,  ^i j 
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a  doliherate  raid  on  O.iktown,  the  women  ir.ourned  for 
Ivt_5  Pomeroy,  and  Mrs,  Cawke.-  bitterly  regretted  the 
fact  that  another  hopeful  youth  was  becoming  entangled 
with  her  disreputable  spouse. 

"  'Twill  be  the  poor  youiig  fellow  from  Mary  Tavy 
over  again,'  she  said.  "  This  boy's  safe  to  get  catched, 
and  Mr.  Cawker  will  come  out  clear  of  it  as  usual." 

"  I  begged  him  to  kcc^  off  father  when  he  gave  me  the 
lettuces,"  said  Mary. 

"  Lord  knows  what  the  young  generation  sees  in  such 
a  reckless  old  man,"  declared  Mrs.  Cawker.  "  But  whether 
or  no,  I've  got  too  high  an  opinion  of  the  Pomeroys,  and 
especially  Mrs.  Pomeroy,  to  let  it  go  on  if  I  can  prevent 
it." 

"  How  can  we  ?  What  power  have  we  got  ?  Father 
always  catches  people  just  when  thcy'm  ripe  for  mischief. 
He  knows  to  an  hour  when  they'll  do  his  bidding.  He 
got  hold  of  Saul  Bassett  when  he'd  been  turned  off  from 
the  quarry,  and  now  he's  catched  this  chap,  just  after 
that  woman  he  was  mad  about  has  married  somebody 
else." 

The  invalid  sighed  ;  then  she  :onsidered  a  scheme  to 
upset  her  husband's  hopes. 

''  You  can't  tell  his  mother  anything.  She'd  never 
believe  it,  I'm  sure.  But  there's  one  you  might  speak 
to  next  time  you  are  down  there.  I  mean  Emmanuel  Codd. 
He's  old,  and  he's  worked  for  the  Pomeroys  all  his  life. 
If  you  was  to  tell  him  that  his  master  and  Mr.  Cawker 
are  caballing,  he  might  use  his  wits  to  prevent  it." 

"  I  heard  the  word  '  pheasant,'  "  said  Mary,  "  and 
father  was  showing  Mr.  Pomeroy  his  air-gun  when  I  went 
in." 

"  Pheasants,  of  course.  'Tis  the  pheasant  time  in  a 
few  days.  Many  an'  many  a  woman  finds  it  hard  to 
forgive  A'mighty  God  for  making  pheasants,  Mary  ;  and 
I'm  one  of  'em.  Wlien  I'm  left  alone  on  my  back  here 
sometimes,  and  all's  still,  and  I  hear  the  birds  croakmg 
out  'pon  the  Moor,  as  they  will  in  May,  my  heart  gets  as 
cold  as  a  lump  of  ice,  and  I  look  on  to  October,  and 
Sprmg's  nought  to  me." 

ijc    oicivc    duuai    ii,      i3d.nl    Mary  cawker.     'Cant 
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ii<)  on  for  ever.     One  of  two  things  must  happen  to  father 
afore  :n:in\ more  years  pass:    he  must  be  catched  red- 


fiaiuled,  f)r  he  must  give  it  up." 


"  Ple'll  never  give  it  up." 
"  Then  he'll  go  on  till  he'm  too  weak  to  escape,  and 
they'll  take  him." 

"  A  blessed  hope,"  said  the  sufferer.  "  For  if  thty 
catch  Mr.  Cawker,  I  must  go  in  the  infirmary  and  cnci 
my  days  ii  one  of  they  incural)le  homes,  all  easy  and 
comfortable." 

"  Better  still  that  father  should  reform.  Stranger 
things  have  happened.  He's  often  thought  of  it  quite 
serious  himself  for  that  matter.  Anyway,  I'll  speak  to 
Emmanuel  Codd  and  ax  him  to  do  what  he  can.  I'm  hope- 
ful that  doctor  won't  let  father  out  of  the  house  for  a 
fortnight  yet,  and  by  that  time  pheasants  will  run  a  bit 
cheaper,  maybe,  and  be  less  worth  shooting." 

You  don't  know  Mr.  Cawker,"  answered  her  mother. 
"  If  pheasants  be  cheaper,  so  many  the  more  will  he  shoot 
of  'em— that's  his  way.  He  never  makes  any  mistake 
of  that  sort." 

Then  Moleskin  got  up  and  returned  to  the  fire,  while 
Ives,  expressing  a  hope  that  he  would  soon  be  perfectly 
well  again,  set  off  home. 

"  A  noble  young  man— a  right  down  follower  of  Christ," 
said  the  poacher  quite  seriously,  after  Pomeroy  had  left. 
"  All  for  share  and  share  alike,  and  uplifting  the  humble 
and  meek.     As  good  as  a  sermon,  I'm  sure." 

But  Mrs.  Cawker  cast  a  withering  glance  from  her 
couch. 

"  You  bad  old  devil  I  "  she  said.  "  Drink  your  broth 
and  shut  your  mouth  You  ought  to  blush  for  yourself 
every  time  you  pass  a  young  chap.  '  Christ,'  indeed  '  I 
wonder  you  dare  to  take  the  Name." 

Mary  was  as  good  as  her  word,  and  made  an  opportunity 
to  see  the  head  man  of  Vixen  Tor  Farm.  She  sup^^osed 
hmi  the  fnend  of  Ives  Pomeroy,  and  discussed  the  farmer 
in  absolute  ignorance  that  she  spoke  with  his  eiemy. 

"A  son  of  Belial  be  your  father,"  said  Mr.  Cc  id.     "  I 
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but  Moleskin's  right  down  wicked,  and,  as  to  Ives  Ponieroy, 
he's  gunpowder  f(jr  any  Devil's  match — always  have 
been." 

"  Warn  him  then.  Tell  him  what  me  and  mother 
know  only  too  well  :  that  my  father's  no  friend  to  him 
or  any  young  fellow." 

"  How  should  such  a  youth  have  friends  ?  "  asked 
Codd  bitterly.  "  Look  at  me — a  person  of  some  account, 
I  believe,  and  pretty  well  up  in  human  nature.  He  flouts 
me,  calls  me  names,  scoffs  at  my  large  sense  !  'Tis  quite 
enough  for  me  to  offer  advice,  for  him  to  scorn  it.  If  I 
told  him  to  sti' k  to  Moleskin  through  thick  and  thin,  I 
dare  say  he'd  never  see  your  father  again.  But  if  I  warned 
him  that  he  was  doing  a  dangerous  deed,  he'd  only  laugh 
in  my  face." 

"  His  mother  then." 

"  That's  no  good.  She  don't  understand  him  worth 
a  rap.  Too  soft  with  him  by  far.  as  I've  told  her  till  I'm 
sick  of  telling  her." 

"  Well,  there  it  is,"  said  the  girl.  "We  can't  do  no 
more.  They  are  going  into  something  together,  and  my 
father's  pretty  well  again  now,  so  you  may  be  sure  'twill 
happen  soon.  Pheasants  'tis  ;  and  that's  all  I  know- 
about  it." 

"  I'll  keep  it  in  mind,"  answered  Emmanuel ;  and  he 
did. 

Upon  reflection  he  guessed  pretty  accurately  at  his 
enemy's  intention,  but  instead  of  making  any  appeal  to 
Ives,  the  old  man  went  elsewhere.  At  The  Jolly  Hunls- 
men  various  people  were  gathered  together  on' the  fol- 
lowing Saturday  night,  and  in  ttie  course  of  general  con- 
versation, Pomeroy  uttered  opinions  which  brought  upon 
him    the   harsh    condemnation    of    Matthew    Northmore. 

Ihe  farmer,  to  do  him  justice,  spoke  from  conviction, 
not  personal  bias.  But  Ives  answered  angrily,  and  it 
required  the  united  efforts  of  Peter  and  Joel  Toop  to  silence 
the  disputants. 

^  Immediately  afterwards  Northmore  left  the  bar  and 
Emmanuel  Codd  followed  him.  Among  the  latter's  failings 
was^a  lackof  physical  courage,  but  he  had  shared  the 
fcxFiiicr's  UiuigiiaLiou  and  taken  his  part  m  the  argument 


no 


THE    MOTHER 


with  Ives.     Therefore  Matthew  heard  him  now  and  seriously 
considered  the  tilings  that  he  spoke. 

Codcl  explained  that  the  master  of  Vixen  Tor  Farm 
was  in  league  with  a  poacher,  and  this  Northmorc  already 
guessed.  But  when  the  labourer  declared  that  Ives 
had  artually  planned  to  help  Moleskin,  then  Northmore 
viewed  the  facts  more  gravely.  For  the  time,  however, 
he  had  f(jught  and  conquered  his  personal  hatred  of  Pome- 
roy,  as  now  appeared. 

"For  his  mother's  sake  I'd  do  anything  to  save  the 
fool,"  he  said.  "  A  sharp  caution  is  about  the  most  likely 
thing  to  steady  him.  No  business  of  mine,  but  yet  I'll 
make  it  so.  Leave  the  rest  to  me.  I'll  talk  to  Inspector 
Bachelor  and  get  him  to  warn  Pomeroy.  The  young 
dolt  is  only  looking  at  this  business  from  one  point  of 
view.     If  he  saw  it  from  another,  he  might  stop  his  folly." 

Then  Codd  departed,  a  disappointed  man.  He  had 
hoped  that  Northmore  would  lay  a  trap  for  the  enemy  ; 
but  that  was  not  Matthew's  intention.  His  own  heart 
had  taught  him  murh  since  Ruth's  refusal.  He  bore 
ill-will  towards  Ives,  but  the  temptation  to  use  this  know- 
ledge as  a  weapon  was  very  slight.  First  he  determined 
to  take  no  step  at  all.  Then,  as  became  a  man,  he  decided 
actually  to  help  the  younger.  He  changed  his  mind 
thrice  before  the  issue,  but  finally  he  endeavoured  to  do 
Ives  a  service  and  spoke  to  the  local  inspector  of  pohce 
concerning  him.  His  good  offices  came  too  late  ;  and 
his  words,  instead  of  being  a  friendly  hint  to  Inspector 
Bachelor,  who  was  himself  a  father,  that  he  might  try 
and  help  a  young  man  out  of  harm's  way,  presented  the 
policeman  with  a  valuable  clue.  For  Ives  had  already 
fallen. 


CHAPTER    XII 
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TOWARDS  the  end  of  October  there  fell  a  day  of 
tempest  and  heavy  rain.  Each  breath  of  the  storm 
seemed  to  clear  a  thousand  forest  boughs;  Walla  ran  hoarsely 
through  her  gorges  beneath  Vixen  ;  and  only  at  even 
did  the  weather  change,  the  wind  rest  awhile,  and  peace 
return  with  darkness.  Then  the  moon  rose  and  presently, 
in  many  a  glade  and  glen,  the  wet  fallen  leaves  shone  like 
stars  upon  the  dark  earth  and  made  little  constellations 
that  glimmered  there  against  the  glonni  of  night. 

This  was  the  occasion  when  Ives  Ponieroy  set  out  with 
Moleskin  to  shoot  pheasants  in  Oaktown  woods.  The 
poacher  had  hoped  to  be  earlier  afield,  but  his  doctor 
prevented  that,  and  Mr.  Cawker,  for  personal  reasons, 
made  no  hurry  to  appear  in  public. 

He  had  arranged  an  exceedingly  simple  plan  of  action. 
The  younger  man  visited  one  important  preserve  ;  the 
older,  with  his  air-gim,  sought  another.  Ives  played 
decoy,  and  while  Moleskin  slew,  Pomeroy  fired  a  fowl- 
ing-piece merely  to  attract  attention.  Thrice,  at  inter- 
vals of  five  minutes,  he  woke  the  echoes  and  set  dogs 
barking  and  men  running.  Secure  in  his  superior  speed 
and  physical  powers,  Ives  waited  until  he  actually 
heard  the  forces  of  law  and  order  closing  in  upon  him  ; 
then  he  set  off  at  an  easy  trot  and  was  soon  safe  enough. 
One  man,  however,  had  seen  him  cross  a  drive  in  the  moon 
hght.  The  gamekeeper  believed  that  he  recognized  young 
Pomeroy  ;  but  he  could  not  be  positive.  Meantime  Mr. 
Cawker  killed  twenty  pheasants.  They  roosted  in  the 
pine  trees  and,  under  bright  moonhght,  made  an  easy  target. 
Ives  was  first  at  the  appointed  tryst,  some  niiles  distant, 
and,  by  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  Moleskin,  very  much 

111 


XI3 


THI'     MOTHFR 


JatiRued.  joinrd  him  thrre.     The  \nuh  wrc  th.n  handed 

1  hrco  (l.ns  altciuaids  ,ame  the  sequel,  and  certain  Dolice 

Kiu.un  to  be  ill,   and.  on  the  day  before  his  ,'vri,r=ir.„ 
K.  ..he  understood  that  he  must  roJtinue  to  k '  ,u   e      u'e 
by  doctors  orders      His  wo.nen  were  fam.haV  viith   his 

IH  ir  {.eace.     The  poacher,  moreover,   took  to  bed    .l-  liii 
",:^>:^:::^ll ^:^^-  -  -l<"t.onal  securUy.     By  S 


time  Northmore 


'n  all  ignorance  of  theVruTh.  had  warned 


;»p-.or  Bad,,.,,,,-  ,0  ?,;,.;.rwo;ds  Vsc  ;,„°T„7o": 

I„n„Toy  .   Imt  as  this  ma„  already  siispnud  Iv  "s  !nZl 
T:^tlu.^''"''  "^'""'"''  '"^^  ™-"^  --'«J 

ar,;';;,"„lt'r  i^S'CS.  '""^  '"'-^''^<'  '""O  '« 
I\vs  did  not  hide  from  his  mother  the  thine  th-it  Hp 
had  <lone,  and  the  confession  was  made  a  a  efy  mica 
mc.ment.  For  once,  to  his  surprise,  Avisa's  Lla  lini 
patience  before  his  escapades  appea;ed  to  desert  S 
She^was  very  angry  and  cned  sharie  upon  him  in  v^^gorous 

getting  near  five-J^i^d-ulty  ^ar-o^d.^^^S  rgh"-!::; 
ought   to  groan,  Ives   P„meroy.     If   'twas  in  my  power 

.  w  r'?'d"t  T  '^''  ''\^y.^-^y  ached  ;  if  'twL^n  my 
pmer,  Id  take  you  this  instant  moment  to  Oaktown 
and  make  you  beg  that  man's  forgiveness  on  vour  kn  >r^" 
Your  lather's  son  1     A  black  dav's  wnS  ^  J/^uf/nees  ! 

hav.thought  .t  of  you     I'dtvtVavrbeli.J^d^t'.''?  ""''''' 

More   fool  you,      he  said  roughly.     "  You  oueht   to 

know  me  well  enough  by  now  ;    and  if  you  don't  "ts  no 

ault  o  mine.  My  hand  is  against  all  slavery  and  sweating 
and  1 11  strike  where  I  please  and  who  I  please  ^erSe  '! 
a  rogue,  and  fair  game  lor  honest  men^    Let  hmi^dare 

ay  a  finger  on  me  and  I'll  tell  the  truth  about  him  -lore 
the  pubhc-damned  knave  that  he  is  " 
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"  Do  two  wrongs  make  a  rifjht  ?  "  sli«>  asked.  "  If  he's 
a  tliiit  ami  a  ili^lionot  man  — whit  li  be  only  wild  trash, 
(ill  he's  neither — but  if  he  was,  i;,  ttiat  a  nasun  why  you 
should  sink  to  rogiKiy  .md  take  uhat  dnn't  belong  to 
yiiu  ?  Would  you  lih  h  his  purse  ?  Would  you  ^<i  in  his 
shop  to  Plymouth  and  slial  his  goods  ?  You — a  son  ot 
Ives  Pomeroy  ?  " 

"  Of  (  ourse  you  argue  like  a  woman,"  he  said.  '  Can't 
you  see  the  dittrren<  e  between  su(  h  things  ;•*  Can  t  you 
see  I'm  all  i.gainst  property  and  want  the  land  lor  the 
poor  ?  Who  be  this  (hap  to  stii  k  up  wails  and  say  '  you 
-shan't  come  here,'  or  '  you  shan't  come  there  '  ?  Damn 
him  and  his  Tory  robbery  !  The  earth  belongs  to  us  all  ; 
and  {)lieasants  be  just  natural  things,  like  any  other  birds, 
or  the  tish  in  the  river.  .\nd,  whether  or  r.o,  I'll  go  my 
way— and  ..." 

"  Be  quiet  and  hear  me,"  said  Avisa.  "  That  any  son  of 
mine  should  be  wild  and  .^illy,  and  venturesome  and  rash, 
was  natural.  But  no  son  of  mine,  and  my  husband,  has  the 
right  to  be  a  fool.  You're  talking  wicked  folly,  and  you 
know  it.  What  did  you  say  to  the  fo.\  that  stole  two 
du-  ks  last  winter  ?  And  him  only  a  hungry  beast  with 
the  usual  four-footed  manners.  And  what  will  the  world 
say  to  you  for  stealing  a  man's  game — you— supposed  to 
be  properly  taught  and  a  Christian  ?  " 

"  Till  world  will  say  nothing  at  all,  because  the  world 
will  know  nothing  at  all,"  he  answered.  "  I've  told 
nobody  but  you,  and  none  else  will  ever  hear  about  it.  I 
wish  to  God  you  was  larger-minded.  Time  was  when 
you'd  have  laughed  at  this — same  as  you  laughed  at 
pranks  I've  played  before." 

Pranks  ' — yes.  You've  never  gone  poaching  before 
— you've  never  taken  what  didn't  belong  to  you  before  ; 
or  if  you  have,  you've  never  had  the  impudence  to  tell  me 
about  it." 

"All  right  then  :  I'll  not  trouble  you  with  my  affairs 
again.  I  might  have  known  a  woman  hke  you  would 
have  misunderstood  ;  but  I  gave  you  credit  for  more 
Sense  than  you've  got  seemingly." 

"  You  gave  me  credit  for  less  honesty  than  I've  got,  and 
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that  you  couldn't  see  wliat  tliis  must  mean  to  me  ?  Be 
you  mad,   Ives  ^  " 

"  I  hope  I  am,  if  the  rest  of  the  dnwii-troddiu  f('<)l';  njund 
here  be  sane.  I  despise  the  world,  and  I  despise  you  for 
siding  with  the  rich  against  the  poor.  But  you  needn't 
trouble  about  me  no  more.  I  know  a  woman  or  two  yet 
what  don't  think  I'm  mad.  Fearless  rhaps  like  me,  who 
see  that  things  are  all  wrong  and  ban't  afraid  to  tight 
against  'em,  be  always  mad,  no  doubt." 

"  May  God  A'mighty  help  you  to  see  clearer,"  she  said 
very  earnestly.  "May  He  lighten  _,.ar  blindness,  I\es  ; 
for  IjJind  you  are." 

"  Think  so  if  you  like  :  I  knew  better,  and  I  dare  say 
you'll  live  to  see  it.  I'll  go  my  way  and  hate  injustice  and 
fight  it  with  my  last  breath,  wherever  it  lands  me.  You 
can  mark  that." 

"  Life  has  g(jt  to  teach  you  your  lesson." 

"  Lile  won't  teach  me  that  labour  be  treated  properly 
by  capital  ;  life  won't  teach  me  the  strong  want  to  help 
the  weak." 

They  were  interrupted  by  Lizzie  Pomeroy.  She  was  not 
frightened,  Init  infinitely  surprised  and  in  great  haste. 

"  Why,  here's  Mr.  Bachelor  and  two  other  jinlicemcn 
coming  up  through  the  field  !  "  she  said.  "  \Vhate\-er 
be  they  wanting  here,  mother  ?  " 

Avisa  lookea  at  h'  r  son  and  a  world  of  sudden  grief 
appeared  ujjon  her  luce. 

"  Ives  I  Ives  !  "  she  said. 

"  I  know  !  It's  all  right  ;  they've  smelt  a  rat  !  You 
can  guess  where  I  shall  be.  Let  me  have  some  food  when 
the  coast's  cli'ar  and  then  I'll  be  away  till  the  storm's 
blown  over.  Find  out  if  Moleskin's  took  and  let  me  know 
\:p  on  the  Vixen  after  dark." 

He  was  .gone  through  a  back  entrance,  long  before  the 
policemen  had  reached  the  farm.  Indeed,  from  his  secret 
den,  high  up  in  the  fastness  of  the  \'ixen,  Pomeroy  watched 
the  otfircrs  arrive  beneath.  His  heart  beat  hard  with  excite- 
ment at  this  event.  He  knew  not  how  they  had  connected 
him  with  the  raid,  and  began  to  wonder  much  what  had 
ha].I)ened  to  Moleskin.  He  dc  urmined  to  stop  hidden 
until  night,  and  then  visit  his  accomphce.     A  dozen  nlans 
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fnr  future  action  also  filled  his  mind  as  he  watched  his 
iiinther  address  an  inspector.  On  the  whole  he  rcjoiied 
.111(1  felt  a  hero— for  this  event  must  lift  him  above  the 
tame  young  men  of  the  countryside. 

ludore  the  police  arrived,  Avisa  had  s]ioken  to  Lizzie 
and  told  her  the  truth. 

•'  The  darkest  day  that's  ever  fallen  for  us.  mv  pretty," 
'-he  said  quietly.  "  Dear  Ives  have  done  wrong,  Lizzie. 
His  f)\vn  folly  and  another's  wickedness  be  to  blame,  I 
itknn.  He've  been  shooting  game  birds:  that's  what 
he's  wanted  for." 

"  Ives — Ives  wanted  ?     Oh,  mother  !  " 

The  girl  turned  white.  Terror  now  came  into  her  face. 
She  spoke  quickly  to  Avisa  and  held  tightly  to  her  hand, 
like  a  little    frightened   child. 

"  Oh,  mother,  save  him,  save  him  !  "  she  said. 

The  men  came  uji  the  garden  path  and  their  voices 
sounded  loud  in  the  silence.  Avisa  Pomcroy  did  not  hear 
her  girl  She  was  looking  up  at  the  sky  over  the  Moor. 
Her  mind  worked  swiftly  and  her  lips  moved.  "  Lord, 
have  mercy  on  my  son  !  Lord,  have  mercy  on  my  son," 
she  whispered  to  herself  again  and  again. 

Then  she  felt  her  daughter's  hand  and  heard  Lizzie 
cry  once  more. 

"  Save  him,  mother,  save  him  !  " 

It  seemed  now  that  Avisa  came  to  herself. 

"  Bear  yourself  braver,  I  izzie.  Yes— yes  ;  I'll  save 
him,  please  God." 

She  turned  to  the  men. 

"  Good  morning,  Mr.  Bachelor." 

'■  Good  morning,  ma'am.  I'm  sorry  for  our  errand  and 
I  hope  with  all  my  heart  your  son  will  be  able  to  clear 
himself  ;  but  'tis  rather  bad  against  him.  Anyway,  he 
must  come  with  us,  please.  'Tis  feared  that  he  had  a 
hand    in  that  bu?' 'css  to  Oaktown." 

Yes,  he  had,"  she  answered  quietly.  "  You  will  find 
him  hidden  up  in  the  rocks  there.  I'll  show  yoi  where 
he  is."  The  policeman  stared. 

"  'Tis  a  terrible  thing  for  you — a  terrible  thing.  I  wish 
to  God,  ma'am,  you'd  i.jt  been  called  to  do  this,"  he  said 
earnestly. 
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Love's  a  hard  task-master 


Her  sad  eyes  mot  his. 

"  So  do  I,"  she  answered, 
sometimes." 

She  led  them  to  the  Vixen,  while  Lizzie  hastened  to  her 
grandmother  with  the  tidings  of  what  had  happened. 
^_  _■  Given  him  up  !     Given  Ives  up  !  "  rried  the  ancient. 

Given  up  my  son's  son  to  the  constable  !     Lord  deliver 
us,  Lizzie.     Is  it  the  end  of  the  world  ^  " 

Avisa  took  the  men  to  tho  foot  of  Vixen  Tor,  and  Ives 
hidden  from  view,  watch( d  his  secret  divulged  and  his 
escape  defeated. 

"  Ives  Pomeroy  !  "  shouted  Mr.  Bachelor.  "  \e  got 
to  arrest  you  in  the  name  of  the  law  for  shooting  ^  lea-.ants 
to  Oaktown  on  the  night  of  the  twenty-fifth  of  Ortober 
For  the  present  you'd  better  to  sav  nought.  Us  have  got 
a  trap  down  below  and  you'll  be'took  to  Tavistock  and 
brought  afore  the  Justices  come  Wednesday  next.  So  come 
uoNvn,  if  you  please." 

The  man  aloft  boiled  with  passion  against  his  mother. 
Her  back  was  turned  now  and  she  walked  slowly  to  her 
house.  His  rage  did  not  i^event  him  from  seeing  the 
hitility  of  resistance. 

"  Don't    add    to  the  trouble  by  fighting,"  urged  Mr 
Bachelor.     "  It  won't  help  in  the  long  run.     I've  got  you 
now,  and  'tis  only  adding  to  the  offence  to  resist  me  " 

Pomeroy  perceived  the  truth  of  these  remarks  He 
showed  himself,  ignored  the  police  and  shouted  to  his 
mother — 

"  God  damn  you  for  evermore  for  this,  you  traitor  to 
your  own  son  !  And  mark  me  :  never  again,  so  long  as 
I  live,  will  I  bring  my  head  under  your  roof,  or  call  you 
'niother'  more.  If  I  go  to  hell,  'tis  you've  driven  me 
there— remember  that,  you  heartless  devil !  " 

She  heard  all  and  went  her  way  without  turning. 

Then  Pomeroy  descended  and  soon  found  '  himself 
driving  to  Tax-istock.  He  preserved  absolute  silenrc,  and 
no  man  heard  his  voice  again  that  day. 

Avisa  was  entering  lu  r  home  whui  Ikt  husband's  mother 
met  her  in  the  do(M-. 

"  What  have  you  done,  woman  ?  "  she  asked.  "  D'you 
mind  that  this  man  was  the  child  of  Ives  Pomprnv  ^     r.-..!.H 
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the  son  of  my  son,  for  all  his  wicked  tricks,  have  earned 
rlink  ?  '  'Tis  not  to  be  thoupht  of,  and  you've  worked 
evil  in  this  house,  and  niarrec  your  boy's  life  fur  ever — 
for  ever,  I  tell  you  ! 

"  hes  will  ne\er  darken  uur  doors  again,"  sobbed 
Lizzie. 

"  Then  Avisa  spoke.  She  took  out  her  handkerchief  and 
wiped  Lizzie's  eyes  with  it.     Her  own  were  dry. 

"  Darken  our  doois  he  can't,  my  pretty.  Better  than 
sunshine  always.  I  doubt  you'm  both  wrong.  My  son 
will  come  home  to  me  a  wiser  man — some  day — yes,  he'^' 
come  home,  if  I  know  him  true." 

She  left  them  then,  departed  to  her  own  chamber  and 
remained  invisible  until  the  time  of  the  midday  meal. 
Then  she  returned,  pkicid  and  calm,  with  her  heart  hidden. 
But  Lizzie  was  prostrated  and  old  Jane  Pumeioy  wept 
without  ceasing. 

*  Clmk  :  Priaoa. 
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IT  happened  that  mv>[  ol  the  tew  i)ersons  who  felt  inter- 
est concerning  Ives  Ponicroy  were  collected  at  The 
Jolly  Huntsmen  on  the  night  following  his  arrest,  and  the 
incident   formed  material  for  a  somewhat  lively  debate. 

Emmanuel  ("odd,  as  being  most  fa  with  the  facts, 

was  listt.ncd  to  very  attentively,  an  .  -n  he  explained 
what  had  really  hapjioned,  a  murmur  ol  wonder  broke 
from  those  who  heard.  There  were  present  the  brothers 
Toop,  Ruth  Rendle,  Samuel  Bolt,  and  Nicholas  Warren, 
one  of  the  policemen  who  had  taken  Pomeroy  ;  others 
jouied  the  company  afterwards. 

"  Tis  a  terrible  Jar-reaching  thing,"  said  Peter.  "  Be- 
cause though  a  month  cr  so,  which  is  what  he  will  get, 
ban't  nothing  out  ol  the  man's  hfe  in  itself,  the  event  goes 
into  his  future  history  and  is  a  black  mark  against  him 
for  evermore." 

"If  she'd  let  him  hide,  he'd  have  got  off,  no  doubt,  and 
gone  for  a  sailor  perhaps,  or  some  such  thing,"  explained 
Warren.  "  I've  known  like  cases.  Then,  when  he  came 
back  in  a  year  or  so,  the  matter  would  have  blown  over  and 
there'd  ha\-e  been  no  arrest." 

"  She  thought  different,  however,"  said  Joel  Toop,  He 
had  been  gloomy  of  lat"  since  Ruth  refused  him  ;  but  this 
stroke  of  misfortune  for  another  cheered  him  indirectly. 

"  Never  heard  the  like,"  declared  Samuel  Bolt.  "  For 
a  parent  to  do  such  a  tiiii^g— 'tis  very  wonderful  in  my 
judgment — eh,  miss  }  " 

He  spoke  to  Ruth  and  she  answered  with  some  emotion. 

"  I  can't  understand.  I  can't  beheve  that  it  is  as  they 
say.     Mrs.  Pomeroy  of  all  women." 
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tiiore  wlu'n  my  f,'i  ntleman  c(<me  dmvn  from  his  pcrrh  and 
cussed  her.  A.wtul  language  ,  and  she  took  it  so  calm  as 
a  sheep  takes  killing." 

"  It  would  have  killed  ?(ime  women,"  sdid  Ruth  I\endle. 

"  A  creature  forged  of  strong  steel,"  declared  Codd. 
"  Be  it  as  it  will,  he've  got  what  he  deserved  and  no  more." 

They  chscussed  the  gravitv  of  Pumeroy's  sin,  and  were 
divided  about  it.  The  pheasants  had  not  been  traced  and 
the  evidence  was  circumstantial,  until  Mrs.  Pumeroy 
actually  declared  her  son  guilty. 

Now  Matthew  Northmore  entered.  He  had  promised 
a  book  to  Ruth  some  time  before  she  refu-^cd  him,  and  to- 
night he  l)rought  it.  But  he  came  at  a  m<iment  somewhat 
inop])ortune,  for  his  name  was  on  Codd's  lips  at  the  time. 

"  How  did  they  trace  it  to  the  chap  ?  That's  what  I 
ddu't  khow,"  said  Joel  Toop. 

Nicholas  Warren  was  'inable  to  enlighten  him. 

"  You  must  ask  inspector,"  he  answered.  "  I  can't 
say  how  he  come  by  the  clue,  though  certainly  a  game- 
keeper thought  he  seed  Pomeroy  on  the  night." 

"  More  than  that  went  to  it,"  said  Mr.  Codd.  "  I  may 
take  some  credit,  I  believe.  A  little  bird  whispered  to  me 
what  was  doing,  and  I  did  my  duty  and  mentioned  it  to  an 
miluential  man  among  us.  Not  to  mince  woids,  'twas 
Mi.  Northmore  that  I  told.  He'm  a  sportsman  and  a 
gentkiiKin,  and  holds  such  evil  doings  in  scorn." 

"  W'liy.  \  u'm  a  stranger  !  "  cried  Peter,  from  behind 
the  i>ar  ;    for  at  this  moment  Matthew  entered. 

He  nodded  and  then  spoke  to  Ruth. 

"  I've  brought  the  book.  Miss  Rendle— the  one  I 
promiNid." 

Her  manner  was  constrained  as  she  thanked  him,  hut  he 
set  it  down  to  the  painlul  past  rather  than  the  present. 
Then  Joel  Toop  ask(  cl  the  farmer  a  question  and  he  began 
to  'Mtlerstand. 

"  'Twas  you,  then,  that  helped  the  police  to  take  young 
Pomeroy — so  Codd  liere  says  ''  " 

Noithmoie  did  not  answer,  but  looked  at  Emmanuel. 

"  In  a  manner  o.'  speaking  you  did,"  explained  tlie  head 
man  at  \\xen  Tor.     "  I  told  you  what  was  in  the  wind, 
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"That's  right  :  I  did  so,"  admitted  Northmore.  "But 
don't  1ft  there  be  any  misunderstanding  about  my  part. 
i  had  no  wish  to  work  the  man  any  harm.  '^was  the  other 
way  about.  I'd  hoped  to  get  nim  cautioned  .n  time.  Un- 
fortunately the  trouble  was  brewed  already,  and  when  I 
spoke  to  Bachelor,  it  ■  •  ly  served  to  conhrm  his  suspicions, 
iiut  I  sujipose  nobody  doubts  my  motives  ?  " 

He  looked  at  Ruth  as  he  spoke.  She  was  wij)ing  glasses 
and  p.iid  him  no  attention. 

"  'Tis  a  parlous  busuiess  for  the  family,"  declared  Peter. 
"  I  never  heard  that  a  mother  found  herself  equal  to  such 
a  hard  thing  afore." 

"  She  was  wrt)ng  for  my  part,"  answered  the  policeman  ; 
and  Samuel  Bolt  confessed  that  he  bLmed  Mrs.  Pomeroy 
also. 

"  She  ought  to  have  looked  on  ahead  ;  but  no  woman 
ever  does,"  murmured  Joel. 

"  'Twas  too  terrible  a  thing  and  will  set  the  house  against 
Itself  for  ever,"  foretold  Samuel  Bolt. 

Northmore,  however,  took  the  other  side. 

"  I  don't  agree  with  you,"  he  said.  "  '  Twas  a  brave  and 
seemly  thing  for  her  to  do  and  ..." 

To  tlie  astonishment  of  the  company  Ruth  interrupted 
him.  Anger  lighted  lier  face.  Her  voice  shook  with  it. 
F"or  the  first  time  in  the  experience  of  any  present  she 
revealed  a  fien  e  tem])er  ;  and  it  was  Matthew  Northmore 
who  suffered  the  storm. 

"  You  say  that  !  You,  that  went  behind  the  man's  back 
and  pretended  to  be  his  friend  and  stabbed  him  !  '  A 
brave  thing  !  '  About  as  brave  as  what  you  did  yourself, 
I  should  think  !  \\'hat  had  he  ever  done  to  you  that  you 
should  treat  him  so  ?  What  had  he  ever  done  to  his  mother 
that  she  should  cast  him  out  like  that  ?  'Twas  no  true 
mother  did  that  afore  God  !  And  you're  no  true  man  to 
have  done  this  at  th.  bidding  ol  that  envious  wretch  there." 
She  pointed  at  Emmanuel  Codd,  who  answered  with  a  laugh 

"  So  missy's  got  a  tongue  and  a  temper  after  all !  And 
seemingly  we've  found  'em  both." 

His  mind  gloated  over  new  possibilities.  He  continued 
to  cackle  in  the  silence  that  followed  Ruth's  speech  ■   then 
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"  I'm  bitterly  ^orry  to  think  you  don't  take  my  wonl. 
Mi  .  Kcndlc— biltnly  soiry.  I  hope  }-ou'll  hve  to  se.' 
(iitti  rently.  You  i  an  ask  the  inspcc  tor  what  time  I  fust 
ninitidned  Poineroy  to  him,  if  yon  hke.  'Twas  too  kite 
i^'at  Baclielur  kept  iiis  counsel  and  I  did  not  know  what  I 
iiad  done." 

Thfu  Piter,  to  gain  private  ends,  took  his  kinswoman's 
part. 

"The  question  is  wliat  you  wanted  to  interfere  foi 
at  all,  if  I  may  say  so,"  he  remarked  firndv.  "  I  hate  the 
old  to  be  against  the  young.  'Twas  no  m(")re  than  a  bit  of 
silly,  high  spirits  in  the  man,  and  I  do  think  that  he's 
punidied  a  deal  too  hard.  Clink's  clink,  and  it  sticks 
terrible  do>e  to  a  chaj)  after.  It  takes  a  very  strong  sort 
of  nature  {<>  lift  up  above  such  a  blow  ;  and  Ives  Pomeroy, 
beinL;  what  he  is,  will  go  down  as  sure  as  there's  a  screw 
loose  in  him.     His  mother's  done  for  him  in  my  opinion." 

"  She  knows  best,"  said  Northmore.  "  If  Miss 
Rtndle  ..." 

fie  broke  off  blankly,  for  Ruth,  at  the  mention  of  her 
name,  left  the  bar  and  did  not  return  to  it. 

"  You've  made  her  properly  cross,"  said  Peter.  "  And 
I  don't  blame  her.  A  great  stickler  for  justi<  e  she  be,  and 
with  all  the  sense  of  a  man.  There's  no  doubt  most  people 
will  agree  with  her  that  you're  much  to  blame,  Matthew." 

'■  'Tis  poor  Mrs.  Pomcrov  is  to  blame  in  my  humble 
opnuon,  not  Mr.  Northmore,"  said  Samuel  Bolt.  "  How 
did  he  know  what  would  fall  out  ?     Rut  she  did." 

"  Mrs.  Pomeroy 's  a  woman,"  re})lied  Peter,  "  and  the 
wisest  woman  among  us  may  lose  her  head  at  a  pinch  and 
take  a  wrong  turn— especially  a  mother.  Wrong  she  have 
done,  if  my  judgment  counts  for  anything.  She  ought  to 
have  held  her  tongue  and  let  the  police  go,  and  pleaded  with 
the  rash  felU)w  afterwards." 

"  She  did  right— dead  right,"  answered  Northmore  ;  and 
with  this  sentiment  he  left  the  bar. 

"  .My  word  !     You  gived  him  a  flea  in  his  ear    Peter  " 
said  Joel.     "  And  I'm  not  sorry,  fur  he'll  keep  away  now 
Not  a  drink  ordered  again,  you  see.     Naught  but  his  silly 
books  tor  Ruth.     But  she've  made  her  mind  v.voti-.r  .-u-;"t- 
to-night  too— thank  God.     She's  done  with  hirn,"  anyhow"*' 
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"I  hope  he'll  take  it  so.  Her  eyes  Hashed  scorn  against 
him — \-ery  surprising." 

"  Who'd  have  thought  the  young  woman  had  got  surh 
a  temper  hidden  away  .=  "  asked  Mr.   Bolt. 

"  They  all  have,"  answered  Codd.  "  Trust  me  :  there's 
not  one  of  'em  can't  show  their  claws,  given  the  thing  to 
gaily  'em.  A  proper  tantrum  ;  and  what  do  it  mean  ? 
Trust  me  to  know  !  " 

"  Trust  ycni  to  put  a  wrong  meaning  on  it,"  said  the 
policeman,  who  did  not  like  Mr.  Codd.  "  If  us  of  the  force 
was  to  follow  out  all  the  things  you  say,  ther  'd  not  be  a 
man  this  side  of  Princetown  as  wasn't  in  trouble — exicpt 
yi'Uiself." 

"  If  I  '-an  see  furthe'-  through  a  niillstoni  than  you, 
Nirholas,  'tis  your  misfortune  in  your  line  (/  life,"  said 
Emmanuel  sharply.  "  Too  mild  and  trusting  a  man  for  the 
police,  you  be,  as  I've  always  said." 

Joel  now  looked  at  the  matter  from  another  point  of  view 
and  indulged  in  a  generalization. 

"  A  fool  and  not  more  nor  less — that  Pomeroy,"  he  de- 
clared. "  We  must  suffer  fools  gladly,  as  the  bible  tells  us ; 
but  'tis  a  great  trouble  to  a  ommunity  to  have  'em  m  it, 
and  a  great  drag  on  credit  and  progress  in  general." 

"  That's  what  the  fools  be  here  for,"  answered  his  brother. 
"  If  'twasn't  for  them,  us  clever  people  would  be  too  clever, 
and  the  world  might  go  on  too  fast.  They  be  meant  to 
I'heck  progress," 

■'  Ah,"  said  Mr.  Joel.  "  And  mighty  well  they  do  their 
work." 

"  For  my  part,"  declared  Codd,  "  speaking  -_  a  man  not 
ignorant  of  stock-rearing  in  general,  I  do  h(jld  out  to  the 
death  that  they  oughtn't  to  be  allowed  to  breed." 

Samuel  Bolt  stared. 

"  My  imers  !  What  a  thought  !  "  he  gasped.  "  You  never 
larned  that  to  church,  nor  yet  to  school  neither,  Emmanuel." 

"It  come  from  my  work  along  with  shorthorns,"  con- 
fessed Mr.  Codd.  "  And  I  believe,  if  put  in  practice, 
'twould  answer  to  a  miracle." 

"  It  won't  do  by  any  means,"  said  Joel  Toop  ;  "  and 
it  shows  how  to  right  one  wrong  you'd  do  a  worse.'  'Tis  a 
\'ery  connnon   lault  with  radicals." 
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"  Provr  it  thon." 

"  Easy  I  iiough.  Suppose  ns  only  tho  wiso  men  was 
allowrdto  have  families — just  (onsider  of  it  ;  what  wmiUl 
happ'ii  ^    How  many  wise  m(marc  thore  to  l)ip;in  with  :"  " 

"  Damnfew— that's  gran  ted,"  answfifd  Nicholas  Wairrn. 

"  And  always  have  been  few,  and  always  will  1m\  Tln'ie- 
foro.  if  the  other  sort  didn't  get  a  show,  the  human  world 
would  dwuidle  to  nought  afore  you  could  look  rounil. 
Wi-^f?  men  may  be  the  salt  of  the  earth,  but  fools  are  the 
staj>le  of  it.  In  fact  they  lie  the  bulk  of  every  nation.  'Tis 
the  plan  of  G(jd.  If  us  was  all  wise  and  all  good.  His  al- 
mighty task  be  ended  and  the  Devil's  job  likewise.  'Twoukl 
be  the  same  as  if  they  was  all  Conservatives  in  the  House  of 
Parliament.  What  Would  happen?  Nothing.  In  fact, 
the  human  mind  lan't  picture  such  a  situation." 

"  Contrary  to  nature,  no  doubt,"  admitted  Samuel 
Holt.  "  Of  course  what's  contrary  to  nature  can't  be,  can 
it,  Mr.  Toop." 

"  It  cannot,  Sam.  And  therefore,"  summed  up  Joel, 
"  we  must  have  fools,  and  we  must  have  chaps  like  Pomeroy, 
and  chaps  like  Norlhmore,  and  women  with  queer  opinions, 
like  the  mother  of  the  prisoner — and  others  I  know  ;  and 
even  right  down  rogues  and  vagabonds — such  as  this  here 
man  !  " 

Thus  did  Joel  well  ome  Moleskin,  who  entered  the  bar 
while  he  concluded  his  philosophical  reflections. 

"  That's  a  nice  way  to  greet  a  chap  just  off  his  bed  of 
sickness,"  said  the  poacher.  "  However,  you  always  had 
a  funny  idea  of  a  joke.  You  didn't  ought  to  make  jokes, 
Joel.  They  don't  suit  y-^ur  tone  of  voice,  my  old  dear. 
Rut  what's  this  they  tcii  me  of  young  Mr.  Pomeroy  ? 
J.  hope  'tis  only  a  si'V  story,  Nicholas  Warren  ?  " 

"  True  enough,"  said  the  policeman.  '  I  helped  to 
rake  him." 

Moleskin  heard  every  particular  of  the  narrative  and 
expressed  himself  as  much  amazed. 

"  At  the  very  beginning  of  the  man's  career — to  go  and 
let  hina  be  nabbed  like  that  !  'Twill  spoil  his  nerve  for 
years  very  like,  and  make  him  take  a  hatred  of  policemen. 
And  I  -^are  swear  the  Door  fellow's  innocent  as  an  unborn 
baby." 
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"  Yon'ni  a  deej)  scoundrel,"  answered  Codd  fiercely. 
"  Standin;;  there  afore  honest  men  and  pretending  as  you 
know  nought.  You'm  a  disgrace  to  the  police,  that's 
what  you  are — like  a  thing  they  can't  cure  be  a  disgrace  to 
the  doctors." 

Mr.  Cawker  ordered  his  liquor  and  laughed  uproar- 
iously. 

"  Can't  cure  me  and  can't  rati  h  me,  ch,  my  old  blid  ? 
Catrh  me  last  and  cure  me  afterwards,  as  the  tiaddock 
said.  And  why  can't  they  cati  h  me  ?  Because  I  never 
do  nothing  to  merit  it.  All  you  righteous  church-goers 
know  very  well  that  wickedness  be  punished.  Of  course 
'lis.  Then  wh\-  b m't  I,  if  I'm  what  you  think  I  be  ?  But 
the  truth  is  that  I'm  an  upright,  straight  chap  as  no  man 
have  ever  seen  do  anything  oi.  L.-,ide  law  and  order.  'Tis 
you  and  Joel  here  as  he  the  wicked  ones  to  say  such  things 
against  me.  It  strains  my  charity  now  and  again  to  keep 
friends  with  such  people." 

He  winked  at  the  policeman,  and  Codd  answered — 

"  You  led  the  man  away,  and  the  sin's  on  your  shoulders 
and  the  money's  in  your  pocket." 

"  In  that  case,"  answered  Mr.  Cawker,  "  the  pohce  have 
certainly  collared  the  wrong  man,  as  their  manner  is. 
If  I  shot  the  birds  and  took  the  money,  what  have  they 
arrested  Ives  for  ?  Let  'em  tell  us  that.  Anyway,  as  I 
was  in  bed  all  the  time  by  doctor's  orders,  with  deep 
mischief  in  the  breathing  parts,  I  don't  quite  see  how  I 
could  be  down  to  Oaktown  shooting  pheasants.  But  of 
course  such  a  wicked  devil  as  me  can  be  in  two  places  at 


once. 


And  I  hope 


"  We'll  take  you  yet,"  answered  Warren. 
I  may  be  the  man  to  do  it.  Moleskin." 

"  For  your  own  credit  I'm  sure  I  hope  you  may  be. 
'Twor'.ld  be  a  great  feather  in  your  cap,  Nicholas  ;  though, 
to  be  frank,  I'm  not  liopeful  for  you.  But  neither  you  nor 
another  will  ever  take  me.  I'm  an  honest  man— as  honest 
as  my  father  before  me." 

"  Just  about  the  same,  I  should  reckon.  We  know 
what  hajjped  to  him,"  said  Emmanuel  Codd. 

Presently  the  <  onveii-ation  returned  to  Mr=. 
and  the  thing  that  she  had  done. 


-•J 


OPINIONS 


125 


--■J 


••  Only  one  of  us  supports  her.  and  him  a  teetotaler— 
Maithfw  Noithmoro,  in  fact,"  said  Joel 

•  \  man  inrhned  to  be  very  uh'  haritable.  admitted  Mr. 
Cawker.  "  Means  well,  I  dare  say.  but  tumble  narrow- 
minded  and  quirk  to  think  evil." 

•  Miss  Ruth  dressed  him  down  pretty  sharp,  how- 
.vor':'  answered  Samuel  Bolt.  "  My  w.ud  '  Her  speech 
hummed   about   his   ear   like   an   an.-ry   appledrane. 

■   She    gave  him  hell,  to  say  it    in  a  word,     declared 

'•'(')uit.- 1  iqht,  too."  answered  the  p-Ku  her.  "  He  deseiA'ed 
It  He  hates  Ives  Pomcroy,  and  he  hates  me.  Out  ot 
.lu-r  friendship  I  offrred  to  trap  a  few  score  rabbits  lor  t.ie 
man  a  bit  ago  ;  but  he'd  nune  of  me.  That  s  how  I  m 
treated  And  yet  there's  not  a  spark  more  evil  in  me  than 
in  Sammv  i^^lt  here.  Good  plain-dealers,  both  of  us,  and 
simple-hearted,  as  hr-nest  men  should  be  :  just  the  sort  o 
innocent  fellows  as  would  go  fo.x-huntmg  with  a  pack  ot 
'^heep  !     Ban't  we,  Sammv  ?  " 

But  Mr.  n.!t  grew  rather  hot  and  indrmiant  ^ 
"  I  won't  be  classed  with  you,  Cawker,"  he  said.  Not 
for  a  moment  will  I  suffer  it.  You've  got  a  very  bad  re- 
cord de'^pite  all  your  jokes  and  silly  nonsense.  Youve 
done  many  things  you  can't  lookback  upon  with  pleasure, 
and  you're  not'  such  an  upright  character  as  you  say 
No,  It  ban't  fair  to  me  to  mention  us  in  the  same  breath 
—it  really  ban't  fair." 

"  More  it  is,"  answered  the  poacher.  I  quite  grant 
that— such  a  good  boy  as  you  !  Run  along  home,  Sammy, 
to  your  fine  red  wife  ;    or,  if  she  don't  want  you,  go  to 

mother !  "  ,  ,     r  1       w  j 

Poor  Samuel  departed  in  the  sound  of  laughter,  and 

Emmanuel  Codd  accompanied  him.     The  night  air  cooled 

the  younger  man's  weak  anger  and  he  returned  to  the 

great  subject  of  the  moment. 

••  What  dot^s  Mr.  Brown  say  ?  "  asked  Bolt  presently. 

"Have  he  comforted  them  yet?" 

"  He  was  there  when  I  left,"  answered  Codd.      '  Can  t 

-ay  Arthur  Brown  ^omforled  'em  much.     He  wants  com- 

»  Appledrane  :  A  wasp. 
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fort  hiniself  mmo  lik,-.     This  joli  have  shook  liini  ,i  Lit  - 
suth  a  terrible  proper  person  as  him." 

"  Twas  his  h\isiness  to  cheer  up  poor  Lizzie,  surely  ?  " 
"  Don't  know  what  he  thought  aliout  that.  All  lie  said 
to  me  was  that  it  mi,L;ht  lie  a  v(  rv  serious  ihiii;^  for  a  youn^ 
man's  lutiiie  to  marry  into  a  lamily  like  the  Pomcroys. 
Soproprrhelie  !  But  I  dare  say  I  shall  (at(h  even  him  out 
in  SOUK  thing  some  day,  for  I've  never  nut  the  man  yet 
you  couldn't  trap  doing  a  dirty  trick  soon  or  late.  You've 
only  Rot  to  be  patient  and  wat'  hlul  ;  and  the  weakness  of 
Iiiinian  nature  will  do  the  rest.  " 

"  He  ou^ht  to  have  comforted  he;,  I'm  sure,  and  never 
spared  a  thought  to  hini;,clf  at  such  a  tragical  time," 
asserted  Samuel. 


BOOK  il 


CIIAI'TF-iC    I 

Tin:  i-ACi:s  of  'IHE  kiuks 

T->K()M    the    giaiute   iastuess   vi    th.'    \ix.-n,  _\\1..  iv   its 
P       ImUK  iiu'iits  and    towers  ascend  almve    Walla,   peer 
h.rth  many  ta(  es  of  men  and  beasts,  and  monsters  that 
are  neither  one  nor  other.     The  giant  rises  brokenly  to 
its  double  crown.     Certain  low  slabs  about  the  foundations 
are  succeeded  by  blocks  ttiat  now  ai)pear  to  have  been 
piled  .  f  "^et  purpose,  but  in  tiuth  are  weathered  out  from 
the  primal  ma^s.     Then  rise  esiai laments  around  the  main 
l)uik  oi  the  tor.     The  A'ixen  stands  above  a  hundred  fe-'t 
high.,  \Mth  precipucs  round  about  and  ledges  and  crags 
on*  every  side.     To  the  West  these  grow  le>s  formidable, 
for  time  has  dealt  roughly  with  them  ;    immense  boulders, 
as  large  as  hayslai  ks,  ha\e  been  torn  from  aloft  and  the 
colossus  is  robbed  oi  halt   its  members      These  piles  of 
stoiu'  now  lie  round  about  deep  buried  in  tin;  turf,  and  tell 
(,f  ages  wlun  the  body  from  whidi  they  fell  was  mightier 
lai  than  now,  and  when  its  com])onents  lent  to  the  whole 
a  contour  widelv  different  from  that  at  pn  sent  lifted  before 
men's  ej-es.     Thrcjugh  the  dim  shades  of  pre-historic  time 
conscious  intelligence   beheld   these   rocks  in   the  desert, 
and  perchance  traced  upon  their  brow  and  verge  the  like- 
ness of  living  things  it  knew  ;    but  the  very  stars  have 
wheeled  into  different  patterns  since  those  primal  people 
passed,  and  Vixen  scowls  or  smiles  wi+V  other  faces  than 
they  saw. 

to-day,  viewed  from  the  north  this  mass  resembles  a  weary 
giant  sitting  with  his  back  against  a  stone  greater  than  inui- 
self.     His  immense  head  is  be  nt  forward  and  the  lines  ol  neck 
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and  shoulders  suggest  a  beinj^  forlorn  and  unliappy.     Seen 
horn  Walla's  eastern  bank  a-  russ  the  \all(V,  the  tor  presents 
a  eountenance  snake-like  and  sini>ter.      This   presentment 
hnnps  to   the   mind   a  gargoyle,  half  ape.  half  fiend,  that 
broods  over  Pans  liom  the  heights  of  Notre  Dame.     From 
beneath  a  tiat  diade-m  the  <-reature's  slojMng  brow  pro- 
trnd(  s,  runs  into  a  pointed  nose  and  ends  in  a  full   deep 
iinizzle  that  bulges,  like  a  tiger's.     Upon  mighty  shoulders 
this  evil  pate  is  perched,  and  before  the  idol,  like  a  com- 
I-any  of  worshippers  at  some  demon  shrine,  extend  squat 
thorn  trees  in  a  scattered  row  along  the  breast  of  the  hill 
Viewed  tiom  elsc'where  xhe   tor  takes  shajje    of  a  sj.hm.x 
or  shows  the  wide-eved  Ethiop,  Memnon— slayer  of  lions 
and  lover  of  women.       Him  Achilles  slew  ;    but  here  his 
immense  image  still  stares  cast  and  broods  over  the  rising 
of  the  god  he  worslnpped  ;  here  fair  /Eos  still  sheds  mother 
tears  that  glitter  upon  her  ron's  feet  in  the  grey  twiliphts 
of  the  morning.  " 

Avisa  Pom.roy.  u]ion  her  way  to  Merivale,  turned  a 
httle  out  ol  the  road  that  she  might  look  upon  the  Vi.xen 
from  a  crtaiii  point  oi  the  western  hill  l)evond  it  Beside 
her  walked  kuiurt  J(ihiison,  the  second  hand  of  the  farm 
;nd  lie  e.xpkuned  the  thing  that  he  meant  to  show  his 
mistress. 

•■  The  very  daps  of  Misi  r  Ives,  I  do  assure  'e  'Tis  a 
bit  of  stone  alolt  'pon  the  brink  of  the  upper  rocks  and 
It  you  catch  it  towards  sundown  as  it  is  n<nv,  you  'can't 
ail  to  mark  the  likeness.  I  stared  when  I  seed  it,  and  my 
hrst  thought  was  that  you'd  be  pleased.  There's  a  bit  ui 
grass  and  briar  tangles  over  the  brow  of  un,  for  all  the 
world  the  same  as  his  hair  to  tangle  upon  his  forehead  " 
1  shal  hke  much  to  see  it,  Rupert,"  said  Avisa.  "  And 
1  m  sure  I  hoi)e  it  won't  be  long  afore  we  all  see  my  son 
himself.  -^ 

"I  hope  it  won't,  ma'am.  Farm's  awful  desolate  with- 
out lum,  and  his  dog  be  cruel  wisht  and  oft  her  food  There's 
only  two  more  days  of  the  time  to  go  and  then 

Mrs.    Tomeroy  did  not  speak,  and  they  walked'on  to  a 

.;..t  not  far  removed  from  an  annmt  cross,  known  as  the 

Windvstone,     which  stands  b,.side  a  iivulet  upon  that 
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"Now  p\e:\^e  to  Inok,  ina'um.  Tlie  sunlight  be  just 
touching  the  chin  of  him  !  " 

Johnson  pointed  to  the  edge  of  the  Vixen,  and  Mrs. 
Pomeroy  was  interested  to  see  something  that  by  stretch 
of  the  imagination  might  be  hkened  to  a  profile  of    Ives. 

"  Very  clever  indeed  of  you  to  mark  it.  How  surprised 
he'll  be:  You  must  show  it  to  him,  but  like  enough  he'll 
not  see  it  him-i-lf,  for  no  man  knows  his  own  fashion  of 
face,  but  overrates  or  scorns  it  too  nuich  according  to  his 
natiu'e." 

"  I  doubt  he'll  never  climb  up  there  again,  ma'am." 

"  Well,  he  might  be  in  better  places.  'Tis  time  he  put 
awav  childish  things,  Rupert  ;  and  coon  he  will." 

The  lalMjurer  left  her  then,  and  having  agam  regarded 
nature's  sketch  in  stone  and  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
it  was  really  quite  unlike  her  boy,  Avisa  turned  to  the 
road  and  presently  descended  into  Merivale. 

She  stopped  where  Rachel  Bolt's  cottage  stood  beside 
the  way,  over  against  Samuel's.  Rachel,  according  to  her 
custom,  sat  beside  a  front  window,  and  when  she  saw  the 
visitor,  she  rose  and  welcomed  her. 

"  Haven't  seed  'e  this  l(jngful  time,  my  dear,  and  very 
glad  I  be  to  do  it.  Come  in,  c(jnie  in.  Us'U  ha\e  a  cup 
of  tea.  Thank  the  Lord  you  ban't  one  of  they  '  dash  in, 
dash  out  '  sort.  When  you  do  come,  you  come  at  leisure 
and  bide  a  reasonable  time  with  a  neighbour." 

As  usual  the  older  woman  was  aitsorbed  with  her  own 
affairs.  Partly  from  dehcacy,  chiefly  from  choice,  she 
made  no  mention  of  Ives,  but  dwelt  on  her  own  son  and  his 
wife. 

"  All  goes  well  with  them,  I'm  bound  to  say,"  she  began 
while  they  ate  and  drank.  "  'Twas  certain  that  such  a 
son  should  get  a  good  v.  ife.  Yes — taking  it  all  round — a 
good  wife,  Avisa  ;  but  that's  not  to  say  she's  quite  all 
I  hoped  and  expected  aj  a  daughter-in-law." 

"  No  aiother's  e^er  satisfied  in  that  quarter." 

"  Naturally  ;  and  with  a  man  like  my  Samuel — how- 
ever. I've  got  him  still,  and.  after  all,  nothing  else  don't 
matter  much.  'Tis  curious  that  the  girl  should  be  clever 
in  some  ^v:u■s  and  chuckledieaded  m  otliers.  But  so  it  is. 
That  faint'    weath'-r  with  tiniiider  in  the  air  as  we  had  a 
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bit  ago,  acted  very  strangely  upon  her.  She'd  none  of 
me,  but  just  went  off  tlirce  days  ruiniing — once  to  her 
father  and  twire  up  on  the  Moor  all  alone.  A  lack  of 
sense  and  patience  ;  still  a  good  wife  to  Samuel,  for  I've 
got  his  own  word,  and  he  couldn't  tell  a  falsehood  for  all 
the  tin  in  Coriuvall." 

"That's  ail  right  then." 

"  The  child  will  be  a  great  arrival.  No  time  lost.  Biit 
Sam's  set  up  his  winter  cough  again,  I'm  sorry  iov  to  say. 
I'd  ho])ed  us  would  hear  no  more  of  that.  However, 
when  I  mentioned  it  she  showed  a  bit  of  temper." 

"  You  must  be  reasonable,  Rachel  m\  dear.  The  girl 
can't  help  Samuel's  cough." 

"  I  don't  say  she  can  ;  yet  she  ought  to  be  sorry  about 
it,  not  cross  with  me  for  moaning  over  it  a  bit.  What 
mother  wouldn't  ?  And  knowing,  too,  that  his  father 
went  off  in  a  decline  without  rhyme  or  reason  in  his  forties." 

"  Do  she  cook  prett>-  well  for  him  ?  " 

"  To  be  honest  with  you,  Avisa,  she  don't.  I  take 
my  dinner  along  with  them  Sundays—always.  'Twa;> 
Sam's  wish — not  hers,  I  believe.  But  you  cari't  be  sure 
from  week  to  week  how  the  meat  will  go.  Sometimes 
'tis  all  anybody  could  wish — tender  all  through  and  nicely 
browned  atop  with  the  juice  pouring  out  at  everv  cut,  and 
the  gravy  and  vegetables  everything  they  should  l)e  ; 
and  sometimes  'tis  quite  the  other  way  and  beyond  my 
poor  tiH'tli  altogether.  Yorkshire  pudding  she  can't  cook, 
and  I'vv  offered  to  show  her  huw  every  Sunday  since  they 
was  married  ;  but  she've  never  let  me  do  it.'' 

"  She'll  larn  in  time,  be  sure      Busy  sewing,  no  doubt." 

"  Not  she  !  Wh^n  I  rennnd  her,  as  I  do  pretty  near 
every  day.  'tis  always  the  same  answer.  '  Plenty  of  time, 
I'lenty  of  time.'  I'm  doing  what  I  can  on  the  quiet  only 
known  to  Samuel.  She'll  be  thankful  when  the  hour 
comes,  but  she'd  be  angry  if  she  knowvd  it  now 
soft  Woman,  you  understand,  .\visa.  Hard  as 
fact,   where  you'd  least  exjieit  it." 

"  I  slKHildn't  ha\e  tht-u^ht  lluit." 

"  True,  I  assure  'e.     Then   (at  ( lietted  '  last  week  and 
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if  she  (li'ln't  drown  every  one  c.    t 


m  with  her  uwii  hand 


under  the  yowhnp;  ni' 


ther's  very  nose  !     '  II«nv  could  you 


go 


for  to  do  it  ?  '  Faxed  her 


Because  your  son  wouldn't, 


she 


Son 


had  to  :  us  don't  want  six  cats. 


said.     ■  bonic  person 
Mrs.   Pomerov  laughed. 
"  I  suppose  that  was  true,  Ra.hel." 
"  Of  course,  but  'twas  the  way  she  said  it.     '  Good  Lord, 
jill  '    1    answered   her.     '  Your   voice   do   rnal<(>   my   lle-h 
cream  down  my  ^^\ne.     'Tis  a  voice  that  may  l)e  the  V(Mce 
of  a  woman  who'd  so  soon    drown  a   baby  as  a  kitten  !^^ 
Then  she  lost  her  temper,  I'm  sorry  to  say,  and  I  left  her." 
Avisa's  heart  went  out  to  Jill.     She  had  never  cared 
about  the  girl,  but  the  recital  of  these  events  softened  her 
dislike  to  sincere  pity. 

"  So  untidy  too,"  s',i<l  Mr^.  B'-lt.     "  You   know  what  a 
man  Samueris— the  pmk  of  neatness  in  his  person  and 
everything.     Washes  to  the   waist  every  d.iy  of   his   lite, 
and "  a  hot    bath    on    Satunlay    night.     Hut    she    makes 
trouble  even  about   that— some  nonsense  about  the    lire 
being  let  out  and  v,  anting  to  go  to  bed  early,  or  something. 
But   I  don't  interfere— don't  think  that,  Avisa.     I  know 
a  riKither's  ]ila.\'.  thank  Cod.     Just  a  word  in  season  to 
Samuel  behind  the  scenes,  but  iKjthing  more  than  that. 
He  comes  in  and  smokes  his  pipe  of  ar     vening  now  and 
again,  for  she's  terrible  fond  of  going  to  bed  early.     Not 
very  civil  to  the  man  who  works  for  her  all  daylong  ;  but 
so  it  is.     And  when  she's  washed  up,  she'll  <  ften  leave  him 
so  as  he  can't  hear  his  own  voice  or  play  liei  a  tunc  on 
his  llute  ;  so  naturally  he  comes  across  the  roafl,  where 
his  voice  and  his  flute  be  blessed  mu>ic  and  always  welcome." 
A\-isa  nodded  and  her  friend  read  some   admonishment 
into  the  gesture. 

"  Don't  you  think  1  don't  like  her,  oi  any  such  Lhing, 
you  know.'  We've  all  got  our  faults  and  failings,  and  many 
fif  them  are  cured  as  time  goes  on,  though  certainly  many 
get  worse  too.  However,  I'm  very  hopeful  that  she'll 
increase  in  sense— as  she  must  do  with  such  a  sensible 
man  alw.-vs  at  her  elbow— who  could  help  it  ?  I  don't 
force  my  sense  on  her,  Avisa — tar  from  that.  I  merely 
look  on  and  hold  off.  But  lookers-on  see  most  of 
the  game,  of  course." 
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"  That's  just  it,"  answered  the  other.  "  Teopln  don't 
like  other  eyes  over  their  cards  uhen  they'm  playing  the 
game  of  life.  If  there's  one  thing  more  maddening  than 
to  be  showed  where  you've  plaved  wrong  by  somebody  out 
of  the  game,  it  is  to  know  you've  played  wrong  and  to 
know  that  somebody  else  knows  it  too,  but  won't  say  a 
word." 

"  I'll  say  nought— not  to  her.  I  never  will  come  be- 
tween husband  and  wife  that  way.  My  son's  love  and 
worship  be  everything  in  the  world  that's  left  to  li\'e  for, 
and  if  I  shook  him  off  me  by  saying  a  word  against  Jill,  I 
should  die." 

The  o*'.or  was  silent  for  some  time  ;  then  she  spoke. 

"  If  you've  drunk  your  tea  we'll  go  over  and  see  the 
girl.  I'd  like  to  tlo  it.  Haven't  seen  her  to  have  a  tell 
with  since  she  married." 

"  Sorry  I  can't,"  com'essed  Mrs.  Bolt.  "  I  was  in  there 
this  morning  and  we  didn't  have  words — God  grant  we 
never  shall  have — but  I  ventured  t(j  say  some  little  thing 
about  the  pastr\'  tu  dinner  last  Sundnv.  and  I  mentioned 
a  leaking  powder  I  always  used,  owing  to  Samuel's  digestion 
being  not  all  one  could  wish  ;  and  she  misunderstood 
and  thought  I  was  advising,  and  spoke  rather  short  and 
said  unkind  things  about  Sam's  inward  parts.  A  mother 
couldn't  stand  that,  Avisa.  So  I  just  up  and  left  her. 
And  I've  made  up  my  mind  not  to  call  in  again  till  to- 
morrow—just  to  mark  I  was  hurt." 

"Then  I'll  go  alone,"  said  Mrs.   Pomeroy. 

"Be  vory  careful,"  urged  her  friend.  '''She's  like  a 
cat  on  hot  bricks  sometimes.  Don't  you  ad\-isc  nothing. 
whatever  you  may  see  that  calls  for  altering.  And  you'll 
see  a  k)t.     But  be  blind  to  it,  my  dear,  for  Samuel's  sake." 

Avisa  promised  to  exercise  all  possible  caution,  and 
presently  went  across  the  road  while  Rachel  watched 
nervously  from  her  window. 

"  God  send  she'll  be  cautious  and  pick  her  words  !  "  the 
old  woman  muttered  to  herself. 


Jill  was  sulky  at  fust,  for  she  had  seen  Mrs.  Pomeroy 
come  from  her  mother-in-law's  door.     She  dusted  a  chair 
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tinned    neither    Mrs. 


B'llt    nor    Samuel:    she    ..mrerned 


hfrself  only  with  the  woin 


an,  and  was  very  g!ad    to  hear 


that  J  ill  found  herself  well  and  hearty.     The  girl  belied 
Ra(  hel,  for  sue  Nvas  at  work  with  her  needle. 

They  spoke  of  the  great  business  of  maternity  ;  then, 
since  Avisa  made  no  mention  of  the  old  woman  over  the 
wav  Jill  perversely  prepared  to  do  so.  She  stopped, 
however,  and  her  thoughts  chose  another  theme 
'  '■  I  want  to  say  if  you'll  let  me,  that  I  ve  thought  a 
terrible  lot  about  you,  '.Mrs.  Ponieroy.  'Twas  a  very  great 
sorrow  to  me— Ives.  Because  we  were  \-ery  good  friends 
once,  you  know,  and  he's  a  dear  chap  really,  though  very 
young  and  reckless  here  and  there.  No  sensible  person 
will  take  much  account  ..f  this,  1  reckon— anyway  me 
and  Sa  nuel  don't,  I  say  such  a  lesson  may  be  the  making 
of  Ives,  and  I  hope  it  will  lie," 

The  mother's  face  brightened  gently. 
'•  rhank  vou,  Iill,"  she  answered.     "  Few  have  got  the 
courage  to  name'  him  to  me  ;    and  that's  because  few  but 
think  I  did  wrong  to  give  him  i^r     I  know  you  liked  huii 
Did  vou  mark  what  he  said  in  c^.urt  ?     I  did.     He  aired 
his  opinions,  and  lackilv  one  of  the  justices  was  a  good 
man   with  sense  and  patience.     Twas   all   in  the   news- 
paper     The    gentleman    argued    with    Ives,    and    atter- 
wards  Ives  thanked  him  in  open  court  and  said  he  hadn  t 
looked  at  capital  and  labour  like  that,  and  owned  up  he  d 
done   wrong!     Oh,    Jill  I     That's   me   in  him !     'Tis   the 
dawning  of  a  difference  !     I  never  feared  to  own  I  d  been 
wicked,  if  'twas  proved  to  me  I  had  been.   That  power  corned 
e.ulier  with  me,  because  a  woman  gets  wisdom  quicker  than 
a  man  though  she  can't  hold  so  much  in  the  long  run.     But 
now  he's  owned  he  was  wrong.     'Tis  a  very  great,  hopctul 
sign.     And  thank  you  kindly  for  naming  his  name  to  me. 
'Tis  a  word  my  ear  be  very  hungry  to  hear,  but  few  speak 
it  now — out  of  mistaken  kindness." 

Jill  was  rather  nervous  and  yet  gratified  at  this  avowal. 
"  Please  the  Lord  he'll  soon  be  backalong  !  "  she  said. 
"  He's  a  very  fine  cli.ip  and  only  wants  the  sense  that 
life  will  bring  him.  Fire  ban't  all  a  bad  thing,  as  i  know 
who  have  it,  and  too  much  of  it.  Wish  my  man  felt  a  bit 
more  of  it.     Good  as  Rold,  and  meek  as  Moses,  and  patient 


134 


THE    MOTHER 


asadonkry.     'Tislikr  nought  I'lil  hi,,Hl  and  imlkat  all  your 
nie.i's.     Sometimes  I  wish  to  God  he'd  surar  or  skin  my 


face,  or  do  something;  to  sh  d^ 


iiK'  up  ;    hut   he's  got  no 


dc\il  in  him  to  do  it." 

''  He'll  wear  well,  however." 

"His  uncle  won't  die  neither,"  said  Jill  drearily  "I 
tell  you  these  thing.-,  because  you're  an  undertanditiff 
\voman  and  d..n't  turn  up  the  uhitis  of  yuur  eyos  like  the 
fools  here,  if  you  be  natural  afore  them  and  sneak  your 
mind.  I  married  the  man  because  I  thought  he'd  get 
me  out  01  poverty  and  make  my  hie  v/orth  Ining  J:;ut 
fiis  uncles  well  enough  to  go  up  to  London  and  see  a 
better  doctor.  And  then,  as  if  that  wasn't  enough  there's 
that  old  creature  t'other  side  the  road.  I'd  sooner  have 
a  thousand  thorns  m  my  Oesli  or  sleep  (ui  nettle<^  than  i)e 
alongside  her— always  there -always  there— tearing  at 
my  nerves  '  "  b      •■ 


"I   understand  ju.st  how   'tis,   Jill." 


I  he  gud's  eyes  glowed  and  she  showed  her  teeth      The 
gathered  wrongs  of  many  days  burst  out  of  her  heart 

"(ruel  hatelul,  blundering  old  idiot!  Xo  eommon- 
scnse,  not  a  shied  !  To  see  her  here-  even  a  man  would 
pity  me-~any  man  Init  my  man.  She  must  be  tou,  hing  ' 
Can  (  lot  even  a  blasted  chair  bide  wher-  I  put  it  Now 
she's  watering  the  id<ints  in  the  window;  now  she's  ui) 
messing  over  Samuel's  clothes  ;  now  1  see  her  out  of  the 
corner  of  my  eye  lo..king  at  my  ciarning,  till  .,lten  and  often 
tis  m  me  to  scream  at  her  a.id  tell  her  lor  Chri'^t's  sake  to 
get  home.  Then  the  questions  she  asks-slv  questions 
she  t  links  I  won  t  undeistand  ;  but  they  all  mean  Samuel 
and  his  food,  and  his  drink,  and  all  the  rest  of  it  Good 
G(k1  a  miglity  !  can  I  help  the  man  coughing  !  " 

'I  Can't  Samuel  do  anything  }  Don't  he  see  how  'tis  •-'  " 
Xot  him.  He  hkes  her  better'n  me.  He  goes  sneak- 
ing ui  to  her  many  a  night  when  he  ought  to  spend  his 
evening  here.  H  she-^  but  what's  the  use  of  going  on  ab.mt 
It  .  Ls  must  take  the  rough  with  the  smooth  and  lie  on 
he  bed  we  ve  made  ourselves.  She  can't  live  much 
longer,  I  should  hope-up  home  seventv-hve.     \{  you  only 


knew— why,  last   weei 


flillfT    af     hnr 


I   actually  picked  up  a  stone  to 
one   uiiuiovv   wiiii  iier 
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old  held  bobbins  over  that  red  g.  ranium  and  her  eyes  ui 
here  'Of  course  I  didn't  Ihng  it  ;  but  it  shows  how  raw 
1  be 'that  the  idea  could  even  come  into  my  mine. 
"  ril  see  what  I  can  do,  Jill." 

"  No  no  Mrs.  Punieroy.  You've  got  your  own  busi- 
ness 'Ts  all  right.  Let  things  go.  It  have  done  me 
good  to  let  off  a^bit  of  steam.  1  can  stand  ^t  now  bu 
I'm  looking  on  ahead  when  the  cheel  comes.  A  n  . .ther  s 
a  ver/dillerent  thing  to  a  ch.ldlcss  creature,  and  Msont 
answer  for  what  I  niay  do  if  she  begins  over  the  babby. 
Em  the  eldest  of  e,gh?  myself,  and  Eve  done  every  h.ng 
th.it  can  be  done  lor  'em  except  bear  em  So  kt  htr 
^ep  oft  that,  or  else  .  .  .  She's  a  s.l^^old  gawknn  not 
to  see  my  good  p  .ints,  though  I  say  it.  ,    ,,  .     ,  ,, 

"Leave  her,"  said  Avisa.  "  Ell  not  forget  this  t.dk. 
Allow  for  her  age  Till.  Uon't  let  her  fret  you  more  duui 
you  an  hdp  And  remember  you  be  younger  and  stronger 
in  the  head  than  her.  May  I  see  the  house  alore  I  go  ? 
If  it  ban't  vitty.  Ell  come  again." 
"  See  it  and  welcome." 

Mrs  Pomeroy  praised  a  little  and  commended  Jil  s 
tate  and  skill  in  certam  particulars.  She  stopped  until 
Samuel  came  home,  and  presently  left  the  young  couple 
hi    a   most   amial)le   frame   of   mmd  with   thnn^clvc^  and 

their  treasures.  .  , 

"  A  very  "-e  woman,"  said  the  man.  I  wish,  poor 
soul,  she  hadu  t  such  a  lot  of  trouble  with  her  son 

"  ^he  is  a  nice  woman,"  answered  Jill,  and  111  teU  ym 
for  why  :  she  makes  you  respect  yourself,  and  tis  a  peace- 
ful feeling.  I  wish  I  felt  so  oftener.  As  for  that  man, 
trust  him  to  his  mother." 

Samuel  nodded. 

••  I  hope  she  n;  strong  enough  to  do  it,  he  said  doubt- 
fully. "  But  I  wish  he  was  a  lh(iUght_more  like  my  dear 
parent- more  heart  to  her- eh,  JiU  ?  " 


CII.\PTIK    II 
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LIZZIE  and  her  mother  prepared  for  Ives  on  the  day 
that  his  sentence  was  completed.  A\isa  laisied 
hcTself  with  many  things  ;  the  girl  saw  chietly  to  her 
brother's  room,  made  it  tidy,  set  his  few  books  in  order  and 
put  a  bunch  of  little  chrysanthemums  on  the  table.  As 
evening  came  the  excitement  grew,  and  even  old  Mrs. 
Pomeroy  cou!d  not  sit  still  in  her  chair.  Ttirire  she  secretly 
ihpped  out  to  the  garden  to  see  whether  her  grandson  was 
commg  home  through  the  twilight;  then  h.r  grand- 
daughter found  her  and  called  her  in. 

"  He  won't  be  here  yet,"  she  said.  "  i  lav  he'll  come  in 
on  the  quiet,  his  usual  way  long  afti  r  we  be  all  to  bed." 

"  More  like  he  won't  come  at  all,"  answered  Jane,  sorry 

to  be  caughl.     "  Don't  you  think  I'm  looking  for  him, 

-/-ie.     He's  gone  for  a  soldier  in  my  opinion,  or  worse 

still,  took  to  the  sea.     Our  trouble's  wasted:  he'h  ne^.-er 

come  back." 

Vet  in  her  old  heart  she  too  expected  him,  and  greatly 
loiigc-d  to  see  him. 

Ihe  labourers  were  not  doubtful  ;  for  Johnson  inclined 
ti)\vards  hope,  while  Emmanuel  Codd  most  stoutly  declared 
that  Ives  would  never  return  to  his  home. 

"  Take  it  how  you  please,"  he  said.  "  The  stiff  neck  of 
the  cliap  will  keep  hun  from  commg  back.  He'll  have 
thought  out  what  he's  going  to  do  winle  he  was  to  Tavistock, 
and  U  Won't  be  to  walk  in  here,  as  if  he'd  only  been  away 
for  a  holiday.  And  I've  thought  out  what  he'll  do  also  ; 
but  I   ban't  going  to  tell  anyb(xly." 

Ru]  crt  Johnson  laughed  when  he  heard  the  elder  speak 
thus. 


His  fan 


.  1  'LUUll 

at 


L  I  itu    lai    aiik'f 


lie  an- 
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swcrod      "What  von  think  he'd  do,  'tis  vciv  certani  \u' 
won't  do.      I'll  bet  you  a  day's  wag.'S  he'll  be  back  atmv 

midnight.  ,      ,     .  .1  11 

But  Mr.  Codd  refused  to  bet  and  thereby  lost  three  shil- 
liuL's    for  Ives  Ponierov  did  not  come  bark. 

Until  twelve  o'clock  the  household  sat  up  for  hun.  1  lien 
all  retireil  ;nid  last  among  them  Avisa  also  went  to  Wd. 
In  her  heart  she  hoped  that  the  wanderer  might  be  waiting 
for  the  lights  to  vanish.  She  left  hot  food  below  and  openet 
a  little  window  at  the  rear  of  the  house,  which  was  the  usual 
vntrance-way  of  Ives  after  dark.     But  he  did  not  come. 

Two  nights  later  hope  woke  at  the  sound  (^f  a  late  visitor  ; 
i)ut  the  treble  knock,  as  crisp  and  formal  as  his  own  nature, 
told  of  Arthur  Brown  ;  and  for  the  hrst  tune  in  her  hie, 
Lizzie  regretted  that  it  was  her  sweetheart  and  n.jt  another 
who  had  arrived.  ,,       . 

■  I  had  much  wished  to  welcome  your  brother,     sai. 
the  schoolmaster.     "  But  I  fear  my  opinions  have  pro\-ed 
correct.     Has  anything  been  heard  of  him  ^  " 

"  Nothing.  He  was  free  on  Monday  morning,  and  now 
'tis  Wednesday  night  and  no  news." 

Brown  sighed.  ,  ,  .. ,  1 

"  The  fools  bring  all  the  trouble  mto  the  world,  he  saiit 
"  How  does  Mrs.  Pomeroy  bear  it  ^  " 

"  She's  herself— goes  .ibout  everything  as  usual  and 
leaves  supper  every  night.  She  says  he  won't  be  long- 
seems  hopeful  still." 

The  young  man  shook  his  head. 

"  She  doesn't  understand  human  nature,  Lizzie.  Per- 
haps our  own  flesh  and  blood  is  so  near  and  dear  to  us,  that 
we  can't  look  at  a  son  or  a  daughter  impartially.  But,  as 
a  student  of  character,  I  have  studied  Ives  pretty  closely, 
as  you  know.  Everything  that  is  interesting  to  you  is 
interesting  to  me,  of  course.  I  never  thought  to  have  much 
to  do  with  such  an  irregular  man  ;  but  he's  your  brother  and 
it's  my  duty  to  try  and  help  him— for  my  own  sake,  under- 
stand,' as  well  as  for  yours." 

••  I  only  hope  vou'U  have  the  chance  to  help  him,  Arthur. 
Grandmother's  pretty  wise  too  ;  and  now  she  doesn't  think 
he'll  ever  come  home'again.  He  swore  he  wouldn't  :  we've 
got  to  remember  that. '" 
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^  I  attach  no  importance  to  his  swearinp,"  answered  the 
schoolmaster.  "  These  cliaractcrs,  that  hve  without  (iod 
don  t  tliink  anythm^'  of  an  oath,  I'm  sorry  to  say.  No  ■ 
he  11  consider  his  own  convenience.  Personally  I  should 
notwpnder  if  he  entered  upon  a  i)eriod  of  reckless  living." 
"  Vou  can't  do  that  without  niMiiey,  and  he's  "ot  none" 
answered  Lizzie. 

They  went  in  together,  and  Mr.  Hrown  talked  with  Avisa 
He  ventured  to  caution  her  a.^-ainst  her  sanguine  attitude 
and  she  listened  patiently;  then  she  pivi)ared  a  little 
su)>i»r  tor  her  son  as  usual. 

'•  Vou  may  he  right,  but  I  don't  think  it.  If  I  ,^v  any- 
tlung,  he's  not  far  off.  He'll  come  back  presently  'Tis 
like  tammg  a  shy  creature  home  again  after  it  ha\-e  <.n,  e 
broke  loose.  It  calls  for  patien.e.  There  was  somcthins 
nioving  nigh  the  house  lung  after  dark  last  night,  and  I 
tlunk  1  kiinw  who  'twas,  though  thrre  was  nought  to  see  " 
^^  It  s  all  so  mad  and  senseless,"  grumbled  the  other 
iwenty-hve  yars  (;ld  and  behaving  in  a  way  that  would 
be  weak-headed  if  he  was  twelve.  I  couldn^t  have  done 
surh  things  in  my  childhood,   Mrs.   Pomeroy." 

■  I'm  sure  y<ai  (ouldn't,"  she  said.  "  But  it  takes  all 
sorts  to  make  a  world— savage  and  tame.  Some  be  quickly 
npe  and  a  credit  to  their  .  ompanv  from  their  youth  up  • 
some  calls  for  wild  weather  to  ripen  'em.  My  bov  vvili 
come  ri^ht,  .Arthur.  Dul  you  mark  x'.hat  he  /aid  to  the 
justke  ? 

'yes,  yes:  you  told  me,  Mrs.  Pomeroy.  It  was  a 
hopeful  sign,   but  ..." 

"  Trust  me  to  know."  she  said  ;  then  rose  and  left  the 
overs  together.  It  was  her  custom  to  make  large  excuses 
t'^r  a!  natures  and  struggle  to  find  the  best  in  alf-  but  her 
.laughter  s  iuture  husband  tried  her  a  little,  and  the  effort 
to  keep  his  virtues  before  her  mental  eye  while  he  was 
present  in  the  flesh  always  wearied  her.  '  He  belonged  to 
the  sort  of  characters  that  weak  human  nature  admires 
most  at  a  distance. 

••  He  shines  like  a  li.ghthouse,  but  you  can't  warm  your 
hands  at  him,     Mrs.   Pomemy  once  confessed  to  Rarhel 

Anon  Mr.  \Ur>^^■n  took  his  l.-ave  ;  and  that  night  a  strange 
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thing  happened.     The  dog  «>f  Ives  barked  loudly  and  joy- 
■     ■  1  the  voice  of  Ives  bade  it  be 

ikrd 


fully  aftt-r  mie  o'rhx  k,  aiii 

silent.   His  mother  heard  hun  from  her  <  hainber  and  marked 

hv   little    familiar  sounds   every   incident    that    lollowed. 

llHathl<;,s,    with   her   bedroom   door   ajar,    she   listened, 

heard  the  back  window  opened,  niarki  d  the  footfall  in  the 

kit'hen. 

IJeneath  was  the  usual  preparation  :  a  lamp  tuiiu  d  low, 
a  hot  meal  put  by,  plate  and  glass,  knife  and  f:'rk,  and  i 
few  words  on  a  piece  of  paper. 

"  Supfyt-r  ill  the  oven,  dear  heart.  Good-m'^h! .  Mother." 
With  straining  ears  she  listened,  l)Ut  did  not  go  down  to 
him.  She  heard  stealthy  movements  and  oncf  the  clink  of 
glass.  1  h.  II,  after  half-an-hour  had  |Mssed,  the  ni.m  W(  iit 
out  as  qinctly  as  he  had  entered  ;  the  window  closed  ;  the 
•  Iol;  barked  again  ;    Ives  had  come  and  gr)ne. 

liut  wordless  thanksgivings  nlled  his  mother's  heart. 
>he  was  sure  of  him  now,  and  that  night  she  slept  as  she 
had  not  '^lept  since  he  (lej)arted. 

At  dawn  ^he  went  down  to  feast  on  the  sight  ol  his  empty 
plate  and  the  mark  of  his  boots  on  the  floor. 

"  Ciod  bless  the  dear,  wild  man,"  she  said  to  Lizzie. 
•  M\-  word,  \\h at  a  supper  he  made  !  " 

Slie  was  lo'iking  about  in  the  fender  and  on  the  floor  for 
the  scrajis  of  her  note  which  she  expected  to  lind  ;  and 
then,  to  her  daughter's  surprise,  the  mother's  voice  shook 
and  she  dasped  the  girl's  hand  very  tight  and  pressed  a 
suflden,  splendid  emotion  into  it. 

'  MotiKM-  !  "  cried  Lizzie,  "  what's  come  over  'e  ?  How 
beautiful  your  eyes  shine  ! 

"  He's  took  my  little  letter  away  with  hinr  !  "  whispered 
Avisa.  "  He's  forgiven  me,  Lizzie  !  "lis  a  weather-gleam 
fiom  the  sky  for  all  our  hearts  ! 

Then  Mrs.  Pomeroy  disappeared  ;  and  her  daughter, 
greatly  wondering,  made  breakfast  ready. 

The  next  night  Ives  showed  nc^  sign  ;  and  then  he  came 
liome  altogether.  Again  his  dog  barked  afti>r  one  in  the 
morning,  and  again  he  returned  to  his  home.  He  ate  his 
supper,  listened  to  the  clock  purr  two,  and  heard  the  gentle 
rustle  ot  the  blackl)eetlcs  by  the  hearth.      Itien,   having 
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iMtcn  and  di  uiik,  ho  took  off  his  boots,  lighted  a  candle  and 
went  up  lo  his  own  room.  His  mother  kept  sileiKo  aiul 
it  was  not  until  deep  sleep  had  sunk  upon  him.  that  she 
crept  to  his  brdsido  for  a  little  while  that  her  Uuni^ry  heart 
might  beat  close  to  its  treasure. 


cini'TrK   lii 


A  T  this  seas,  -n  circumstances  drove  P.ter  T. ..p  seriousVy 
A  to  con..der  the  master  project  of  hiV'^/n.ness 
ltd  been  exceedingly  busy  over  an  extension  o  -  .Mue  . 
and  now  was  a  mortuary  mason  '^^V  t  th  v.nu'  a' 
Hencelorth  he  was  prepared  to  do  all  that  th.  l.MHb 

'"l^;;i;eaSuousprelnnmar,es..nheseop^ 
fl,  ,n,.l,t<;    ienn   turned  towards    Kutli   Rcndle.     nc  loiu 
h^;iluh:?X  l>me  was  r.pe  .or  aeUo^  and^^ious  or- 
nunstanres  combined  to  promote  artivity.     ^  ^^^'^^ 
H.ved  that  the  new  business  mi.ljt  be  ^^ ''^^''^^t''^^ 
M  strength  in  determining  her  decision,  so<  ondl>    1    t  r 
t  ,und  that  stronger  spectacles  became  necessary  to  h.n 
;;  this  detenoittion^of  sight  pointed  to  the  aj^yvroach  o 
waning  powers  in  other  directions.     Lastly,  he  nut  u,  n 
Avisa  Pomeroy  and  she  said  a  word  that  spurred  hi.n 
Uie  definite  deed.     With  respect  to  Joel,  the   un. lertaker 
;^  'ss  concern  than  of  yore^     Joel,  so  '^^^^--'^^  ^  ;; 
had  ceased  to  pay  very  spena   attention  t"  ^        ■  /.^     f 
no  longer  appeared  particularly  enthusia^tu  about  h(  i    i 
mate      Indeed,  it  struck  Peter  that  his  brother  worked 
le  g  rl  rather  too  hard  and  was  imperious  and  exacting. 
Bu    the  undertaker  did  not  regard  Ruth's  a<~quiescence 
as  certain      He  felt  hopeful,  chiefly  on  the  score  of  his  new 
busmess  but  he  was  of  a  more  modest  character  than  Joel 
and  regarded  refusal  as  a  possibility. 

Thc'f  came  chance  speech  with  Mrs.   Pomeroy,  and  he 

'X;;Ct  llear  Christmas  opposite  the^mbstcme^^-^ks. 
and  Mr.  1    op  insisted  upon  .aV1-ci  cii».v.....b, --•         c 

Ul 
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I'lii-fd  at  a  haiikniiit's 


see  some  piercs  of  marble  he  hari  .in 
She  admired  the  marble  and  he  ventured  on  a  sn«pestion 

mcnJo;?^^-'^;]:---^^^ 

and  t' ah'^:S -'     "  ^'^  ''""^^°>-  '^^^^^'^^-^  '^  '"  ^  row 
"I've  nothing  against  slate,"  he  admitted      "  l]nt  mv 
I'ehng  ,s  th.t  perhaps  it  lifts  the  sentim  n      to  a     Lher 
tcf  n."  "'  u  ^''"'  ""-"  ^'^'"^'  l=k^  ^I'i^-     It  n    kes  a  gS v 

o     a   dSrie^Tn^'r:;;'"'  "•  '^"^"  ^"^'  ^--"^^1  <  i-a!  - 
J^^a   a.st.ict.     xn   my   opmion   it   means  a   deeper  grief 

;;  H  Rrief  is  a  matter  of  cash,  it  d,,es  "  .ho  said 
'•  \Vrv  liL-n      Ti  ^  ^      <'J'- gravestones,  ma'am." 

Nfit  that  anybody  ever  has,  or  over  -.vill  liavo  aiiv  ,■,„=., 
to  Krumbfc  at  me."  de,  lared  r,.|,T.  -  Th  I  '  crs  n  T  ' 
.o._^aner  ,„„erals  ,v„l   „,ai.,  .■,  pro„d '..eXo;";;;: '„;; 

as"«?air^,:;;'.'.""-"-"  "■>•  '^""'■"ear.cd,  ,ecli„s  ,„a„, 

"  And  how  might  hes  be  ?  " 

"  He's  well  and  busy  about  a  g.,,,,!  few  thines      Ou,  n  a- 
wood  ™„es  do„.„  „„,.  ,,„-,  ,  „„p^,      ^^,J^l^ 

son  over  .he  bar."  .",WV.:»k"t",rr^,r,'e::™;;-;|;Sr 

kindlv."  f'^^c'rlul  lot  of  wiong  opmions,  to  say  it 

1  here's  some  wrong  opinions 


Who  hasn't  ac  his  age  ? 


i 
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I  like  a  boy  to  hold.  The  world  may  stamp  them__out 
pretty  quick,  but  they  show  a  good  fashion  o.'  heart.' 

"  \s  to  the  world,  Ives  would  seem  to  think  that  tis 
all  to  die  young."  mused  Mr.  Toop.  He  sat  on  a  granite 
kerbstone  and  took  snuff  as  he  spoke. 

■•  So  'tis  to  the  young,"  she  answered  ;  "  and  so  it  al- 
wav^  will  W,  Peter.     That's  nature." 

••  Xot  at  all  •  not  at  all.  Such  an  idea  teaches  the  young 
people  to  be  sel'ish.     I'd  make  'em  a  lot  more  respectful  to 


(iUl 


if  I  had  the  larning  of  'em.     Cnxy  airs  don't  count 


a  button  nowadays." 
She  shook  her  head. 
The  your.g  be  in  a  hurry. 


So  was    we    barkalong. 


'lis  onl"  the  old,  with  110  time  left,  that  take  time  easily 
and  understand  it.  Them  with  their  lives  before  'em  be 
alwa3>  short  of  time  if  they're  good  for  anything.__  I  like 
to  <;ee  it.     Patience  ban't  natural  to  girls  and  boys. 

"That's  true,"  he  admitted.  "Nobody  knows  that 
lutur  tlum  nv  v.iHi  my  young,  boyish  mind.  The  way 
I  dash  at  thin:o  f.nrly  frightens  my  brother  every  day  of 

the  wTck."  w  ..    ,  •  1  . 

"  Us  can  <iVer-do  patience  without  a  doubt,     slie  said  , 

and     Mr.    Toop    api)lied     this    sentiment    to    his    own 

"I  bel'cve  you're  riglit,"  he  answered.  "  And  that 
idea  comes  rather  pat  for  me,  because  I've  been  worriting 
to  have  a  go  in  at  a  certain  proje.  t  any  time  this  last  six 
months  :  but  something  has  always  come  betwefu.  Now, 
though  youngt  r  than  ever  in  most  ways,  I  can't  deny  that 
I've  had  to  get  a  strongtr  pair  (jf  glasses." 

"  The  natural  lires  get  cool  as  time  w^rks  \yith  us. 
"With  some,  with  some;  not  with  all.  Thert-'s  such 
ni.n  as  Joel,  who  leel  the  piiK  li,  and  they  weak-chested 
soit  oftin  seem  to  '^how  time's  handiwork  sharper  than 
others.  P.nt  in  my  case,  when  time  took  my  hair— whn  h 
was  a  tritle  and  I'm  healthier  in  summer  without  it— he 
'peared  to  forget  all  abcjut  me.  I've  b  ■en  a  man,  you  must 
know,  who  never  would  get  into  ruts  and  grooves,  Mrs. 
l'..in.r(,v.  That's  th'  sort  that  travels  terrible  fast  but 
act  t.  rnble  lar.  I'm  the  dunkev  a-^  likc-s  to  sample  both 
bides  of  the  hedge,  my  dear.' 


I 
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SI  e  declared  this  rule  of  life  to  be  a  very  wise  one.  then 
lat  him  ,  hut  he  reflected  for  some  time  concerning  what 
she  had  s^i,d,  and  her  opinion  :  that  dan,vr  m^hf  1  e  in 
•^r-mueh  patunee,  hnally  de,  ,ded  Peter^rpon  an  al^tue 

Joel  was  bronrhitic  next  Sunday  and  did  not  go  to  rhu,   h 

ioun^  ved"^^?  "^ '"'  '''''''  ^^  h,msel,  for  a  while'and  as  the-y 
journeyed  home  from  evensong  at  Sampfurd  Spinev  he 
asked  her  to  marry  him.  •  P'"^V,  nt 

u  '[u'K'''  "°  ^""^^'"  ^  ^'^''^J'"  1'^'  --aid,  "  and  more  am  I 

man  a  th  ■  V"  ^  f^  '"^'  ''''''''  ^^  -— hood,  and"  m 
wind  .nr  ri^h  '^  "^  If  prosperity  and  hard  as  a  nut  in 
u  nd  and  limb-except  for  a  little  short  sight  Xot  b-it 
vhat  .an  read  theTenComman.lnunts  bv  la,  p^i^ht  from 
"y  place  m  the  chancel,  for  I  tried  to-night  'and  ever 

tone        ,  t"i        ""'''^^-     -^"'^  ^^'"^'^'h  coffins  and  gravt^ 
n  n  }    -'''^y  material,  yet  love's  love,  and  money's 

money,  and  never  met  the  love  as  went  the  wor  e  "  r  a 
l^t  o,  <  a^h  thrown  m.  The  weakest  link  in  a  nnniLe 
;on  rae    be  mten  the  mans  in.  ome.  knowing  whulVe 

^fJ^s  a  T  ''y!r  ""''"^^  ^""'^  -'^ht  ev^n  dare    o 

.>ay  I  ua,  a  thought  over-npe.     Far  from  it    Ruth  •    but 

'  yen  If   twas  true,  you've  got  to  balance  my  mature 'bow 

whereto';  "f'^'""f  ''''  ""'^"'  '^^^'^  -'  aC.  knou^ 

my  dear    VZ  l  ^'^'T""^  "'^^-      ^^  '^''''  >'-  '^-' 

you'll  take  I'       '  '"    ^"""    ''■    '''''    '    ^-P^    ^-  ^-^ 

She  refused  him  gently  and  w.th  ^•ery  sincere  r.nd  grateful 

ynk.  for  tie  honour  that  he  had  paid  her.     She  expla  ned 

'  v3  fo.    '^\"*  '}'''  '/""'^  '''  ^"^"^^t^d  and  hop^r  hat 
hc^ouM  io.„ve  her  tor  declining  such  a  great  and  ^lenS;;! 

pomtmeri^  ''  ""'^'  "'''"'^■'  '''''  ^°"'^  "^^  ^^^^^^^^l  his  disap- 
;-l^smes,besl,mv  dear."  But  il^b^^SZe^;^;; 

a.if:^^^ud-;;^-,nd.^rii!;- 


-iJm 
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Minds  you  where  I'm  concerned.     Such  as  me  wouldn't 
be  near  good  or  sensible  or  wise  enuuf^h  for  you^ 

•   Everything  seems  to  go  against  the  order  of  nature 
lately  "  he  said.     "  Not  perhaps  that  'twas  m  nature  for 
i':   o  care  ior  n.e  ;  but  s'o  it  >s.     Two  mghts  ago  Mat t Irew 
Northmore  came  in  the  bar-that  evenmg  you  was  u  ith  Mrs. 
Pon  er^y-and  had  a  whisky  hot !     Never  seed  the  man 
fake  a  dram  before  m  my  life.     He  was  wet  to  the  skm  and 
shivering,  it  is  true  ;  still  he's  always  spoken  agam^st  whisk>^ 
before      Then  there's  Moieskm  ;    smce  young  x  umc.w>s 
Uxuble  and  his  own  Hlness,  he's  changing  ;   a  leopard  will 
hange  its  spots  next.     He  talks  of  giving  up  sporting^ 
lus?  think    >f  that  !     I'll  allow   that   he  generally  says 
i"uething    about    reformation   after   the    t.shing   season  s 
„ver-    but  never  l^efore  so  serious  as  this  year. 

Was  it  along  with  him  that  Ives  bided  those  niglu. 
ifiire  he  came  home  ?  "  ^,  . 

•'  Yes  ;  but  leave  that.  I  _can't  talk  of  common  thing, 
as  if  nought  had  happened."  ,, 

'  You  must  apply  yourself  to  this  like  everything  else 
.he  tol.l  him.     ■'  Such  an  energetic,  popular  man  as  >ou 
can  find  the  right  wife  easily  enough.' 

'•  I  thought  I  had,"  he  answered.  You  nriustn  t  think 
I've  g<>t  no  heart.  Tliis  has  shook  me  something  terrible. 
Twill  be  months  afore  I  can  begin  to  look  round  again 

"  Don't  let  it  be  months,  cousin  Peter.  Go  out  into  the 
world  more  and  see  the  people."  i^.„,;naQ 

••  Something  tells  me  it  will  be  some  dead  man  s  leavmgs 
now  "  he  said  gloomily.  "  I'd  high  hopes  of  you,  Ruth. 
buT'failing  you'  I  shan't  think  no  more  of  the  maidens^ 
Ivva.  a  young  man  afore  I  offered  myself  to  you  ;  now  1 
feel  ten  year  older  and  haven't  got  tiie  heart  to  hope  fc^r 
anything  above  a  widow.  Not  ev.n  a  young  widow.  My 
spnits  have  sunk  down  to  the  thought  of  quite  an  elde  ly 
person.  I  trust  'twill  spring  up  again  ;  but  ]ust  for  the 
moment  you've  even  kno<  ked  the  hope  of  a  family  out  of 
me— cruel  as  it  may  seem  to  say  so." 

"  You'll  find  just  the  right  one-and  111  help  you  if  1 

''''"Thank  you,  I'm  sure  ;   but  my  business  be  morelikely 
to  help  me      I  suppose  that  Providence  knew  you  d  say 


f  I 


If 
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'  no,'  Ruth  ;  and  so  it  led  me  to  the  tombstones.  I'll  find 
some  weeping  creature  presently,  I  suppose,  and  say  the 
word  in  season.  Xot  that  I  look  forward  to  it  with  much 
appetite  at  present.  However,  you'll  always  Le  a  friend 
—eh,  Ruth  ?" 

"  Always  a  true,  loving  friend,  cousin.     I  don't  forget 
and  never  shall  forget  how  much  I  owe  you." 

Then  keep  your  eyes  open  on  my  account.  And  there's 
just  one  thing.  I've  no  right  to  dictate,  but  I'm  hum.an, 
and  I  know  you'll  marry  somebody  sooner  or  late — such 
a  fine  girl  naturally  will  do  so— buti  must  ask  you,  out  of 
respect  to  me,  Ruth,  not  to  take  Joel.  You  may  say  I've 
no  right  to  warn  you  off  him  ;  and  as  to  '  right,'  perhaps  I 
havi'  not.  But  I'm  a  sti(  kler  for  law  and  order  and  pro- 
priety in  general,  and  it  wouldn't  be  at  all  nice  having 
refuseil  the  younger  man  to  take  the  older,  "m  sure  your 
good  sense  sees  that.  So  I  must  ask  you  once  for  all  not  to 
take  Joel." 

II  I  promise  faithfully,"  she  answered. 

"He  may  ask  or  he  may  not,"  continued  Peter. 
"  But  he's  very  little  sense  of  his  own  bodily  failings  and 
might  look  as  high,  not  seeing  the  absurdity  of  such  an 
idea.  However,  I've  got  your  word,  so  there's  an  end  of 
that." 

They  entered  The  Jolly  Huntsmen  as  they  spoke,  and 
Joel,  without  much  difficulty,  perceived  by  his  brother's 
manner  and  loss  of  appetite  that  something  out  of  the 
common  had  happened. 

A  week  later  Ruth,  after  certain  conferences  with 
those  who  wished  her  well,  decided  to  leave  the  inn, 
since  her  jiresence  there  had  thrown  this  shadow  upon 
the  proprietors. 

Northmore  it  was  who  first  urged  the  step.  She  met  him 
in  a  downcast  mood  and  did  not  hesitate  toexplain  the  situa- 
tion without  mentioning  the  fact  of  the  double  proposal. 

"  I  know  you  care,  and  I  know  you're  wise,"  she  said. 
"  The  truth  is  that  Peter  and  Joel  both  like  me  and  they 
quarrel  over  me  and  say  unkind  things  to  me  about  each 
other.  'Twould  be  terrible  to  come  between  the  good  men 
—a  poor  payment  for  all  their  kindness." 

"  i.eave  them,^^  he  answered,  and  his  heart  felt  a  throb  of 
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hope  "Lctmedouhatlran.  I've  friends  in  business.  If 
vou  must  work,  let  me  try  and  get  something  for  you^ 

"  No  no  I  can  find  work,  I  think.  The  point  is  to 
leave  here  I  think  a  lot  of  your  opinion,  Mr.  Northmore— 
yours  and  Mrs.  romeroy's.  "  Yoii  say  '  go.'  Ill  ask  her  too. 
and  see  if  she  says  the  same."  ,    ,  ,  • 

Tho  man  took  the  opportunity  and  pleaded  his  cause 
an  ,in  He  showed  how  simple  a  way  led  from  the  difh.ulty 
and  ended  at  Stone  Park  ;  but  she  could  not  take  that  road. 


fl 


CHAPTEK^    TV 


REFdKMMKXV 

QX  the  Sunday  il.at   f„ll,,u,.l  Cl.i.tn.as  Day    Artluii 

stance   had    upset    (l,c    .nirit     of     tV.    '^^^'^^'n^'  .<u,uni- 

♦  V,,,.-  '.  ^I'liu     or     tne    (ontjiot^afion     fm- 

he.e    apjvarcd    at    <Iu.nh    one    who    uas    nevo,    inr.!, 

IJh-i     u    ^     ^     <-a\vker     a<  rr,mpanicd     Iier    father     anH 

Farm!  ^   P'-'-ceeded  home  to  dinner  at  Vixen  Tor 

"  It  shows  how  none  is  forcjotten  "  he  sTi,1      "  if  ,, 

and  then   vxhen  the  soul  is  ripe  and  ready   He  makes  H  - 
vay  mto  it  and  the  still  small  voire  speaks  to  a  man      ^au 


'6    ^'-' 


diul  this  bad  old  man,  though 
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lie  has  es'.iprd  so   far,   has  in 
seen   the   li;lit   at  last." 
Ives  sneeic 


his  grey  hairs  appaiently 


That's  what  \ou  think.     Always  ready  to  credit  peopl 


with  pious 


motives— all  hut  me 


And  I  wa.-n't  chastened 


at  all';  and  only  a  man  like  you  would  mention  it.  If 
you'd  heard  what  that  big-minded  Justice  of  the  Peace 
said  to  me,  it  might  have  opened  your  eyes  a  bit.  Any 
way,  you  were  the  only  man  that  ever  had  the  mean  mind 
to  say  one  single  word  to  me  on  the  subject  after  I  eame 
home  again." 

"  I  felt  it  my  duty  to  do  so,"  answered  the  schoolmaster. 
"  Your  duty  always  takes  the  shape  to  make  somebody 
else  sting  for  it.     It's  your  inclination  oftener  than  your 
duty  that  makes  vou  so  damned  nasty  to  peoi)le." 

"  You  always  try  to  raise  anger  in  me,  and  you  never 
succeed,"  said'Mr.  Brown.  "  I  wish  you'd  give  up  attempt- 
ing it,  because  it  is  only  wasting  your  time.  You  are 
sellish  and  don't  see  what  a  serious  thing  your  disgrace 
has  been  for  me.  I  have  some  self-respect,  if  you  have 
none,  and  I  tell  you  candidly  that  I  thouglit  twice  about 
any  union  with  your  family  last  autumn." 

"  Did  you  ?  Well,  take  my  advice  and  don't  think 
three  times.  You're  under  contract  to  marry  my  sister, 
I  believe,  and  the  httle  fool  fancies  that  you  are  a  model 
man  and  a  hero,  and  God  knows  what  else.  And  you  will 
marry  her,  whatever  I  may  do  or  not  do  in  the  meantime. 
Mark  that,  you  canting  prig  !  You'll  marry  her  in  due  sea- 
son or  I'll  break  your  neck  for  you.  Pomcroys  are  not 
good  enough  for  things  like  you,  I  suppose!  Christ 
Almighty,  I'll  be  angry  myself  in  a  minute  !  " 

"  Don't  think  I  fear  you,"  answered  the  other.  "  Very 
far  from  that,  I  assure  you.  There  js  nothing  about  you 
that  an  intellectual  man  need  fear." 

"  You  marry  my  sister,  that's  ill.  Let  me  hear  one 
word  more  about  us  not  being  good  enough,  and  you'll 
wish  you  hadn't  been  born.  And  if  you're  a  minute  late 
on  the  morning  of  the  day,  I'll  come  and  drag  you  into 
chun  h  by  your  long  nose  !  "  ,      ,        ^ 

••  How  can  you  be  so  vulgar  ?  "  asked  the  schoolmaster. 
"  Really  you're  a  hopeless  man— perfectly  hopeless.     "  Ke- 
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you." 

Who  did 


THF.   Mf)THHR 
It's     ndiMiIuus     to     a,,ply     the    word 
asked  iho  other.     "  Damn  ref.Mmat 


to 


Ion 


a  lark    III  l,,,,      A     v  ?  """""*;  K"'"t'  ""■     He's  having 
■ng  «t  ,„  burL  in^'his  1.'™,  til  ";:;;■'.•  """"^'^"Sh- 

room      .M,-.   Jano  IVm™,  ;',:,;';',  \t,;'''rh''  ^"  "" 

^valk-ed  out  tofrether    -mri   Iv  .c      i    ['*   ^'^^P  ■     ^he   lovers 

;^^.™,h,.„„i.„,-J^li^--:;-^™™s.o^^„. 

f"r'\?r"  C '.rtl?',;'!  '7"'' "'„ ""-.V  "f  Ives  ,v,s  err„„e„„, 

i"  Lis  n,i„d,  and  X«  p™  t  .'v'fontr','""  t  """'I'^y 
"All   Qtr-nrri-,f     *)       ,  ^oinero},  lound  himsc  f  at  a  loss 

asked  "    ■   "'"  '""  "■"■«l"'-f"l  reformation  ?  "he 

"  NothL  o    I  e  ,^  ,/    V    *?'j""'  "'  ""=  "»"°«-  mad/' 
my  „.„  :f;'a'„';f  al^Ulltt  i''"""™"  -"     '  «"' 

VVhe^yli^te'^uL^^I.S-'  >-„«■<'  -"-nee  ,.e. 
another  I  watched  tr.  c„  u  !  -^  '^  ^^  °"^'  ^'^ner  to 
that  you  beg 'n  to  run  St  aLh't  ''  ,T'^\  ^'"'  ^^"^^  "^^'^-^ 
Twas  a  noWe" 'ht  and  d,dlil  .1'^^'"^  '^^^"^'''>'  *"  ^^'^^-k. 
I  promise  you'-  '^''^^°'''^^^^"""<^  backslider  good. 

chce'^^i^ter^S,,/  ^(l;;;;  ^nd  to  work  more  than  I 
•  i^u  hke  me  and  gi^e  over  them  dSh  Id^a^'^S 
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equality  and  tho  land  to  the  poor.  'Tis  all  wrong,  Ives ; 
and  nl(i  though  I  am,  I  see  it.  The  rich  be  llie  act  ot  God, 
and  He  have  planned  that  their  llrst  care  be  the  poor. 
It's  come  to  me  as  clear  as  the  light  to  Paul.  It  han't  l\)r 
us  to  help  ourselves  :  'tis  for  them  tohel])  us.  'Tis  their 
blessed  privilege  and  duty  to  look  after  the  meek  and  lowly. 
The  Lord  put  'em  here  to  do  it.  .\nd  we  must  give  'em 
every  opjjortunity." 

Pomeroy  stared  ;  then  he  laughed. 
"  Don't  make  that  ungodly  noise,"  said  the  poacher.  "  A 
sneering  laugh  hurts  my  ear  like  a  curse— since  I  changed. 
There's  nought  to  laugh  at,  if  you'm  a  serious-minded  man. 
And  Lord  knows,  looking  back,  I  can't  see  much  to  laugh  at, 
anvway." 

••  I  should  think  you  was  weeping  drunk,  if  I  didn't 
know,"  said  Ives. 

"  No,   no  ;    only  enough   for  hcahh  in   future.     What 

was  it  I  said  to  parson  in  the  vestry  a  bit  ago,  Mary  ?  " 

••  You  said  such  a  terrible  lot  to  him,"  answered  his 

daughter  proudly  ;   "  words  flowed  out  of  you,  like  feathers 

off  a  goose." 

"  So  they  did.  I  felt  as  though  I  could  preach  so  well  as 
him  ;  and  I  may  even  come  to  that  when  the  people  have 
got  to  take  me  serious." 

"  They  never  will.  I  won't  for  one,"  declared  Ives. 
He  marked  the  attitude  of  Moleskin's  women.  His  wife 
was  very  silent.  She  seemed  absolutely  sceptical  and,  from 
her  couch,  watched  the  reformed  sinner  with  unsympathe- 
tic eyes  ;  but  Mary  evidently  felt  the  glow  and  glory  of 
this  noble  change.  I  Icr  voice  was  full  of  tears  and  her  mind 
in  a  highly  emotional  condition. 

"  I  put  it  plain  afore  parson,"  continued  Moleskin. 
"  I  said,  '  Until  now,  your  reverence,  I've  been  like  the 
moon  and  only  shone  by  night— God  forgive  me  for  it. 
But  never  again — no  more  works  of  darkness  for  me,'  I 
said.  '  All  be  changed,'  I  tokl  him  ;  and  then  I  give  this 
here  woman  credit  for  it,  because  1  must  tell  you,  Pomeroy, 
that  Mary  be  largely  answerable  lor  my  salvation.  'Twas 
just  after  Christmas  dinner  that  her  ieU  upon  me  like  a 

^    _    „ _i„'_        „     i    ..,:i!.    \.     .    .-l.--.i7,-      '--.-.f   -^-;fl-.    I'.^r   *-i\'r.iy*,*.i-\ 

Ccil~ci~uiuuiilcii  11 hv3l   Vv'ilii   liL'I    v,iU '*>'!>,    wu  L    \VI  1:1   lie;    L*.-^";:^  "C  . 

In  fact,  she  bally-ragged  me  proper  ;   yet  not  her,  but  the 
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voice  of  the  Lord  speaking  through  hei.  She  made  me 
right  down  terrified.  I  didn't  sleep  at  all  that  night,  and 
with  morning  light  I  fetched  out  this  here  black  coat,  not 
put  on  since  my  father's  funeral  ;  a  sign  of  grace,  though 
tiie  moth  was  in  it.  However,  'twill  do  very  well  Sundays 
till  I  ve  made  some  honest  money  and  can  bv.y  a  new  one." 

"  Honest  money's  easier  to  ta'lk  about  than  to  earn  for 
the  likes  of  j-ou,  Mr.  Cawker,"  said  his  wife  coldly. 

"  Don't  you  think  that,"  he  said.  "  If  there's  joy  in 
Heaven  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth,  as  parson  told 
ine  to-day,  so  mm  h  the  more  should  ther:  be  joy  among 
a  sinner's  own  fellow-creatures.  I've  a  perfect  right  to 
expect  good  work  and  good  wages  now  this  minute.  'Tis 
the  duty  and  glory  of  the  neighbourhood  to  give  'em  to  me  ; 
1  demand  'em.  In  fact,  I  told  parson  that  a  man  such  as 
me,  well  up  in  years  and  full  of  general  learning,  ought  to 
get  extra  good  wages." 

"  He  kept  harping  on  the  past,  however,"  said  Mary 
Cawker  ;  "  then  father  got  a  bit  tired  of  that  and  up  and 
told  him  straight  out  that  the  past  was  over,  and  that  it 
didn't  become  a  (hriitian  man  to  go  back  to  it  any  more. 
'  'Tis  the  future  I've  come  to  you  about,  your  reverence,' 
said  father.     Didn't  you,  my  dear  ?  " 

"I  did,"  answdcd  Mr.  Cawker.  "The  man  couldn't 
get  off  the  poaching,  and  he  also  reminded  me  as  I  used 
to  sing  naughty  songs  for  money  here  and  there,  and  so 
on,  and  so  on.  But  I  told  him  'twas  all  over  and  that  he 
needn't  remind  me  of  the  past.  '  'Tis  the  most  Christian 
way  to  forgei  all  about  that  ;  and  for  my  part,  I  shall  be 
the  first  to  do  so,'  I  told  him." 

Iv(?s  roared  with  laughter  ;  Moleskin  looked  aggrieved  ; 
and  Mary  spoke  indignantly. 

"  Yoti  didn't  ought  to  take  it  so,  Mr.  Pomeroy.  You're 
worse  than  mother." 

"As  forme,"  answered  t  lie  sick  woman,  "I've  knowed 
Mr.  Cawker  a  good  few  years  longer  than  what  either  of 
you  have.  If  talk  was  religion,  I'd  be  the  first  to  take  a 
hopelul  view.  But  as  it  ban't,  I  won't  pretend  what  i 
don't  feel.  Us'll  see  where  we'm  all  standing  this  day 
twelvemonth." 

"  You'm  a  rummy  old  jibes  !  "  said  the  poacher.     "  But 
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you  be  quite  right  not  to  trust  me.  An  itf'm\-  '  mail— to 
my  shame  I  say  it.  But  'tis  all  over  now  I  shall  go  to 
work,  no  doubt,  with  the  best,  so  soon  as  thi-  J-ord  do  hnd 
my  task." 

Ives  scoffed  again. 

"  Twill  take  pars<jn  all  his  time  to  get  you  a  straight 
ji)l-»,  uld  (hap." 

"  So  he  seemed  to   think,"   confessed   Mary  ,     but  lu-i 
father  would  n(jt  allow  this. 

"  Not  at  all  ;    you're  quite  mistook,"  he  answered.     "  1 
qrant  that  at  first  he  was  a  thou,L;lit  taken   too  when    I 
((inied  in  the  vestry  and  demanded  honest  work  from  thr 
Lord's  minister.     But  after  I'd  talked  to  him  a  bit,   hr 
quite  saw  it  in  the  proper  light  ;   and  he's  going  to  stir  him- 
self at  cm  e.     .\nd  to  rhuirh  I  go  again  to-night,  and  alwa\s 
hereafter.     The  labourer  is  worthy  of  his  hue,  howe\ir 
and  I  made  that  quite  clear  to  his  reverence." 
Ives  spoke  to  Maiy. 
"  How  did  parson  'take  it  ?  "  he  asked. 
"  Pleased  and  puzzled  both,"  she  answered.     "  He  was 
terrible  delighted  to  hnd  father  at  the  footstool  of  Grace. 
as  well  he  might  be  ;    but  it  surprised  him  rather  to  see 
father  so  wide  awake  like  at  the  same  time.     Of  course 
father  can't  help  being  a  very  clever  old  man,  even  at  a 
sc^kmn  moment  like  that  was.     In  fact,  you  might  say  that 
father  drove  rather  a  hard  bargain  with  his  reverence." 
"  Quite    wrong,"    declared    Moleskin.     "  There's    right 
and  reason  in  all  things.     I've  completely  reformed  ;  that's 
old  history  now.     You  can  see  with  th'^  naked  eye  'tis  so 
by  these  clothes  alone  ;  and  if  you  could  look  into  my  mind, 
you'd  lind  that  was  also  changed  most  amazing.     Rut  'tis 
my  rule  in '  fe  to  carry  my  goods  to  the  best  market  ;  and 
that  holds  all  round,  whatever  you've  got  to  sell.     Here 
be  I  with  a  saved  soul  ;   and  I  take  it  u  them  as  deals  in 
su(  h  things.     'Tis  a  great  feather  in  parson's  cap,  you  must 
remember;    worth  an  adver/istment  to  him,  in  fact,  be- 
cause it  shows  he's  earning  his  money.     And  it  he'd  been  in 
any  shadow  of  doubt,  I'd  soon  have  gone  straight  off  to 
Pastor  Biles  at  the  Weslevan  shop.     Yes,  I  would  !     'Tis 


■tt  _       ^     V,   i  V,     —  I     f  r*\-,^ 
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tluit  mattcT,  I  ntvir  h.ul  no  sjRMial  likint,'  for  the  Establish- 
niciit.  Parsons  ho  always  on  the  same  side  as  Squires,  and 
Scjuires^well,  I  n'.-cchi't  tell  vou  the  sort  of  mean  mind 
thej-'m  geneially  built  with.  Hut  times  are  had,  even  for 
the  saved  sinner,  and  us  retormed  rhara<  ters  ain't  fussed 
about  near  so  mudi  as  the  Hihle  says  we  ou^ht  to  l>e. 
Therefore  I  go  to  pars(jn  first,  because  he's  in  touch  with 
the  bcttcnnost  and  more  likely  to  get  me  high-j)aid  w(,rk 
than  t'other.  And,  no  doubt,  for  his  own  (  redit  s  sake 
he  will  do  so." 

l"^';-  ^"'i\\l<er  sit^ln-d,   lit  his  pipe  and  mended  the  fire. 

"  'Tis  a  very  gr.i.  ious  and  conifortint,'  feeling  to  throw 
your  I  ares  on  audther  jiair  of  should,  is,"  he  said.  "  H 
I'd  known  what  'twas  to  reform,  I  make  no  doubt  but 
I  should  ha\-e  done  ic  long  :'go.  Vmu  go  on  with  it  too, 
Ives.  You '\c  begun  as  well  as  me.  Don't  bea  blac  kslider 
.^ny  more  than   I  shall." 

"  Us'll  L/e  to  s,e  you  a  sidesman  vet,  and  tea,  hing  in 
the  Sunday  School,  jHih.'ips,'  said  "  the  younger  man; 
"  but  they  won't  let  you  take  round  the  mont'y-dish,  I'm 
afraid— IN. t  yet  awhile." 

"Don't  laugh  no  more,"  urged  the  poacher.  "This 
is  a  very  solemn  circumstance.  'Tis  bad  enough  for  my 
own  wife  to  feel  doubts  about  me  holding  out,  let  ah^ne 
you." 

Mary  was  going  into  Merivale  presently,  and  Ives 
returned  with  her.  They  left  Moleskin  about  to  read  the 
Bible  aloud  to  Mrs.  Cawker  ;  and  while  he  turned  the  pages 
slowly,  .-.he  regarded  him  with  frosty  distrust. 

"Mind,"  were  the  last  v,  ids  that  Ives  heard  her  say; 
"  mind  this  ;  if  you'm  not  m  sober,  God-fearing  earnest] 
but  onI\-  i)Iaying  at  it  to  gain  your  own  ends,  so  like' 
as  not  the  Lord  will  strike  you  dead  where  you  sit,  Mr. 
Cawker  ;    and  who'd  blame  Him  ?  " 

"  Tell  nie,"  said  Pomeroy,  as  he  and  Mary  went  down 
the  hill  amid  scattered  homes  of  bygone  men  ;  "is  this 
really  true  ?     He  seemed  in  sober  earnest — for  him." 

"True  enough,"  she  said,  "  and  I'm  responsible  for  it. 
I  be  terrible  anxious  for  it  to  go  right  ;   yet  there's  a  doubt 
in  niv  mind  that  his  reform.^.tion  h.-m't  Imi!*  .'-•.r!  e.'-.l-.--?  im-.-.-.r-.A 
It  corned  about  in  a  very  curious  fashion.     He  thinks  'twas 
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fine  thiriK  did  it,  but  1  kn<nv  'twas  fiuite  another  ;  and  that 
iiiik'S  me  a  thought  doubtful  like." 

■  Tell  ine,"  he  said  ;    "  nr  if  yoii  don't  want  to  do  that, 
t.  il  rnv  mother.     She's  a  lot  wiser  than  me,  anyway." 

"  I'll    tell    you,"    the    woman    answered.     "  'Twas    like 

this  here  :    just  after  Christmas  dinner,  srniethinK  woke  in 

m>-  and.  after  mother  had  shed  a  few  tears,   I   lound  my 

toHLiue  for  OIK  e,  and  up  and  spoke  to  lather  straight  trom 

till'  heart.     I  won't  deny  that  there  was  a  pinrh  of  temper 

too,   for  the  \-erv  goose;  we'd  ate  corned  from  a  dr)ubttul 

pla(  e,  and  someb()dy  had  bred  and  raised  it  for  nought 

but  his  trouble.     '  You'm  a  cruel,  wi(  kid  old  shaver!  '  I 

s,U(l  to  my  father — 'a  sinful,  scandalous,  ancient  man  as 

be  a  shame  to  the  1  ountrvside  ;    and  well     -)ii  know  it.      I 

wouldn't  be  you  tor  all"  the  wwld,'   I  said;    'and  some 

night  you'll  be  took  off,  like  a  bird  off  a  tree.     And  if  you 

come;  to  be  knocked  over  the  head  with  all  your  terrible 

outrageous  sins  upon  you,  where  d'you  think  you'll  spend 

eternity,  you  woful  man  ?     Never  a  minute  you'll  have,' 

I  told  him  ;    '  and  'twill  be  too  late  then  to  ax  for  pardon 

with  you  getting  nearer  your  grave  every  day.'     I  kept 

running  on  like  that,  fiercer  and  fiec  er,  for  a  matter  of 

half  an  hour  ;    and  hrst  father  was  astonished  a  good  bit  ; 

and  then  he  gived  off  laughing  ;  and  then  '.11s  pipe  went  out  ; 

and  tinally,  by  the  grace  of  God,  he  seed  what  I  was  driving 

at  and  decided  to  be  saved.     But  the  point  be  this,  Mr. 

Pomeroy.     He's  often  thought  of  them  words  I  spoke  so 

furious,  and  said  'twas  good  angels  speaking  through  my 

)ips,  same  as  the   Lord  spoke  through  the   prophets  ;    but 

the  solemn,  secret  truth  be  this  :    'twasn't  the  Lord,  nor 

angels  neither,   but  three  whole  glasses  of  brown  sherry 

wine,  as  I  drank  down  along  with  that  stolen  goose.     It 

made  mother  cry  and  turned  me  over-b.ild.     It  got  in  my 

blood,  and  in  my  head,  and  I  felt  that  I  must  have  a  dash 

at  something  and  keep  talking  for  dear  life,  or  else  I'd  roll 

over  on  the  floor  ;   so  I  had  a  dash  at  father.     But  if  he 

f  )und  out  where  my  valour  rose  from,  I'm  very  much  afraid 

the  old  man  would  turn  back  again  to  his  dark  dealings 

to-morrow." 

No,  he  wouldn't, '"  declared  Ives  ,     "  iies>  goiuf^  to  see  11 
the  game  of  repentance  be  worth  the  candle.     And  very  like 
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Anv'.vay,  youneodn't  bothrr  your  head 

Twas  you  givcd  him  the  idfa.Vei taiuly  ; 

liis  wav.     He  ran't  change  at   his  time 


he  11  hnd  it  is  =.0. 
about  it.  Mar\-.     ' 
all  the  rest  is  nnK 
of  life." 

"  I  hope  he  ran.  To  show  you  how  murh  he's  in  earnest, 
I  know  for  a  fart  that  he  took  out  all  his  wi(-ked,  slaying 
tools  two  nights  aj^o,  and  buried  'cm  deep  in  the  earth," 

"  Ah  !  safe  place  for  'em  till  he  sees  which  way  the  cat 
jumps.  I  hope  he'll  never  dig'cmuj)  again.  He's  iaught 
rue  my  lesson,  too — old  hlarkguard.  Not  that  I  bear  him 
mucti  of  a  grudge  for  it.  But  he  won't  catch  me  naj.Ding 
again." 

"  I'm  sure  he  won't  catch  iiob.jdy  again,"  she  said.  "  He's 
been  caught  himself — bv  the  Lord." 

"  Perhaps.  Everybfidy  e.x].ected  'twas  quite  a  difter- 
ent  party  would  cat(  h  him.  However,  if  he's  got  to  sec 
t..at  all  that  talk  about  rich  and  jioor  is  silly  nonsense, 
that's  something.  Though  I  dare  say  he  nevtr  did  believe 
it  lumself,  but  only  said  it  tvj  have  a  laugh  at  me." 

They  parted,  and  Ives  returned  home.  He  found  i.  ^ 
mother  still  in  -  ome  discomfort,  and  forgot  the  great 
incident  of  the  day  in  his  S(Mii-itude  for  her.  It  was  decided 
he  should  drive  Avisa  to  Tavistock  on  the  following  morn- 
ing, that  her  indisposition  might  be  examined  and  explained. 
This  return  of  fears  forgotten  cast  gloom  upon  the  hearts 
at  Vixen  Tor. 


CHAPTFR    V 


GRi:Ar    MIS    TOR 

FROM  tho   rorkv  breast  <>t  Great  Mis  Tor   on  r.  day  in 
sj.uiiK    th(^se"many  luiks  that  separat.,1  this    little 
i            mountain  truin  the  sea  strct.  lied  but  as  a  span.     Crushed 
i             by    iHispe.  tive,    wli'-le    parishes    huddled    together    like 
I             the   sections  ot    a   child's   puzzle   map.     I'oiests   were   a 
I            thumbr.iil    large  rivers  traversed  the  expanse  m  bright 
I             thu  ads    wide  fields  appeared  but  as  cubes  and   lozenges 
Mvattered  upon    this      csaic  ;    while    hamlets  and  home- 
steads   shrank    to   meie     pin    points    dotted    up<m     the 
undulations  o.'  the  land.     Only  the  horizons  oi  the  sea  weTc 
huge,  where  the  little  scroll  of  the  earth  cndec^  and  the 
waters  rolled  onward  to  the  edge  of  the  world.     They 
and  the  actual  Moor  itself,  that  stretched  in  waves  of  peat 
and  flung  up  pinnacles  of  granite  instead  of  foam,  were 
obviously  immense  ;    but  the  inhabited  regions  between 
them  appeared  reduced  almost  to  notning  by  the  sleights 
of  space.     Rare  beauty  reigned  upon  earth      Ihe  cloud 
shadows  that  swept  it  with  wandering  islands  of  purple 
brightened  the  glitter  of  the  sunshine  by  contract  with 
their  gloom;    and    between    these   fleeting    shades    the 
heht  fell  in  a  rain    of    splendour— fell    a  ad    found    vil- 
lages   and   church    towers,    that    flashed   like   signals   to 
the   beholder,    before    they    vanished    again    in   shadow. 
The  light   ran   alon.     rivers  ;     illuminated   lofty   wastes ; 
brought  out  ungues^    i  knaps  and  points  ;   spread  broadly 
on  some  remote  huddle  of  slate  roofs  ;  flashed  stars  from 
tar-off    waterfalls;     faded    and   misted    in    mellow  hazes 
above   the   tender  vision   of   the  sea.     Over   the  distant 
"hannel  vapour  and  sunshine  mingled  in  blue  and  ^ gold, 
.„j  4.    .i;.>,rr,o,-  ♦v.an  lipht.   brighter  than  shaae,  to 
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wash    the    ocean,     the    land    and    the    "^ky    with    their 
diaphanous  wonder. 

Ear    away    amid    hills    and    hanging    woods,    Tamar's 
silver  rolled   to  her  estuary  and,   with  a  loop  of  light 
separated  the  counties  of  the  West.     A  grey  thread  alone 
linked   them    where  a   bridge  spanned   the   tidal   waters, 
and  beside  it  keen  eyes,  even  from  this  spot,  might  see 
ships  of  old  time  still  floating— veterans  that  had  borne 
tnc  stroke  of  bygone  battles,  and  virgins  that  had  known 
no   bridal   of   fire,    but    passed   from    the   front   rank    of 
national  defence  into  the  lin.bo  of  obsolete  things  without 
being  called  to  strike  a  blow  for  the  men  that  made  them. 
The  more  immediate  scene  embraced  Dartmoor's  own 
ndges,    water-worn    valleys    and    natural     fortifications. 
To  the  west  towered  the   trinity  of  the  Staple  Tors    and 
beyond   them   rose   Cox   and   Roose.     Shrunk   from'  this 
elevation  to  a  mere  blot  in   the  valley  at  stream   side, 
the  Vixen  squatted,  and  beyond  it  Pu  erected  a  ragged 
crown.     The   east   was  hidden,   and   the   whole   mass  of 
Great  Mis  itself  was  softened  somewhat  by  a  heath  fire 
that  leisurely  gnawed  the  wilderness  with  red  teeth  and 
lifted  before  i+s  progress  a  vapour  of  azure  and  transpar- 
ent smoke.     This  veil  swept  gently  over  the  -iimmit  of 
the  hills,  over  the  buttresses  and  rocky  heignts,  the  ava- 
lanches of  scattered  stone,  the  single  pinnacles  and  the 
grassy  slopes  and   coombes   between.     All  were   touched 
with  a  lustre  of  pearl  that  lightened  the  grey  of  the  granite 
and  heightened  the  green  of  the  herbage  until  they  shone 
transformed    by    these    smoke    wreaths    into    something 
unfai  iihar.     It  was  as  though  Nature  had  i)icked  up  a 
wrong  palette  for  a  moment. 

S]iring  did  not  forget  the  high  Moor.  Her  swift  feet 
hpd  trodden  the  waste  and  left  warm  pressure  of  their 
passing,  so  that  little  humble  buds  and  blossoms  made 
ready  and  the  pallor  of  the  winter  herbage  waned.  There 
spread  a  glow  of  genial  russet  amid  the  rocks,  and  the 
whortle  put  on  the  red  of  life— a  hue  very  different  to  the 
red  of  death  that  autumn  summons.  Each  spike  of 
unfolding  foliage  blushed  to  its  top  and  made  a  ruddy 
harmony  with  the  drooping  blossom  fells. 

'-'--'y    "■" --    :v:i;;;;;;;;g    ;r.",;il    IlsnUig,    and   now   tie 
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stayed  awhile  and  screwed  up  his  eyes  that  he  might  make 
out  a  figure  that  appruached  him.     She  was  a  woman, 
and  first  he  failed  to  recognize  her,  and    then,   as    she 
approached  to  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  him ,  he  knew  her. 
This  man's  life  progressed  unevenly.     He  was  wayward, 
now  fluttered  hope  in  those  who  cared  for  him,  now  awak- 
ened   depression,    or    anger,    or    indifference.     The    folk 
were  very  tolerant  for  his  mother's  sake,  and  she,  pursumg 
the  way  of  her  own  sanguine  heart,  swiftly  recognized 
anv  flash  of  larger  ambition,  riper  knowledge  and  ampler 
patiii  ce  in  his  nature.     She  seldom  erred  and  the  improvi- 
iiK  nts  that  she  discerned  were  often  genuine  ;    but  some 
ci  these  dawns  were  false,  and  occasionally  a  harsh  sequel 
followed  indications  of  advancement.     He   possessed   as 
yet  no  stability  and  was  hard  to  live  with.     Little  rever- 
ence belonged  to  him,  but  his  mother  knew  that  love  of 
justice  formed  a  large  part  of  his  character.     And  upon 
this,  together  with  her  knowledge  of  herself  and  her  dead 
self  of  the  past,  she  hopefully  built. 

Avisa  had  suffered  physical  trials  during  this  early 
spring,  and  was  but  lately  returned  home  after  under- 
going 'an  operation  at  Tavistock  Cottage  Hospital.  She 
mended  now,  and  the  neighbours  rejoiced  to  kiiow  it. 

Jill  Bolt  approached  young  Pomeroy,  and  his  first 
thought  was  to  plunge  off  the  footpath  and  put  some  dis- 
tance between  them  ;  then  curiosity  changed  his  inten- 
tion and  he  determined  to  hold  on  and  pass  her.  They 
met,  as  they  had  sometimes  met  of  late  before.  On  these 
occasions  Ives  regarded  Jill  and  she  turned  her  face  from 
him  •  but  to-day  he  was  astonished  to  find  that  she  re- 
turned his  glance  ;   then  she  stopped  ;  and  then  she  spoke. 

He  had  not  heard  her  voice  for  many  months  and  it 
moved  him  somewhat.  Moreover  the  tone  was  humble 
and  the  words  were  meek. 

"  May  I  speak  to  you,  Mr.  Pomeroy  ?  "  she  said. 

He  gasped.  A  thousand  grievances  seemed  to  perish 
in  the  very  sound  of  her  voice. 

"  Yes,  you  may,"  he  answered.  "  I've  seed  you  once 
or  twice  out  here.     Why  for  have  you  took  to  roaming. 
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"  I  suppose  you  wouldn't  be  so  kind  as  to  call  me  '  Jill ' 
again  ?  " 

He  did  not  answer,  and  sht;  Cditinued. 
"  I  walk  for  two  reasons  ;  because  my  husband's  mother 
be  always  at  me  to  take  exercise  and  keep  tramping  for 
my  coming  little  one's  sake  ;  and  because  I  hke  it.     Walk- 
ing takes  me  out  of  earshot  of  my  mother-in-law." 

He  listened  to  the  sound  rather  than  to  the  sense  of  her 
speech. 

He  nodded  with  his  mother's  nod. 
"  Sit    hen  ,"    he   said.     "  'Twas   a    black   day    for   you 
when  vou  quarrelled  with  me,  Jill." 
"  I  know  it." 

"  And  a  black  day  for  me  too.  You've  heard  all  that's 
happened  to  me.  A  man  hke  me  ban't  built  to  be  thrown 
over  that  way  without  paying  somebody.  I  fell  foul 
of  people  in  general  and  ended  by  attacking  the  rich, 
because  they  tread  on  the  poor.  But  it  wa.  only  an  excuse 
to  break  loose,  Jill.  You'd  set  me  festering  and  the  poison 
had  to  out." 

"  I  beg  you  to  forgive  me,  Mr.  Pomeroy." 
"Call  me  'Ives.'     There's  been  enough  dammed  non- 
sense between  us,  and  it's  wrecked  my  life  and  gone  far 
to  spoil  yours.     But  you  can  call  me  '  Ives,'  I  suppose. 
1  forgive  you,  of  course.     No  use  to  do  otherwise." 

She  looked  at  his  profile  as  he  sat  beside  her  with  his 
face  turned  to  the  summit  of  Great  Mis  Tor. 

'   You've  suffered  only  less  than   me,"  she  said.     "  I 
s(^e  it  there  on  your  face.      Why  was  I  born  to  make  you 
an  unhappy  man  ?     Such  impatience— such  cruel,  wicked 
pride.     Oh,  my  God,  what  a  fool  I  was  !  " 
He  hesitated,  then  spoke. 

"  You  'shan't  say  that,  Jill.  You  was  a  woman  and  the 
weaker  tiling.  I  know  now  you  weren't  all  in  the  wrong. 
I've  thought  about  it  often  enough.  You  wrs  very  much 
tempted,  and  I  ought  to  have  seen  it  at  the  time  and  been 
more  patient  and  reasonaV)le.  I  cut  my  own  throat  in 
a  manner  of  speaking.  Moleskin  showed  me  that  when 
'twas  too  late,  and  he  knows  a  lot  about  women.  I  ban't 
a  patient  man.  worse  luck,  and  I  lost  my  temper  at  the 
wiung   iiiiii;  aiKi  v^iQii  I  vaii   ;i   rn.)ii"ic  again  souii  enough. 
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"  You  shan't  say  these  things  now.  The  fault  was 
mine,  and  tlie  punishment  be  mine  also." 

'•  As  to  that   .  .  ." 

"  I  know  you  missed  me  a  bit ;  but  you've  got  the 
world  to  choose  from  ;   \-ou're  free.     I'm  done  for." 

He  was  interested  and  r^.arked  her  hopeless  voice. 

"  '  Done  for !  '  That's  a  hard  saying.  I  suppose 
you'll  have  what  you  took  him  for — his  uncle's  money  ?  " 

■  BLi^l  tile  money!  That's  gone  safe  enough  and  I'm 
cruel  punished  ever  for  thinking  of  it  ;  though,  all  the  same, 
God's  my  judge  that  'twasn't  love  of  the  money  first,  but 
anger  at  you  made  me  take  him.  But  living  with  him  !  If 
you  or  any  other  man  only  knowed  the  nature  of  Samuel. 
He's  invalid  food,  that  man  !  He  makes  me  sick,  I  tell 
you— sick  at  h.s  tame  goodness.  You,  that  be  all  up  and 
down,  and  sulks  and  laughter,  and  anger  and  red-hot  worship 
— you  that  I  know  so  well  for  all  we're  parted  for  ever — 
you  can't  understand  what  'tis  to  he  so  holy  in  character. 
He  ought  to  be  in  Heaven,  and  I  wish  to  God  he  was. 
Nothing  to  find  fault  with — but  everything.  I  hate 
giiDiltiess  since  I  married  that  man,  I  hate  patience  and 
meekness  and  giving  way  to  everybody — hke  hell  I  hate 
'em.  Never  an  unkind  thought  of  any  hving  creature. 
Never  a  bit  of  news — never  even  a  crooked  word.  That 
righteous  and  pious — there,  I  could  shriek  out  swear 
words  myself  sometimes  to  anger  him,  but  'twould  be  in 
vain.  And  his  awful  flute — like  a  lost  lamb  bleating  for 
its  mother.  I'd  thank  God  on  my  kn>  es  if  he'd  come 
home  dnmk,  and  beat  me  for  a  change — anything — any- 
thing's  better  than  such  a  saint — no  taste  to  him — body 
or  soul." 

"  That's  him  right  enough,"  admitted  Ives.  "  I  always 
said,  and  always  will  say,  you  was  a  red  rat  marrying  a 
white  mouse.  You  had  a  tuie  flame  in  3'ou  always.  With 
that  br.we,  fiery  hair,  you  was  bound  to  be  hot." 

He  looked  at  hei  great  mane  and  was  silent. 

"  Nothing  like  it  nowheres  e^se,"  he  said,  being  shaken 

from    the   matter    in   hand   by    this   physical   splendour. 

"  Lovely  as  ever.     I'd  have  been  a  better  father  foi   'hat 

child  coming  than  him  ;  and  ^  'ketter  husband  for  you  than 
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She  sighed  and 


His  frankness  did  not  disconcert  her. 
asked  after  his  mother. 

"  I  hope  Mrs.  Pomeroy  be  strong  again  ?  " 
"  Yes,  she  is  ;  but  not  alJ  we  could  wish  yet.  Doctor 
says  we  must  look  sharp  after  her  for  a  year  or  two  at 
least.  However,  she'll  soon  be  herself  again,  I  think. 
The  doctors  say  she  made  a  splendid  recovery  and  tell 
us  we've  every  right  to  hope  that  she'll  ne\er  fall  so  ill 
again.     All  the  same,  there's  a  little  fear." 

"  I  wish  some  of  they  doctors  wasn't  such  fools.     Do 
you  mind  when  you  gave  it  to  me,   Ives,   because  you 
said  I  was  marrying  Boit  for  his  hopes  of  money  ?  " 
"  Well,  and  didn't  you  ?  " 

"  No,  I'll  swear  I  didn't— not  only  for  the  money.  The 
thought  of  it  helped  me  to  decide  ;  but  it  wouldn't  have 
counted  against  you — if  you  ..." 

"  Better  leave  that  now,"  he  said.  "I'm  punished 
enough." 

"  An}nvay  us  won't  get  it." 
"  Why  not  ?  " 

"  Because  his  uncle  ban't  going  to  die  !  " 
"  He  must  die  sooner  or  late." 

"  He's  only  sixty  or  thereabout,  and  the  London  doctor 
found  as  he  hadn't  got  death  in  him  at  all.  'Twas  his 
liver ;  and  now  the  man  eats  proper  meat  and  takes  long 
walks  anc'  so  on,  and  he's  getting  spryer  every  day." 

"  Your  luck's  out  all  round  then.  I  wish  to  God  you'd 
never  quarrelled  with  me,    Jill." 

"  Don't  I  ?  'Tis  a  poo'-  plight  for  a  woman  of  character. 
Sometimes  I  feel  that  desperate  that  I  could  run  away  or 
cut  my  throat— anything  to  get  out  of  it." 

"  Time  will  tame  you— r.ame  as  it  will  me,  I  sup- 
pose." 

"  Never !  " 

"  Winter  and  wedlock  tames  maids  and  beasts.  You 
was  far  too  fine  a  piece  for  a  poor  ninnyhammer  like  Bolt. 
Still  it  might  be  worse.  I  suppose  he  does  your  bidding. 
I  dare  say  he'd  have  made  a  better  husband  than  me — 
here  and  there." 

She  put  her  hand  on  his. 
"  Don't  say  that,  Ives.'' 
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"  Leave  '/our  hand  where  'tis."  he  said,  with  a  voice 

unsteady. 

For  a  time  neither  spoke  ;    then  Jill  rose. 
"  Us  better  not  meet  no  more.     It  puts  wicked  thoughts 
in  me,"  she  remarked  quietly. 

"  Wicked  be  damned,"  he  said.  "  Half  the  things  men 
rail  wicked  be  no  more  than  natural.  \\  u  ked  s  onl .  a 
man'^  word.  Evervthing  that  be  wor"'  thinking  about 
be  wicked,  if  you  listen  to  they  forsaken  people  as  call 
themselves  good." 

"  Anyway  we  won't  walk  back  together.  1 11  g<  on  my 
way  and  you  get  home." 

He  opened  his  creel,  took  out  some  trout,  mnde  a  neat 
parcel  of  them  with  brake-fern  and  rushes,  thiMi  tied  a.l 
with  a  piece  of  string. 

"  There,"  he  said.     "  Good-bye  !     Keep  up  your  pluck. 
You  never  know  what  may  happen." 
"Good-bveand  thank  you,  Ives." 

He  turned  his  back  upon  her  and  went  his  way,  whi  e 
she  did  not  move  for  some  time.  From  under  her  pa." 
eyelashes  she  watcL^a  hinri  dwindle.  She  knew  a  great 
deal  about  his  past  and  was  familiar  with  his  behaviour 
in  the  present.  People  began  to  regard  him  as  an  amended 
young  man.  He  kept  more  at  home  and  worked  harder  at 
his  business.  With  regard  to  women,  none  could  say  that 
he  specially  affected  any  girl's  society  for  the  m  nent. 
During  his  mother's  illness  Ives  had  ridden  twice  ui  ihrice 
weekly  to  Tavistock.  Now  Avisa  was  at  home  again  and 
her  son  and  daughter  ceased  not  to  minister  to  her.  These 
efforts  only  relaxed  when  Avisa,  now  restored  to  health, 
took  her  place  and  controlled  the  affairs  of  the  home  as 

usual.  ,      ,    .     u     t     1 

Jill  thought  of  what  she  had  lost  and  what  she  had 
gained.  Upon  the  whole  this  interview  cheered  her  a 
good  deal.  The  effect  of  resting  her  hand  upon  that  of 
Ives  impressed  her  with  immense  possibilities.  She  wished 
that  her  child  would  come  quickly  ;  and  in  her  heart  she 
hoped  that  it  would  quickly  go  again. 

Ives  Pomeroy  fell  in  with  Ruth  Rendle  on  his  homewa^ 
way,  and  since  she  was  proceeding  to  Vixen  Tor  Fai.n 
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to  sec  his  mother,  he  escorted  her.  He  appeared  very 
full  of  the  griefs  of  Jill  Bolt  and  uttered  a  flood  of  indig- 
nant protest?  He  scorned  the  woman's  husband  and 
declared  that  her  mother-in-law  was  enough  to  make  any 
sane  wife  commit  a  crime.  The  subjei  t  entirely  possessed 
his  mind,  and  he  made  no  sei  ret  of  his  recent  conversa- 
tion. 

"  A  cruel  thing  for  any  l)roper-spirited  woman  to  be 
chnked  between  them  two  stupid  (reaturcs.  There'll 
be  a  flare  up  presently,  if  I  know  anything  about  her." 

He  ranted  on  at  the  unutterable  misery  of  Jill,  and 
Ruth  listened  patiently  while  Ives  vented  nany  lawless 
opinions,  and  for  the  time  being  gave  no  indications  what- 
ever of  his  alleged  improvement  in  sense  and  sobriety. 
She  was  glad  when  they  reached  the  farm  and  he  left  her 
with  Mrs.  Pomeroy.  But  this  he  did  not  do  until  he  had 
described  his  interview  to  his  mother  and  poured  Jill's 
wrongs  into  Avisa's  ears. 

And  his  old  sweetheart  sat  on  till  daylight  waned. 
Then,  hke  an  enchanter,  the  mighty  tor  began  to  weave 
Its  own  cloud-cap  before  her  eyes  and  draw  down  from 
the  firmament  a  nimbus  of  dark  vapours.  This  grey  fleece 
hmned  magically  under  sunset  hght,  spread,  and  swelled 
and  rolled  downward  from  the  hidden  mountain  top  in 
pearly  billows.  There  was  no  wind  and  the  fog  increased, 
hlled  Walla  s  deep  glen  beneath  the  tor,  and  came  pres- 
ently to  the  face  of  the  woman  where  she  still  sat  and 
pondered.  At  its  touch,  the  sense  of  reality  returned  to 
her  brooding  spirit.  She  banished  certain  dreams  that 
painted  another  pattern  of  life  than  the  true  one  sighed 
impatiently  and  turned  to  go  home.  For  a  mile  she 
walked,  and  was  just  about  leaving  the  moor  and  entering 
Merivale  when  she  remembered  the  gift  of  the  trout 
Ibse  she  had  quite  forgotten  and  left  at  her  resting- 
place.  She  did  not  want  them  ;  but  the  remote  possi- 
bility that  Ives  might  pass  that  way  again,  remember 
^  F"i  u^^  }^S^^  meeting-place,  pay  it  extra  attention 
and  hnd  his  fish,  decided  her  to  return.  Already  weary 
she  tramped  back  again  into  the  fog,  foui  1  her  old  lover's 
giiit  and  took  it  home  with  her. 

Samuel  was  waiting  lor  his  supper,  and  his  hunger  and 
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resignation  alike  irritated  Ikt.  When  she  showed  him 
the  trout  and  told  him  the  name  of  thf  gi\er,  her  husband 
appeared  too  muih  astonished  to  say  anythmf:;. 

"  You'd  better  go  in  and  ax  your  mother  if  I  ought 
to  eat  'em  or  not,"  she  said,  knowing  that  he  would  miss 
the  satire. 

"  A  very  proper  thought,  Jill.  I  will  do  so,"  he  answered. 
"  For  mv  part,  as  a  large-minded  man  I  <  an't  see  no  cause 
against."  IJut  mother,  a^-gravating  to  you  though  she 
may  be  sometimes,  poor  dear,  have  sense  enough  for 
the"  pair  of  us  still.  If  she  says  the  fish  did  ought  to  be 
ate,  you  can  have  'em  for  breakfast  ;  if  not,  I'll  give  'em 
to  somebody  else  and  tell  Pomeroy  that  I've  done  so. 
Of  course,  he'll  see  the  hidden  meaning  of  that  and  take 
the  hint  in  future." 

"  You  may  save  yourself  the  trouble,"  answered  his 
wife.  "There's  some  things  still  as  I  dare  to  make  up 
my  own  mind  about,  and  I'm  going  to  eat  these  tish  for 
my  supper." 

"Samuel  looked  rather  nervous  and  his  mouth  opened 
while  he  reflected. 

"  Perhaps  you  are  right,"  he  said.  "  'Tisn't  as  if  he'd 
ratrhed  'em  dehbcrate  for  you.  That  I  would  not  have 
stood  for  a  moment — no  man  of  spiiit  could  be  exjuxted 
to  do  it.  But,  since  you  met  by  accident  and  the  fish 
was  caught,  and  the  idea  to  give  you  a  few  corned  in 
his  mind,  it  might  be  mean  not  to  feed  on  'em.  Belike 
'twas  a  sort  of  peace-offering,  poor  man,  and  I  hope  a  sign 
of  grace.  But  I'll  take  none.  You  cook  'cm,  Jill,  and 
keep  the  three  biggest  for  yourself,  and  I'll  pop  over  to 
mother  with  the  rest." 


sjy 


CHAPTKR    VI 


A    IHlMJtK    PLANET 

SOiME  differences  of  opinion  between  the  brothers 
ionj)  cnhninated  in  words  on  a  day  in  Autrust 
Ihe  matter  (..nrerned  Ruth,  who  had  at  last  told  them 
that  she  mtended  to  leave  Merivale.  This  staitlint- 
decision  was  now  in  their  ears,  and  they  discussed  it 
privately.  ■' 

'[  Peter  "  said  Joel  shortly,  "  this  is  your  w(^rk." 
On    the    contrary,"    answered     his    brother,    "if    it's 
anybody  s  W(iri<,  it's  yours," 
"  You'd  bettor  explain  that." 

T  r  ^°.  f  n"'-'  *'!''"■  "^''  y°"^  bullying  have  done  this. 
1  say     bullying. 

Joel  started.     Then  he  snorted. 

fhU^T  i'rl^'  ^°"'"  ^'"''''^''  "'""^^y  love-making  !  Don't 
think  that  I  haven  t  seen  through  it.  'Twasn't  in  nature 
she  ccmid  suffer  an  old  fogey  like  you,  and  you  ought  to 
Im^e  known  bettcr-you  with  your  many  natural  infirm- 

"  This  is  rather  too  much,"  said  Peter.  "  If  you  wasn't 
so  putted  up  with  your  own  importance,  brother,  and  if 
you  knew  a  little  more  how  a  man  ought  to  treat  the 
gentler  creatures,  you'd  see  that  what  you  are  vulgar  enough 
to  call  clumsy  love-making '  be  just  ordinary,  proper 
behaviour,  as  between  friends.  For  a  friend  she  llwiys 
will  be  to  me.     I  have  her  word  for  that  " 

Joel  started  ;  then  light  shone  from  his  face  and  he 
laughed  unpleasantly. 

^n  l^^tl^  ^*  ■'  You've  given  yourself  away  properly 
now,  Peter  Toop.  They  never  talk  that  stufi  about  always 
being  friends  until  a  man  have  asked   em  to  be  somethipg 
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"  Don't    thcv  ?  "    said    Peter,    growing    very    red    and 

.tickiuL'  out  his  board.     "  And  how  do  you  .ome  to  know 

h    'lot  about  It  '     What  if  I  did  ask  her  to  have  me  ? 

1  IS  ,u.t  ..  -rime,  I  beli.ve.     She  won't  have  you  any^vay. 

\.,n  don  I  know  how  to  treat  a  woman. 

•'No-  answered    h.el,  "she  will  n-t  have  me,  as  you 

sav  so  politely.     I  h.pp.ii  to  know  that    because  I  pro- 

i!...d  10  her  m  the  u.ual  way.     I  may  or  I  may  not  ha^e 

Imt    it    m(    e    gentleman-Uke    than    what    you    did.     Im 

wh.  re  s-nse  is  lacking,  a  man's  powerless,     hlie  d,<  uled 

aL'amst  me."  ,     ,  ,  u      1  -.,    r  cinro 

•■  \nd  that's  why  you've  worked  her  s..  ha.  1  e\ .  r  snv  e. 

and  been  so  sharp,  I  suppose  ?  "  ,    ,.      ,  „,tnr-,llv 

••  Well    i+  made  a  dilterence  to  mv  feehngs  "atuiall>. 

As  for  hard  work,  who  works  harder  tiian  me  '     She  s  not 

afraid  of  hard  work,  and  she's  not  :-oing  be  ause  of  me 

at  all  ;    she's  going  i)ecause  of  you 

"  She's  ml  going,"  sa  d  Peter  positn-; ly.         Him  an> 

body   liere,   she's  not  going    to   i- ave    I  he  Joliy   HunL- 

""••So  far  as  that  goes,  I  don't  want  her  to  leave  any 
more  than  you  d(  ."  ,, 

••  I  d(  n't  care  what  you  want  or  wht  n  m  don  t  wa.it, 
retorted  Peter.     "  Yoi-'ve  been  v,  ly  lude  to  me  to-day. 
and  Im  a  good  deal  s...  .1    d  to  thmk  of  the  c .  .arse  thm.'s 

that  you've  said."  o„  1  K^fV> 

There  came  the  sound  of  gallopmg  horse  and  both, 
rlancing  from  the  wmdow,  saw  Matthew  Northmore  ride 
past  on  his  way  to  Tavistock. 

'    ■•Wonder  how  that  man  put  it  to  her,     mused  joel 
"  For  put  it  he  did.     I  've  very  litUe  doubt  that  he  ottered 
himself— maybe  more  th..n  once." 

"  I  haou't  thought  of  him."  ■    x     1      -+1, 

"I'll  tell  you  the  sober  tnth,"  contmued  Joel  with 
gathering  excitement.  "  and  th-  wonder  is  that  we  du!n  t 
.ee  it  sooner.  Ban't  us  t:.at  have  made  that  girl  want 
to  go:  'tis  yonder  man  •  He's  plaguing  her  with  his  long 
face  and  won't  take  '  no  for  an  answer.  Mark  me,  tis  him, 
not  me  or  you,  that  be  driving  her  away. 

T....,i.  v.-.q'' f..!n-io:i!s1v  comforted  by  this  reflection,     (me 
niighV  have  observed  the  balm  of  a  restored  self-respect 
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ooziiifi;  up  into  his  Luv.     iVter  dkicmI  with  him  and  (<.ii- 
gratulatcii    him  on  his  }HTi;c]iti(iii 

It  iiiil\-  1. mains  'u  stop  hmi  IinihcimL;  litr  and  niako 
it  wditli  lu  T  while  t(j  hidL-  alonf,'  witii  u^,  "  he  said.  "  And 
that  I'll  do.  il  mciii  \-  i  ;in  do  it.  But  tlic  money  will  be 
my  atf.iii.  I  he  f.:ciii^'  to  ^iw  Iki  tiw  sinllings  a  week 
out  of  m\-  pri\att'  cash,  Jorl." 
The  other  sliruc'Ced  his  shonMer.s. 

It   vmu   (eel  lalleil  to  ihn;,'  awav  \Mur  money  .   .   ." 
"  Ve^,  I  do.     What's  money  to  me  ?     J  don't  suppose 
I  sliall  many  at  all  now." 

"  Not  many  !  You  (an  talk  ahout  not  marrying  so 
I  almly  !  " 

■'  Yes,  I  can.  Tlie  next  best  thing  to  being  liajijjy 
\onrselt  is  to  make  someijody  else  so.  And,  anyway,  eveii 
it  I  rh.mge  my  mind  and  tlie  right  one  eomes  along,  rtve 
shillings  a  W(  ek  won't  break  me." 

"  I  shall  marry  myself,  and  very  soon  too,  if  'tis  only 
to  read  that  woman  a  lesson,"  said  Joel.  "  Seen  as  I  am 
—merely  single— none  can  picture  the  husband  I'll  be; 
but  when  the  deed  is  done  and  I've  took  a  wife  and  blessed 
her  with  my  substan((\  then  Ruth's  eyes  will  be  opened 
and  she'll  begin  to  understand  what  she's  missed." 

"That's  sjHteful,"  declared  Peter.  "However,  go 
your  way.  And  I'm  sorry  if  I  said  anything  improper  or 
disrespectful  to  you,  Joel." 

"  Granted,"  answered  the  other.  "  Certainly  we  must 
not  quarrel  over  a  silly  child.  C(ime  in  the  bar  and  we'll 
tell  her  what  you've  decided  to  do." 

Voices,  however,  fell  upon  their  ears  as  they  approached, 
and  Ruth  did  not  learn  her  good  fortune  until  the  evening! 
It  was  seldom  that  Samuel  Bolt  appeared  as  a  morning 
customer,  but  upon  this  sultry  day  he  came  to  drink. 
There  was  much  upon  his  mind  and  he  found  a  sympa- 
thetic listener  in  Ruth  and  repaid  her  with  boredom— the 
usual  reward  of  sympathetic  peojile. 

"  I  may  be  a  father  any  minute  now,"  said  Samuel. 
"  The  time  has  come  and  I  Hve  in  a  ba;h  of  presspiration, 
to  tell  the  truth.  Jill's  that  calm  that  my  mother  says 
'tis  out  of  nature  and  all  aeainst  the  cheel.  Till  mi.^ht 
ha\-e  dcnie  her  part  better,  I  must  say.     My  mother  told 
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he  broke  off  ami  imptied  his 
he  said.     "  I'm  lather  duwn- 


„H-  what  was  right,  and  I  tnld  JUL  Hut  mv  mother  was 
a  lot  to.,  wise  to  tell  Jill  herself.  Shrs  the  v.rv  master- 
piece of  sense,  and  Vft  .  .   ■'  ^ 

inut,'.     "  A  drop  more  cider,'   ...  ... 

daunted    to-day.     There's   a    thunder    planet    leignmg.    1 
re,  kon,  or  else  surh  things  couldn't  be.         pray  God  us 
shan't  have  a  frightful  storm  afore  my  child  be  born^ 
••  I   hnpe  all   your   trouble  will  soon  be  changed   mto 

happiness,"  said  Ruth.  ..  n   i.  *     » 

Tm  sure  I  hope  it  will,"  he  answered.  But  to  be 
sc(  ret  with  you,  mv  dear,  there  are  tunes  wlien  I  get  very 
much  niffed  and  that  vexed,  I  could  almost  stamp  my 
f..ot  or  use  a  wrong  word.  The  mischief  is  that  both  of 
•em  is  so  fond  of  me  that  they  quarrel  for  sheer  love  of 
m\  ,  omfort.  The  most  cruel  thing  tM.it  ever  happened  to 
me  fell  out  last  Friday  morning." 

"  I'm  very  sorry,  Samuel."  . 

"  You'd  be  sorrier  still  if  you  heard."  He  hesitated, 
tlien  spoke.  "Til  tell  you-yes.  I  will,  because  youm 
a  very  understanding  woman  and  it  may  be  a  lesson.  Ul 
course  you  know  my  mother's  great  care  never  to  say 
or  do  anything  that  can  possibly  vex  my  wife. 

"  Tm  sure  'tis  so."  , 

"  Well    o'  Thursday,  when  I  was  to  work,  they  had 
words   and  my  mother  went  back  to  her  own  house  more 
determined  than  ever  to  do  nothing  that  anybody  could 
say  was  interference.     I  had  a  tell  with  her  in  the  evening 
and  heard  the  particulars.     'Twas  some  items  abou    the 
nurse,  which  I  couldn't  be  expected  to  follow      But  JiU 
had  told  my  mother  that  my  mother  was  near  forty  years 
behind  the  times  in  the  matter  of  child-bearing-an  unkind 
thin^'  to  say.  no  doubt.     And  mother  told  me  that  never 
again,  so  long  as  she  lived,  would  she  offer  Jill  one  word 
of  advice.     I  calmed  the  old  dear  down  so  well  as  I  might 
and  didn't  doubt  'twould  be  all  right  in  a  day  or  so  ,   but 
very  next  morning  a  curious  thing  happened.     Our  house- 
door  was  open  and  the  garden  gate  was  unlatched,  and 
mother  was  sitting  as  usual  at  her  window  behind  they 
red  geraniums  she  grows  so  well.     Jill  happened  to   oe 
^|,,,vJ?  .Kp  -treet    I   !.ehe\p.  but  mother  says  she  didn  t 
know  that.     However,  what  should  come  in  our  garden 
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but  one  of  Joe  Toop's  pigs  ?  He  allows  'em  to  roam 
ab(,ut  in  the  village-though,  w>h  all  respect  to  him,  I 
don  t  thmk  he  ought  to  Jo  it.  Anyway  mother  seed  the 
pig  come  m  and  did  nought.  Then,  if  you  pleu.e,  the 
beastly  animal  walks  into  the  kit.  lien  !  And  my  mother 
seed  him  go  in  and  stiU  did  nought.  Now  I  do  sav  that 
was  carrying  caution  too  far— what  do  you  think  >  " 

"  I  suppose  she  expected  to  see  your  wife  drive  it  out 
every  moment." 

"  No  doubt  she  may  have  done.  But  still  the  time 
passed  and  that  pig  was  in  the  kitchen  for  more'n  ten 
minutes  before  Jill  comed  back.  Then  mother  seein- 
my  wife  went  to  her  duur-they  hadn't  made  it  up  you 
see-and  just  said,  rather  stiff  "like,  '  there's  one  of  Mr 
loop  s  pigs  in  your  kit-lien-been  there  this  longful  time  '  * 
And  I  m  afraid  that  Jill  lost  her  temper  and  used  some 
crooked  words  there  and  ther  •  and  when  I  comed  back 
m  tfie  evening,  she  used  a  good  few  more  " 

Sanmel  sighed  and  drank  another  half-pint  of  cider 

'•  V  .^I'^'n"'!!^"'''''^^  "P  ^"^  forgotten  now,"  said  Ruth. 
l\ot  at  all      he  answered.     "  I  went  over  to  mother 

when  Id  heard  about  it  and  I  said,  as  gentle  as  a  lamb, 
that  1  thought  twas  carrying  her  great  caution  and  love 
ot  mindmg  her  own  business  too  far.  I  praised  her  for 
It,  mind  you  ;    but  all  the  same  I  was  pretty  firm-as 

irm  as  a  man  -an  be  with  such  a  good  mother.  I  give 
hei-  Jill  s  description  of  the  kitchen  when  she  comed  in 
and  I  vcMitured  just  to  hint,  in  the  kindest  possible  words' 

hat  I  thought  It  might  have  been  better  if  dear  mother 
iKid  up  and  gived  the  alarm,  if  no  more.  However  I'm 
sorry  to  say  that  she  didn't  agree  with  me  and  blame.  1  me 
harshly  and  lell  into  tears.  To  think  that  I  should  ever 
have  brought  tears  to  my  mother's  eyes  !  She  saiJ  that 
I  was  against  her,  and  that  she  always  knowed  it  would 
come  to  that  with  such  a  jealous  creature  as  [ill-  and  a 
good  many  other  painful  things,  quite  without  truth  in 
em  1  m  sure.  She  forgived  me  in  the  long  run,  but  not 
much  before  midnight  ;  and  when  I  went  home,  dog- 
tired,  Jill  had  gone  to  I)ed,  and  1  woke  her  accident'al 
dn.pping  .,ff  my  boots;  and  then  1  got  dressed  down 
again.     In  fa-  t,  hfe  has  its  drawbacks." 
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Ruth  Rendle  expressed  sympathy  and  was  rather 
.•1,1(1  when  the  conversation  changed.  Theie  entered  the 
har  Moleskin,  cheerful  and  thiisty.  He  shook  hands  with 
Ruth  according;  to  his  custom,  ordered  his  drink  and 
saluted  Samuel. 

"  Don't  often  see  vou  in  here  in  work  hours,  he  ex- 
(laiined,  and  Mr.  Bolt  admitted  that  it  was  so. 

"  As  a  matter  of  fart,  I'm  taking  a  day  off,"  he  said^ 
"  Th.^  steam-roller's  broken  down  through  no  fault  of 
nnne,  and  till  they've  mended  it,  there's  really  not  much 
for  me  to  do.  Sometimes,  in  reckless  moments,  I  almost 
frel  as  if  I  should  Hke  a  change  of  work.  About  tired 
of  road-mending  with  a  steam-roller  after  fifteen  vears 

of  it."  .  .  , 

"  'Tis  the  duhiess  of  doing  the  same  thing  over  and 
over  again,"  declared  Moles'  m.  "  I've  just  throwed 
up  my  own  job  at  Sampfo-.d  Spiney  for  the  very  same 
reason.  No  backsliding,  thank  the  Lord  ;  I  hnd  myself 
-.teady  as  ,1  roik  in  righteousness,  and  the  pleasantest  part  of 
my  wee.v  is  when  me  and  my  darter  stand  in  the  House 
of" Prayer.  But  I  couldn't  shift  muck  for  ever,  and  since 
Farmer  Ash  didn't  s.-^em  to  have  nothing  else  for  me  to 
(1,.  I  just  up  and  left  hun.  But  something  will  come 
to  hand  soon  without  a  doubt.     Have  a  drop  along  with 

me,  Samuel."  ,,  ah  iu 

"  If  I  must,  I  must,"  answered  Mr.  Bolt.^  All  the 
same,  I've  had  enough  cider  for  the  present." 

•'  Give  him  beer,"  directed  Moleskin.  "  Beer's  a  very 
good  toj)  for  cider.  Never  seed  such  poor  promise  of 
apples  as  there  is  this  year,  all  through  the  country.  Or- 
chards full  of  little  old  scrubby  stuff  not  worth  gathering. 

"Tis  a  thunder  planet  reigning,"  repeated  Saniuel. 
"  Everything  be  going  wrong  of  late— and  especiaUy 
with  me,  for  some  reason  I  don't  know."  ^^ 

"  You  don'l  drink  enough,"  answered  Moleskin.  lis 

a  great  mistake.  Look  at  me,  I  find  I  don't  take  a 
thimbleful  less  than  in  the  ojd  days.  The  only  difference 
is  that  I  pay  n.oney  down."  „ 

"  You  haven't   for  some   time  though,   Mr.   Cawker, 
ventured  Ruth.     "  If  you'd  like  to  see  the  score  .  .  .  ' 

"  No  occasion,  no  occasion,  my  dear.     I'm  quite  wiUing 


\\ 


172 


THE    MOTHER 


to  take  your  honest  word  for  it.  Havenofeai.  I  shall 
get  some  new  work  in  a  day  or  two.  And  meantime 
parson  stands  in  the  place  of  God  to  the  likes  of  me. 
And  if  the  Almighty  lonks  after  the  sparrows,  so  .nuch 
the  more  is  it  parson's  duty  to  look  after  me.  We're  all 
!ellow-men  and  it  is  the  call  of  the  clever  and  rich  to  help 
the  humble  and  meek  ;  and  'tis  the  business  of  the  poor 
to  pray  for  the  welfare  of  theni  in  authority— from  the 
Ivrnp  downwards  ;  which  1  do.  In  the  later  wisdom  I 
see  very  clearly  that  we  can't  domurh  for  the  upper  classes 
e.xcept  pray  for  'em— as  long  as  they  last.  And  I  pray 
for^them  hearty,  and  always  shall  do." 

"  And  for  women  labouring  with  child,"  said  Samuel  ■ 
''  don't  forget  that,  Mr.  Cawker.  I'm  sure  last  litany  .Sun- 
day when  we  comed  to  it,  I  felt  as  if  every  eye  was  on  i-ie  " 

Moleskin  laughed  tolerantly. 

"  Poor  soul !      Give  him  another  half  pint,  Ruth  " 

"  Not  another  drop,"  murmured  Samuel ; '  but  Moleskin 
msisted. 

"  You  can  carry  it ;  you  want  uplifting.  You're  more 
of  a  man  than  you  think  yourself,  I  dare  say." 

''  I  may  be  ;  but  I'm  easily  daunted."  confessed  the 
other  "Some  days  I  feel  my  foot  goes  down  as  fiim  as 
1  could  wish,  and  I  look  people  in  the  eyes  as  brave  as  you 
would.  But  other  times  'tis  borne  in  upon  me  that  I 
haven  t  got  more  sense  than,  please  God.  I  should  have." 
Be  hopeful,  be  hop-ful.  It  takes  all  sorts  to  build  a 
world  ;  and  when  the  battle's  over  you  ■!  make  so  good 
a  meal  for  worms  as  the  best  among  us,"  declared  Mole- 
skin. 

"I  may,  or  I  may  not  ;  though  I  know  you  speak  it 
kindly  ;   and  now  the  beer's  in  mv  head  !     Yes   'tis  there  • 

,,V^  mor.nting  !  I  wish  I  hadn't  took  that  last  drop," 
You  11  soon  master  it,"  answered  Moleskin  "  \s 
to  beer,  when  a  man's  took  a  good  tankard  or  two  of  cider 
first,  beer  goes  down  on  top,  you  might  say  like 

The  simile  was  lost,  for  somebody  rode  to  the  door  at 
a  gallop,  pulled  up,  dismounted  .-nd  hastened  into  the 
bar. 

It  was  Northmore.  and  he  addressed  Bolt. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here  boozing  .'  "  he  asked.     "  I 
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was    passing   your  house   a   bit    ago   and    your     mothei 
lacZTo'nt  to  me  to  go  for  help.     Your  v-fe  -1^  a,. 
TVp  ridden   for   the  doctor   and   the  nurse.     \  ou  d  bettei 
Jl  should  thmk-olse  people  will  say  you're  rather  a 
callous  brute  to  be  here  soakin?  at  such  a   ime. 

Samuel  stared,  staggereJ  then  broke  ^"^o  a  strange^ 
exritable  cackle,  like  a  hen  that  has  laid  an  egg,  and  step. 
f.nt  into  the  licht  to  let  the  world  know  it. 

'There-there -well    might_  1    say    a    thunder     plaiiet 


>s  over  us 


•re — well    iiiiHiii.   '    -",7     -  .•      ^ 

I  laugh,  but  God  forgive  me   for  it      iJ 


hr  -^  /'ber'man  from  my  youth  and  then-this  minute- 
';^  :  hu'cTcom:"  intTthe  Urld  to  find  its  father  can  ^  stand 

'""•'Take 'my  arm,"  said  Moleskin.  "I'll  lead  you  up 
the  hill  Put  you  head  under  the  pump  ^vhen  you  get 
m-k  and  you'll  soon  be  ripe  for  twins  or  any  other  bla.k 
e  vs  PuU  your  face  steady,  there's  a  good  soul.  t 
b.n  t  no  use  crying  and  'tis  a  thought  too  soon  o  laugh^ 
Comealong  at  once' and  just  puU^all  your  mmdmto  trying 

to  look  as  if  you  wasn't  drunk.  -^u^a  ^,  Vorth- 

As  he  went  out.  Moleskin  turned  and  winked  at  North 

"^' Be  charitable,  farmer."  he  said.  ^ ';^>:-^^^"^[^ -^^[^ 
faultless-not  even  this  poor  reed  as  can  be  shaken  with 

a  pint  I  " 
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THE    DEVOUT    LOVER 

^HE  day  was  Sunday  and  dnnvsy  peace  li-  Ij  Menvale 

±        alter  the  hour  of  midday  dinner.     A   few  sleei   ' 

clo«s  bl,„ked  at  (he  oppressive  heat  ;  a  few  fowls  pked 

m     hem       n"'  "'  '"'"'^^'^  '^'^^  """■"  the  dust    md  sa 
cot      .    thif ''  f''.'  """"  "^  ''  J^^"-^"^'nmm  f.     n  one 
si.^    .     1,        '¥r\''^  ^  ""/'  ""'"  ^"^'th^---  h^t  n«  visih' 

A  CO  V -ill  ."'"''^  '^^'^^  ^""^'  h'^^^^-y  «^''^'-  the  central 
Mooi  Walla,  shrunk  to  her  snunner  tenuity,  threaded 
the  vale,  and  not  until  the  eye  reached  the  village  bridge 
did  there  appear  any  human     being.     Here,    how  ver    a 

bhck'^smokH^.™"^'''^'''^^-  .  '^^''y    "-'^    the.r    Sunday 

f.e.H  T  ^'''  P'Pes  and  r-ennitted  the  processes  of 

digest  on  to  prosper.     Nobody  said  much,  but  their  eves 

tonn     Tsft?"*^^  "^"/'^  ^^^^■^"'=-  '^^  the  gaThe  mg 
stoim.     As  yet  its  approach  was  not  perceptible.     It  huni 

hr^st-eTr  m'^t"  'Z  \'  ^^^  ""''h,  ai'Jd  the  Moor   a! 

Indli^:rred'lS;h^eat  ''''''''  '''  '''''''  '"  ^^^^^^ 

p.'S^eri.r^bnd;j^^  ^^^  '''>'  ^""^^-«  ^"^  ^P" 

Onf  added'T  c'aXn"  ^^"'  ^"  ^^^'^  ""''  "^"^^  ^^^— " 

R,',n!^rt''i  -h'"'  ""^'^  i:^ting  Out  along,  Miss  Rendle."  said 

br  unl^t?'"  "^  ^'"'"  ^^'^  ^^^"^=   ■■th'^re-s  a  storm 

.  fn^   ■}l"'''y  "^'^^  't  ;  but  I  reckon  'tis  coming      It 

IricitTm^  ^'•'  "P  '^'•"''  ^'^  "'"^  ^y  ^^^^^^"  °^  the^lei- 

Ruth  thanked  the  man  and  went  her  way  to  Prince- 

iTtleev^^'  '"'^^'  •"  '^'  ^""d^>'  ^^hool  there    an     the 

A      ve     '^i;''  "'•''  r^'"/"  ^^  the  happiest  in  her  week 

As    >et    she  remained  with  her  kinsmen.      Indeed    they 
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let  her  depart,  -md  finally  she  had  promise 


ied 


Nevertheless 


lii^ea  10  let  ner  aepiui,  aiia  tinal 
to   s-op   another   six   months   with    them. 
she  desired  to  go,  for  life  thus    ved  brought  daily  anxieties 
and  dawy  luart-shakmg    Inddcn    from    all.     Northmore  5 
l„nL'    unhippv  face  haunted  her.  and  she  could  not  see 
Ives  Pom.,  ro>"  without  ^affering  the  sweet  and  bitter  sick- 
nr^^  .  !  her  own  secret  love  for  him.     She  felt  that  life  was 
m  King  her  old  bef    e  her  tune.     Nu  day  passed  without 
one  or  '  )th  of  the  two  great  disquieting  forces  intruding 
upon  h..     for  Matthew  Northmure  usually  called  on  his 
way  to  or  from  his  home,  and  Ives  often  came  also  to  hear 
his  own  voice  and  sp(-.id  an  hour  before  closing  time  at 
tl  ■'  inn.     The  lalier  was  always  a  steaay  beer-drinker  ; 
tlie  former  one  e  a  teetotaler,  now  drank  spirits.     His  own 
^li,,re  remained  tritlmg,    but    the    farmer    developed    an 
unexpected  generosity,  ami  tli-  brothers  Toop,  as  became 
Kood   men   of   business,   changed   their   attitude   towards 
him  and  now  regarded  liim  as  a  worthy  pillar  of  the  r  ablic 

'  NtM-thmore's  moral   character  was  a  little  deteriorated 
undet  the  strain  of  futUe  love.     Ho  fought  to  conquer  it 
■Mid  { ailed      He  could  not  drag  himself  away  ;  he  hoped 
Ns  hen  first  he  heard  it  that  Ruth  would  go  further   oft  . 
thei   there  came  a  sleepless  fear  and  frenzy  that  she  might 
a'  tually  do  so.     Finally  he  implored  her  to  remain  and 
wearied  her  er.rs  with  entreaties  to  s.xy.     Sorely   tried 
Ruth  sought  Avisa.  told  the  mother  half  her  story  and 
heard  her  counsel  departure.     Yet  Ruth  did  not  depart. 
She  blushed  at  herself  for  stopping  and  scorned  the  leeble 
delusion  with  which  she  strove   to   calm   her  consae:  ce. 
Then  she  rose  above  metaph>sics  and  told  her  heart  boldly 
that  she  stopped  because  she  dearly  loved  a  man.     At 
night  in  darkness.  sh(    could  whisper  this  tact  .0  herself 
and  view  it  unflinchingly,  even  with  joy  ;  but  by  daylight 
she  dared  not  look  upon  it. 

Meantime  she  stopped,  and  Avisa  Pomeroy  whose 
advice  had  risen  from  a  disinterested  desire  to  help  the 
girl's  happiness,  privately  rejoiced  It  was  Mrs.  Pomeroy  s 
earnest  hope  and  secret  prayer  that  this  woman  migat 
presently  waken  love  in  her  son.  She  knew  that  the 
HMining    and    inllamu.able    nature    of    Ives    would  take 
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long    in    settling     down;    she    understood    that     having 
ailed  dismally  in  his  lust  romance,   he  might  remain  a 
bachelor    until    well   advanced    in    manhood-    but    there 
was  that  in  him  of  late  that  tilled  her  hidden  spirit  with 
liope     She  began  to  sec  a  little  more  of  herself  in  him 
bhe  feared  that  a  too  sanguine  soul  deceived  her   and  put 
cautious    questions    tc   her   mother-in-law,    to    Lizzie     to 
Arthur  Brown  and  to  others.     Some  made  the  answers 
that  she  wished  to  hear,  and  some  did  not.     Rpr  patience 
was  ceaseless,  her  tact  might  have  appeared  extraordinary 
to  any  observer  who  knew  not  that  tact  springs  from  love 
and  sympathy  rather  than  education,  and  that  often  the 
intelligent  most  lack  it.     Avisa  handled  Ives  with  exquisite 
delicacy  bred  from  her  own  great  heprt.     Sometimes  the 
wonder  of  Ins  mother  was  dimly  glimpsed  by  him  •  at 
any  rate  a  dawn  of  wider  reasoning  and  self-control   that 
now  made  itself   manifest   in  him,  took  him  often  to  her 
No  project  of  his  many  projects  rose,  but  he  submitted 
It    to    her.     Sometimes    she    supported,    sometime^    «:he 
restrained  ;  sometimes  he  proceeded  against  her  aclvice  • 
and   when   on   one   occasion    he   did   so   successfully    =he 
hastened  to  point  out  that  he  was  right  and  that  she  had 
been  mistaken.     The  admission  woke  a  fierce,     .livalrous 
love  in  him.     His  nature  was  such  that  any  concession 
from  another  m;ide  him  grateful  rather  than  piuud     To 
urn    the    hatefulness  of   admitting  error   was    extreme  • 
but  all  the  more  did  he  admire  other  people  who  could 
ioarlessly  confess  that  they  had  done  wrong. 

1  he  oak  coppice  was  not  cut  in  young  Pomeroy's  twenty- 
!dth  Near,  because  Mr.  C.jdd,  who  admittedly  understood 
oak  rinding  and  everything  to  do  with  it  better  than  any 
man  on  W  alia  side,  strongly  advised  postponement. 
_  lis  all  against  my  own  interests,"  he  said  sourly 
1  m  very  anxious  to  drop  work  and  take  my  pension— 
which  I  suppcjse  I  may  presume  to  mention  after  nearly 
a  half-century  of  toil-but  I  shan't  go  till  the  coppice 
comes  down,  and  I  shan't  advise  yon  to  throw  it  till  another 
year  s  gone  over  it." 

Mrs.  Poineroy  obeyed  and  Ives,  who  enjoyed  all  details 
of  forestry  gave  his  services  to  other  men  with  young 
oaks  to  fell.  ^        ^ 
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Now  spring  was  gone  and  late  summer  had  returned. 
The  ■.  .^mnig  autumn  would  see  Lizzie  married  and  for 
the  rest  hfe  moved  with  regularitv  at  Vixen  Tor.  Mrs. 
Fuinerov's  health  had  gradually  ceased  to  be  the  only 
tunic  there  She  was  now  considered  well,  and  she 
,lerlared  herself  to  be  so  when  the  subject  arose.  She 
knew  more  concerning  herself,  however,  than  eitaer  Ives 
„r  Lizzie  learned  ;  and  she  watched  her  body  with  utmost 
I  are  "for  their  sakes  as  well  as  for  her  invn. 

Much  did  she  desire  that  some  tlicker  of  regard  might 
w  iken  in  Ives  towanls  Ruth  Rendle  ;  but  it  did  not. 
There  came  rumours  from  various  sources  that  linked  now 
this  maiden  with  his  name,  and  now  that.  But  Avisa 
u.is  accustomed  to  these  things,  and  so  long  as  Ives  spoke 
upcnly  about  his  friends,  she  took  httle  note  of  them 
(Jne  woman,  indeed,  was  often  on  his  hus,  and  he  did  not 
weary  of  her  ;  but  Mrs.  Pomeroy  hao  done  far  more  for 
1,11  Bolt  than  anybody  knew  save  Jill  herself;  and  his 
ninther  paid  little  attention  to  the  indignation  that  Ives 
rnustantly  expressed  concerning  his  old  sweethearts 
furlorn  state,  or  the  need  for  helping  her  against  her  husband 
and  her  husband's  mother.  His  interest  and  keen  jealousy 
lor  I  ill  Mrs.  Pomeroy  did  not  applaud,  and  always 
treated  as  lightlv  as  tact  would  permit.  But  the  subject 
persisted  in  the  mind  of  Ives  and  he  professed  a  frank 
regard  for  the  younger  Mrs.  Bolt  that  openly  angered 
Lizzie  by  its  impropriety. 

Now  Ruth  went  on  her  way  to  Pnncetown  and  there 
canu'  a  horL."man  in  the  opposite  direction.  It  was  N<)rth- 
in..re  and  glad  of  the  loneliness  about  then-  meeting  place, 
he  st<.pned,  alighted  and  greeted  her  m  his  usu  d  v.  irn- 
in-  fashion.     She    took  her  hand  fn^n    his  and  bbmed 

liim,  .       ,, 

"  Yoi.  wasn't  at  church  this  morning. 

"  No  ;  Eve  had  something  pulling  the  other  way  lately. 
But   I'll'  be  there  to-night."  ,, 

•'  I'm  stopping  at  Pnncetown  till  after  supper,  she 
said,  and  he  scented  a  hope. 

■•  May  I  bring  my  tr..)  and  drive  you  home  ?  Please 
kt  m.^  do  that.     It's    ■   httle  thing  enough." 

He  remembered  a  past  occasion  when  she  li.id  let  him 
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drive  her  into  T.nistuLk  and  when,  luilf  way  along  the 
road,  an  insane  desire  had  burned  in  him  to  set  liis  horse 
galloping  arnjss  the  Muur  that  their  necks  might  he  broken 
together. 

Ruth  refused  him  now. 

"  'Tis  kind  to  think  (jf  it  ;  but  I'm  not  fond  of  drivmg 
and  I'd  much  rather  walk." 

"  May  I  come  to  see  you  home,  if  the  weather  turns 
nasty  ?  So  like  as  not  that  storm  dogging  the  hills  will 
burst  at  mghtfall— the  air  :,  chokuig  lull  ol  it." 

She  sighed. 

"  If  you  onlv  knew  how  unkind  it  was  .  .  .  If  y(Mionly 
knew  iiow  ymr  cv<s  make  mv  heart  ache.  Whv  can't 
y(ju  go  and  look  round  and  liiid  a  woni.m  ten  thousand 
times  better  worth  than  I  am  ?  " 

"  Find  her^  -where  ?  " 

"  Anywhere— everywhere.  I'm  a  poor  straw  driven 
by  any  wind — a  nervous,  {nghlened  i  rcature  — a  iot)lish 
thing.  I  shall  never  make  no  man  happs'.  1  don't  know 
how  to  be  hai)py  myself,  for  that  matter." 

"  I'd  show  you  how  to  be  if  you'd  let  me.  A  man  is 
generally  strong  enough  to  do  one  thing,  if  he  pours  his 
whole  life  and  soul  and  brain  into  it.  And  that's  what 
I'd  do,  and  the  thing  "vmld  be  to  make  you  happy  if  you'd 
let  me.  By  Ood,  I'c  glit  the  whole  world  and  roam  the 
whole  world,  to  find  happiness  for  vou  !  And  I  would 
find  it." 

"  A  jioor  task  for  a  strong  man.  If  I'm  such  a  feeble 
thing  that  I  can't  make  my  own  happiness  .  .  ." 

"  You're  a  woman,"  he  answered.  "  A  right  woman; 
and  no  svoman  cm  have  real  hap])iness  without  a  man 
be  part  of  it— not  if  she's  a  real,  complete  femaL'  crea  ire. 
As  little  as  I  know,  I've  found  that  out.  And  same  with 
us.  The  man  that's  happy  without  a  female,  ban't  a 
man— only  the  puppet  of  a  man.  I  know  what  I'm  saying. 
It  came  late,  but  it  came  Uke  raging  fire.  I  rose  to  my 
full  manhood  very  slow,  as  I  corned  to  unc  .^standing 
very  slow  ;  bat  I'd  soon  make  up  for  lost  time  if  i  had 
the  chance." 

"  The  world's  full  of  women,  Mr.  N(3rthmore." 

"  Is  it  ?     I   cant   see   none.     Full   of  one  woman  for 
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1  always  will  be,  and  only  will   he, 


it   I   live  to    a 


She    did    not    answer    and    he  aske.i  his  t'onner  ques- 


tinll 


May  I  coive  up  if  the  weather  turns  bad  ?     'S'ou  ran't 


have  the  heart  to  deny  me 


that. 


What's  the  sense  of  Retting  a  wet  jacket  for  ni'np;lit 
"  'Tisn't   for  nought.     'lis  for  the  blessed  pleasure 
liiilding  a  shelter  above  you  "" 


of 


If-if 


he  stammered.     Then  her  mind  overran 


itself,  she  forgot  what  she  was  going  to  say  and  stoppe 


^^^ ^ _  .    -  ^  -  „  .  ..    '^• 

He  took  up  the  word  and  his  voice  hardened  and  he 
spoke  in  a  mood  suddenly  turned  into  savagery. 

"  If  'twas  somebody  else  -perhaps  if  'twas  anybody 
elsr  but  me— you  wouldn't  think  twice.  '  If— if— if  '—you 
say,    and   stop,  and  think    I  don't  know  what's  in  yonv 

heart."  ^     ,.  , 

"  I  wa-^n't  meaning  anything— only  some  foolish  every- 
day speech  I  meant  to  make.  So  foolish  that  I  forgot 
all  about  it." 

"  No,  you  didn't  The  thought  was  so  strong  tb. at  it 
jumped' to  your  lips  and  would  have  leapt  out  in  another 
moment  if  you  hadn't  shut  your  teeth  on  it.  I  know— I 
know.  What  don't  I  know  where  you're  concerned  ? 
Everything   I   know— his  name,   too,   for  that  matter." 

He  had  not  sunk  to  this  until  the  present.  But  he 
believed  that  Ruthin  her  broken  sentence  had  thought 
"  If  it  was  Ives  Pomc-oy."  That  was  Northmore's  genuine 
opinion  ;  and  it  mach  him  angry  and  prompted  him  to 
tnis  utterance. 

She  resented  it,  turned  from  him  with  a  hard  look  and 
went  her  way  swiftly;  then,  still  walking  beside  his  horse, 
he  made  haste  to  overtake  her. 

"  I'orgive  me.  I'm  sorry — cruel  sorry  that  I  was  such 
a  jealous  fool.  I  couldn't  help  it.  I  can't  help  knowing. 
I  .  .  ." 

She  turned  and  stopped  again.  ^_ 

"  There's  only  one  thing  between  us,"  he  said  ;  and 
that's  a  man  ;  and  his  name  is  Pomeroy.  There  !  'Tis 
out— more  shame  to  me  ;  but  yon've  made  me  dead  to 
shame.     I'd   creep   through   the   contempt  of  the  whole 
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i\nilri    iinw   It    I    roiild   win    V"ii   I'V   <  r«*ppiiiK.     Curse   the 
n.uiio  i>l   the  man  fni-  over  ! 

Hi'^  <  <iinp,iniiiirs  evo'^  showed  tear. 

"  nnii't,  floii't  S]ieak  and  think  this  w,iy.  He's  nothing 
to  uie.  Mr.  Xorthnmrc." 

No,  Ihh  ause  he's  a  daft  fool,  without  sense  or  under- 
standing:;. Hut  he  mi^ht  l)e  something — lie  might  be 
everything  to  you.  I  know  it.  I  read  you  hke  a  book, 
because  I  love  you.  How  ran  I  helj)  cursing  him  ?  Yet 
not  hun— only  the  fact  that  he's  alive.  I  don't  hate 
him     jioor  wretrh  :  I  only  hate  your  love  for  him  " 

"  This  is  cruel  !  "  she  cried.  "  How  can  you  say  'tis 
love  at  all  ?  Y' )u're  mad  t'^  say  such  things  to  a  maiden 
that  never  wronged  you,  God  knows.  I  don't  love  him. 
I  flon't  love  anybody.  What  should  I  know  of  loving  .•* 
You  persecute  me,  and  'tis  very  wicked  of  you.  My  life's 
sad  eiMiugh,  and  if  you  really  l(jved  mc  you  wouldn't  make 
it  sadder." 

He  rlid  not  answer  immediately. 

"  You're  ri,»;ht,"  he  said.  "  I'm  a  thought  mad  now 
and  again  in  your  company.  But  what  you  say  is  very 
true.  1  must  have  another  fight  for  it  and  try  to  get 
going  from  here." 

"  ' Tis  the  great  grief  of  my  life  to  have  made  you  such 
an  mihaii])y  man.  Of  course  you  can't  go — with  your  farm 
and  exerything  ;  but  I  can,  and  I  will  when  my  six  months 
arc  up.  fietterthat  way  a  thousand  times.  I  wish  they'd 
never  made  me  promise  to  stop  now.     1  was  weak." 

"  It  was  natural.  1  can  read  your  heart  by  knowing 
my  own.  If  1  found  it  too  hard  to  go,  well  might 
you." 

"  For  God's  sake,  don't  say  no  more  of  that,"  she  begged. 
"  Pan't  comely,  or  right,  or  kind — or — or  true.  Twas 
a  cowardly  thing  and  you  know  it." 

"  It  was.  But  I  am  a  coward  now.  You've  broken 
to  pieces  what  httle  good  of  character  I  had.  You  can't 
help  it.  .Xnyway  one  of  us  must  go,  or  I'll  not  answer 
for  myself." 

He  left  her  and  turned  his  horse  rounc  ;  then  he  mounted 
it  and  walked  forward.  For  a  moment  she  hesitated  ; 
then  she  called  after  him,  in  rather  weakly  tones : 
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liivo  me  hark,  it  'twill  he  any  plr-.isMre  to 
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Northin'TO,  hmvcvor,  witli  a  iniiid  il"'p  sunk  U] 
itsolf,  did  not  hrar  hei ,  and  sh»\  thankfiii  tliat  lu-  had  not 
dono  sn,  went  upon  hrr  way  relirvcil.  Hut  her  tcet  drat^t^ed 
and  slic  never  rearhed  rrinictown  after  all.  Her  storni- 
vtrii  ken  ninid  turned  against  the  teai  lung  of  .  hildren, 
and  presently,  as  soon  as  Matthew  li.nl  desendi'd  the 
liill  and  was  Out  of  sight,  she  too  began  to  go  hoimward 
and  w.dked  verv  slowly  tow    ids  Merivalc. 

She  was  fearful  of  the  farmer's  increased  ferocity,  and 
row,    rctrariiig    their    uitercourse   with    li'i^ured    thought, 
s'lK^    perceived   how    he   had    changed    within    the    p.ist 
\vir.     Had  love  for  her,  then,  dragged  him  down   [0..11 
Ins  old  austerity  and  severity  ?     Could  she   thus  in   all 
innocence    demoralize  a    man  by    mere    persistence    in   a 
iKgative  attitude  tmvards  him  ?     It  seemed  a  very  mon- 
strous thing,  and.  for  the  first  time,  a  sort  of  dull  resent- 
ment  awoke    in    Ruth    that    her    attitude  should  thus  he 
rendered  a  reproach,  because  this  man  chose  to  gf>  forlorn 
and  wretched  before  the  world  and  suffer  her  indilfcience 
to  reduce  him  in  the  eyes  of  the  people.     She  felt  it  a 
hard  and  ungenerous  thing  ;  and  that  N'orthmorc  should 
have  named   Ives  Pomeroy  woke   active   passion   in   the 
woman.     He  must  be  a  mean  spirit  to  have  spoken  that 
name  to  her.     For  a  time  she  felt  anger,  then  it  waned, 
and  she  merely  mourned  when  she  retlccted  on  the  master 
of  Stone   Park.     His  deterioration  sa<ldened  her   and  it 
puzzled  her  that   such   things   could   be.     What   had   he 
done  that  Heaven  should  clouil  his  life  with  this  unutterable 
grief  :■'     She  flattered  herseU  that  she  very  well  understood 
Northmore  and,  as  he  could  read  her  heart  in  the  light  of 
his  own,  so  she  believed  that  her  secret  and  hopeless  love 
helped  her  largely  to  understand  his.     Her  anger  presently 
waned  and  she  forgave  him  everything  ;  then   her  mood 
changed  once  more  and  she  blushed  under  tfie  gathering 
darkness  of  the  sky,  to  think  that  Matthew  knew  of  her 
love  and  had  actually  (hscovered  a  thing  that  she  kept 
hidden  even  from    herself.     Again    passionate    wrath    at 
this   circumstance   awoke    within   her   and    her  transient 
pity  for  the  man  was  quite  smothered  before  the  first 
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thunder  drops  splashed  agiii'st  tlv  grrnite  beside  her 
way. 

All  about  her  road  was  darkness:  above,  around,  be- 
neath ;  and  it  seemed  to  Ruth  that  this  gloomy  descent 
amid  gathering  storm  oit'ercd  a  \ery  true  picture  of  her 
young  life's  passage.  Hut  then,  against  the  savage 
purple  of  unshed  torrents,  and  e\-en  as  the  first  thunder 
growled  from  the  horizon,  sudden  light  burnt  along 
the  summits  of  Great  Mis  and  the  tor  stood  out  like  a 
mountain  of  red  gold  against  the  ]xdl  of  the  sky  behind 
it.  The  setting  sun  had  pierced  the  broken  vapours  of 
the  west,  and  for  a  few  moments  wrought  this  wonder 
upon  earth.  The  immense  hill  llamed.  and  every  detail 
seemed  to  glow  through  ruddy  fire  ;  every  track  and 
great  stone  and  solitary,  wind-beaten  tree  api)eared  stark 
and  shining  in  that  flood  of  light  against  the  tenebrous 
sky.  Then  the  moment  of  transfiguration  passed  and 
the  mighty  hill  drew  down  the  darkness  of  heaven  and 
wrapped  itself  therein.  Lightning  already  licked  its  granite 
bf^som  as  Ruth  reached  the  bridge  and  felt  a  moment's 
femmine  thankfulness,  despite  sorrows  of  spirit,  that 
her  Sunday  ilnery  had  escaped  the  deluge.  As  she 
entered  The  Jelly  Huntf^men  a  thunder  peal  seemed  to 
shake  the  earth.  Glorious,  ragged  rifts  of  lightning 
rent  the  sky  with  fire  ;  streamed  from  tor  to  tor  ;  leapt 
across  the  rivers  ;  dropped  a  brand  where  the  Lone 
Stones  struck  up  blue  and  wan  in  the  heart  of  the  storm, 
and  slew  certain  terrihcd  beasts  that  huddled  together 
there.  They  tottered,  turned  up  their  eyes  to  heaven 
and  so  fell  and  died.  Walla  already  began  to  wake,  to 
rise,  and  murmur  with  great  rain  messages  from  the  mid- 
most Moor.  Anon  her  volume  came  down  and  her  valleys 
echoed  with  huge  riot.  The  river  lifted  a  sound  as  of 
myriads  that  made  mighty  exodus  to  the  bellow  of 
trumpets  and  the  thunder  of  drums. 

]\Lany  watched  the  storm,  and  during  the  height  of  its 
passage,  children  wept  and  frightened  females  hid  their 
faces  ;  but  two  n-omen  there  were  engaged  iipon  a  theme 
so  interesting  that  neither  found  mental  leisure  to  fear, 
even  had  fear  belonged  to  them.  One  spoke  ;  the  other 
listened.     The  rattle  and  roar  of  the  sky  merely  silenced 
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Rachel  Bolt  for  a  moment,  and  as  soon  as  it  ceased,  her 
thin  and  ancient  pipe,  ludicrous  in  contrast  with  the  organ 
music  from  aloft,  proceedc;!  again  and  poured  its  message 
upon  Avisa  Pomeroy's  ear. 

"If  anybody — if  angels  from  heaven— had  told  me  that 
Samuel  would  ever  say  a  short  word  to  me,  I'd  have  up 
and  answered  they  was  liars,"  declared  the  older  woman. 

"  And  you  would  have  been  right  for  certain." 

"  But  it's  come— the  blow's  fallen.  Look  at  my  eyes— 
red— red.  Burning  tears  poured  out  of  'em  last  night, 
and  life  poured  away  with  the  drops.  I  don't  care  when 
I  die  now.  Not  only  short  he  was,  but  sharp.  Avisa— 
sharp  with  me  !  He  stood  there  with  his  tail  t(  the  tire 
and  looked  across  at  me  and  said  it  in  cold  blood." 

"I'll  wager  he  meant  nothing." 

"  What  he  meant  I  won't  thmk.  'Tis  enough  to  know 
what  he  said— a  direct  contradiction— as  if  1  had  spoke 
a  falsehood." 

"  Never— not  Samuel.     'Tisn't  in  him  to  do  it." 

"  livery  word  I  can  call  home— every  word  cut  like 
a  knife  into  mv  heart.  '  You're  wrong,  mother- 
wrong,'  he  said.  'Twice,  mark  you,  he  used  the  word 
'  wrong,'  as  if  once  wasn't  enough.  '  You're  wrong.  Jill 
knows  perfectly  well  how  to  manage  the  baby  !  '  That's 
what  he  said,  Avisa— to  my  face  after  I'd  told  him  day 
in  day  out,  since  the  little  girl  came,  that  his  wife's  kilhng 

it." 

"  Well,  surely  nothing  to  make  a  flurry  about,  my 
dear.     .\  man  can't  always  agree  with  his  mother's  opinion." 

"  I  lion't  ask  that  ;  "but  in  matters  of  a  baby  what 
1  ight  has  he  to  have  any  opinion  ?  But  there,  words 
are  no  use.  He's  taken  her  part.  'Tis  time,  and  more 
than  time,  I  was  underground.  I  might  have  known 
it :  the  Bible  prophesies  it.  I  must  wait  and  watch  and 
see  my  grandchild  done  to  death  by  that  cruel  viper." 

"  'Tis  a  very  weakly  little  one,"  admitted  Mrs.  Pomeroy. 
■•  You  mustn't  be  very  hopeful,  I'm  afraid.  We'll  trust 
to  better  luck  next  time." 

"  It  could  be  reared,  if  there  was  anybody  to  rear  it. 
But  I've  got  to  sit  here  with  my  old  heart  breaking  and 
see  it  die  by  inches.     That  wretch  hates  it,  Avisa  !     No 
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call  to  shake  your  head.  Do  I  know  best  or  you  ?  She 
hates  it,  like  the  stupid  creature  she  is,  because  it's  a  red 
un  And  who've  fault  wa-.  that  ?  Sammy  ban't  red 
anyhow.  He's  a  llaxen  man  without  a  red  hair  on  his 
body.  She's  dormouse  colour  ;  and  what  more  natural 
than  she  should  have  a  ginger-haired  child?" 

"  And  what  more  natural  tlian  that  she  shouldn't  like 
it  ?  Us  mothers  ban't  strong  in  common-sense  at  such 
times.  But  we  must  be  hopeful,  and  don't  fret  about 
the  little  thing.  wheth(T  or  no.  Doctor  sees  her  every 
day,  and  if  he's  satisfied,  so  did  you  ought  to  be." 

"  If  that  child  dies,  'twill  be  murder,"  declared  Rachel 
bitterly.  "  A.id  old  as  I  mu,  I'll  tear  her  face  for  her  afore 
the  people,  if  it  happens  !  " 

'  Don't  you  say  things  like  that.  The  storm's  got  on 
your  nerves,  I  think.  You'm  breathing  lightnings  and 
slaughters  like  the  sky.  'Twill  fall  out  as  it  ought  to  fall 
out,  whether  the  baby  lives  or  dies  :  remember  that." 

Avisa  strove  long  to  comfort  her  friend,  but  Mrs.  Bolt 
would  not  be  comforted.  Samuel's  baby  proved  to  be 
an  extremely  fcei)le  and  weakly  infant,  and  behind  his 
back  the  father  was  blamed  for  it  ;  but  Mrs.  Bolt  cried 
shame  and  lilame  upon  Jill.  Meantime  the  little  life  hung 
in  the  balance.  Samuel  and  his  mother  prayed  Heaven 
to  preserve  the  atom  ;  and  Jill,  albeit  she  spared  no  proper 
care  and  duty,  heartily  hoped  that  her  puling  infant 
would  perish. 
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LIZZIE    WEDDED 

MR,  ARTHUR  BROWX  displayed  a  good  many  of  the 
mure  peddling  \irtues,  but  above  all  he  prided  him- 
s.:li  upon  a  well-regulated  mind.  When,  therefore,  his 
wedding  day  arrived,  it  found  him  calm,  and  perfectly  pie- 
pared.  His  hand  did  not  shake  as  he  shaved  himself,  and  he 
parted  his  hair  down  the  middle  with  neither  more  nor  less 
rare  than  usual.  A  fortnight  of  the  honeymoon  would  be 
spent  at  Ilfracombe  and  a  fortnight  in  London.  Lodgings 
wc-re  already  engaged  and  expenses  calculated  to  the  last 
iialf-penny. '  One  tive-pound  note  was  allowed  for  jiussible 
luxuries.  '  Arthur  did  not  approve  of  the  theatre,  but  hoped 
to  take  his  wife  to  a  concert  or  two.  He  also  designed 
to  enlarge  and  edify  her  intellect  at  many  places  where 
instruction  and  entertainment  went  hand  in  hand  free  of 
cost.  Lizzie  had  never  been  to  London  and  the  prospect 
was  a  delight  to  her. 

She  looked  a  dainty  little  thing  in  her  white  muslin  ; 
hut  she,  too,  was  very  staid  and  showed  no  emotion  under 
the  ordeal.  '  Only  her  grandmother  wept  a  little  in  the 
vestry  and  Avisa's  beautiful  eyes  shone  to  see  her  maiden 
given  into  the  keeping  of  a  man. 

All  who  cared  for  the  Pomeroys  contrived  to  be  present, 
because  this  was  held  an  important  wedding.  Mr.  Brown 
had  very  few  relations  or  intimates,  but  a  schoolmaster 
or  two  attended  the  ceremony,  and  his  friend,  Harold 
Wilkinson,  a  young  jeweller  from  London,  acted  as  best 
man.  The  bridegroom  did  not  entirely  approve  of  many 
among  the  wedding  guests,  though  he  kept  his  opinions 
to  himself  and  was  reasonably  gracious  both  before  and 
alter  the  ceremony. 

It  remained  for  Ives  to  cast  a  cloud  upon  the  day  ;   and 
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he  chose  a  moment  peculiarly  inappropriate  to  do  so.  Some 
had  driven  and  some  had  walked  back  fruit,  the  wedding, 
and  he  prelerred  to  return  iujme  afoot.  With  him  rame 
Joel  Toop  and  Emmanuel  Codd. 

"  Be  sure  not  to  mention  it,"  said  the  publican,  "  but 
'twill  be  out  soon,  only  I  want  the  wedded  jxiir  to  get  off 
without  hearing  the  news.  They'll  toll  the  bell  thise\vning. 
Such  is  life  :  a  wedding  peal  in  the  morning  and  the  knell 
for  the  corpse  afore  sunset." 

"  Who's  dead  now  ?  "  asked  Ives. 

"  A  very  jmor,  small  morsel  of  flesh,  and  a  great  deliver- 
ance no  doubt  for  all  concerned.  Not  that  they  see  it 
so.  'Tis  Sanuiel  Bolt's  baby,  in  fact.  They  found  her 
dead  in  the  i  radle  this  morning." 

"  That's  a  damned  good  thing,"  declared  Ives.  "  Any- 
way Jill  will  think  so." 

"  And  I  dare  say  she  knows  more  about  it  than  she'll 
tell  the  coroner,"  growled  Codd. 

Ives  looked  at  him  dangerously,  but  the  old  man  miss('d 
his  glance. 

"There'll  lie  a  little  feeling  without  a  doubt,"  added 
Joel.  "  My  brother  was  uj),  so  soon  as  he  heard  ab^ut  it, 
to  comfort  all  jiarties  and  take  the  measurements  himself 
— a  thing  he  does  for  a  neighl)uur  in  his  large-heartetl  way. 
And  I'm  sorry  to  say  that  there  was  high  words  going. 
In  fact,  old  Rachel  have  made  herself  mighiy  ill  and  the 
doctor,  when  he  comed,  was  busier  with  her  than  with  the 
dead  child.  Sammy's  sitting  in  a  corner  crying  his  (>yes 
out,  and  Jill's  like  a  statue.  She's  pui  on  mourning  as 
cool  as  a  cucumber— seemed  to  have  had  it  ready  by  the 
looks  of  it— but  t'others  haven't  growed  calm  enough  to 
do  such  a  thing  yet.  That's  why  they  wasn't  at  the 
wedding." 

"  I  hope  'twill  be  the  beginning  of  a  bit  of  peace  for  her," 
said  Ives.  "  That  old  woman,  and  her  husband  and  his 
flute  pretty  well  worry  the  flesh  off  her  bones." 

''  She  don't  get  more  than  she  deserves,"  answered  Codd. 
"  She's  a  hard  case  and  well  everybody  knows  it ;  and  I 
hope  they'll  have  the  rights  of  this  business." 

"Really,  you  ought  to  be  careful,  Codd,"  replied  Joel. 
"  You  come  dangerously  near  to  libel  in  the  things  you  let 
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yonrsclf  say.     Some  day  you'll  fall  within  reach  of  'the  law, 
and  that  means  money,  I  can  tell  you." 

■More  likely  a  horsewhip,"  said  Pomcroy.  "Old 
l)la<  kguard  !  The  law's  too  slow  to  tackle  him.  He 
wants  a  lathering  to  sting  charity  into  his  dirty  heart- 
makes  a  decent  man  sick  to  hear  him  snarling.  If  he'd 
died  when  he  was  a  beast  of  a  baby,  the  world  would  have 
been  that  much  a  pleasanter  place.  I've  told  him  so  often 
enough,  for  that  matter." 

"  Tretty  talk—on  }our  sister's  wedding-day,  too  !  Not 
v\vn  such  an  event  can  make  you  behave  like  a  proper 
man,  Ives  Pomeroy.     If  I'd  got  any  authority  ..." 

"Shut  your  mouth,"  cried  the  other.  "You  haven't 
got  anv  and  never  will  have.  Keep  your  nasty  thoughts 
in^uie  ;"  df)n't  spill  'em  through  your  lips,  to  make  your 
lullers  sick." 

It  was  in  this  frame  of  mind  that  Ives  took  his  place  at 
the  wedding  board,  and  every  circumstance  of  the  banquet 
increased  his  exasperation.     The  bridegroom's  frigid  pro- 
juiety  irritated  Ives  to  madness,  though  Arthur  Brown 
jilayed  his  part  with  a   perfection   that   awoke  immense 
adniiration  anmng  the  company.     He  smiled  on  a  calcu- 
lated scale  of  geniality  in  proportion  to  the  importance  of 
the  guest.     He  made' several  pleasant  general  remarks  at 
the  breakfast.     These  were  thought  out  and  intended  to 
be  both  entertaining  and  instructive.     He  helped  Lizzie 
to    cut    the    cake.     He    called    everybody    "  neighbour " 
ex<  ei)t  his  best  man  :    but   the  jeweller,   though  a  hfe- 
long  friend,  he  addressed  as  "  xMr.   Wilkinson."     Arthur 
Brown,  in  fact,  suggested  a  great  and  good  young  man 
unbending   among   his  inferiors.     He   did   not   flaunt   his 
superiority,    but   it   was   visible   in   his   tolerant   compla- 
cence.    This  patronage  even  extended  a  little  to  Lizzie 
herself.     He  seemed  to  be  at  somebody  else's  wedding. 
He  suggested  a  youth  of  better  birth  and  position  than  his 
company  ;    one  who  was  here  as  a  comphment  to  inferior 
folk.     The  homelier  guests  felt  a  little  frightened  of  him. 
Only  Codd  sneered  under  his  breath  to  Rupert  Johnson 
and  foci  Toop,  who  sat  on  each  side  of  him. 

Ives   with  a  cloud  on  his  face,  ate  his  meal  silently  and 
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his  motliors  evr,  understood  lirr  expi-.^?ioii  and  made  an 
ettort  to  ho  niuic  uihano.  Avisa  knew  that  Jill  Bolt's 
baby  was  doad,  but  she  hoped  that  bride  and  bridegroom 
might  dei'inrt  in  ignorance  ot  the  fart.  However,  tl:at 
was  not  to  he.  Peter  Toop,  in  a  moment  of  professional 
enthusi.i.m,  spn]:.  ..n  awkward  word,  and  it  was  overhearrl 
by  Arthur. 

„  t'  *^1*  -  .^■■^•■:'"  frorn  the  evil  to  coir.o  doubtless,"  he  said. 

In  my  judcmont  a  man  of  the  somewhat  inhrm  build  of 
Samuel  Bolt  slumld  nc^t  have  been  permitted  to  have  anv 
hand  m  the  next  generation.  I  have  devoted  a  good  deal 
ol  thought  to  the  subject  and  ..." 

A  cork  shot  dangerously  close  to  the  schoolmaster's  car 
and  silenced  him.  Ives  was  opening  three  bottles  of 
c  iam])agne,  and  whether  he  had  intentionally  or  accidcnt- 
allv  duerted  the  first  toward  Mr.  Bn)wn,  he  alone  knew 
liverybody  laughed  :  the  bridegroom  smiled  and  dried  a 
lew  <lrops  of  uine  that  had  tourhed  his  face.  Lizzie's 
glass  was  filled,  but  her  husband  took  none.  He  shook 
his  head  leniently  at  young  Pomeroy.  who  carried  round 
tne  (  hampagne. 

■'  Must  be  tiue  to  my  jinnciples— even  to-day  "  he  said  • 
and  Ives,  ^^•lth  a  short,  not  pleasant  laugh,  turned  to  his 
mother  and  filled  her  glass. 

Mcautime  the  schoolmaster  talked  to  a  farmer's  wife  who 
sat  on  his  left. 

"I  haven't  signed  anything,  you  know— too  liberal- 
minded,  for  that,  I  hope.  But  as  I  believe  in  teetotalism 
alter  having  considered  the  question  in  all  its  bearings  so  I 
am  consistent  and  practise  it  myself.  I  find  that  consist- 
ency seems  a  great  difhculty  to  many  people.  To  me  it 
has  always  been  quite  easy." 

Uii  listener  looked  at  him  round-eyed  and  with  an  open 
mouth,  but  she  made  no  answer. 

The  chamj.agne  allowed  a  full  glass  to  every  member 
of  the  coinj.any  and  left  a  drain  for  Ives  himself.  Ha^•in^r 
poured  all  out,  he  returned  to  his  seat,  fingered  the  st^m 
of  his  glass,  and  waited  for  the  heaUh  of  the  bride 
and  bridegroom  to  be  proposed.  He  was  not  happy  and 
despised  everybody  about  him  but  his  own  folk. 

iO  .lii.  Peter  Tvjup  fcli  the  suiuary  toast  of  the  day  ;  for 
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fhouphthe  hf St  man  from  Lnndnn  had  propped  a  linmo- 
rous  and  witty  spev^  h  on  the  suhjo.  t  ol  th.^  biKk'smaids. 
thrro  Nvcre  none- a  fact  whu  h  se.  retly  disappointed  Mr. 
Wiikinson,  though  he  pretended  to  be  much  rehevcd  tluit 

It  liappencd  so.  .  ,        ,  ■   , 

Pcier  spoke  somewhat  heavily  and  intu-ed  a  gloom  into 
his  retle(  tions  ill-suited  to  the  event.  His  spec,  h  was 
long  and  never  reached  its  peroiation,  for  Ives  created  an 
.xtremely  painful  divei>ion,  and  the  wine  that  shou  d 
haw  been  drunk  to  a  sister's  happiness  was  diffcTcntly 
.ipplied.  For  some  time  the  coinp.uiy  listened  to  Peters 
slow  and  laboured  maundeiing,  then  people  began  to  whis- 
iier  among  themselves.  Mr.  Cod.l  was  of  those  who  had 
the  bad  taste  to  talk.  He  addressed  Johnson,  who  sat 
be-^ide  him.  and  by  so  doing  nuK  h  annoyed  Joel,  who 
-lid  "  hush  !  "  somewhat  loudly  once  or  twice  and  edged 
away  from  the  labourers.  Then  it  was  that  Ives  overheard 
a  sentiment  and  instantly  exploded. 

Emmanuel  Codd,  ghoul-like,  appeared  incapable  of  drag- 
ging himself  away  from  the  dead  baby.  He  had  done 
what  he  could  to  asperse  lill  from  one  direction  ;  now  he 
went  further  and  reflected  against  her  from  another. 

•  Bah  '  The  likes  of  her  don't  care  a  rush  for  law  and 
order  Perhaps  I  know  and  perhaps  I  don't  know  who  was 
the  father,  but  it  wasn't  that  slack-twisted  toad  her  hus- 
band, mark  me  !  " 

This  assertion  was  not  designed  for  any  other  than  his 
fellow-worker,  but,  unhickily  for  Mr.  Codd,  young  Pomcroy 
heard  every  syllable,  rose,  roared,  sought  a  missile  and 
found  his  wineglass. 

••  You  vile  old  wretch  !  "  he  cried.  Why  haven  t  the 
wr.men  wrung  your  skinny  neck  afore  to-day?  Why 
rlon't  these  respectable  people  here  kick  you  out  into  the 
guticr  where  you  ought  to  be  ?  Take  that  and  get  you 
gone,  you  loathsome  beast  !  "  ,    ,        ,       ^ 

He  flung  his  wine  into  Mr.  Codd's  face  and  then  leapt 
from  the  table.  Consternation  prevailed.  Mrs.  Pomeroy 
rose  •    Arthur  Brown  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"Even     to-day!"     he     murmured     reproachfully     to 
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Lizzie. 

Ives  went  out  wittiout  a  word 
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f'lrtli  a  icd  haiulkf^i.  liHt,  .sj.lutt<  n  d  intd  it  and  niopp 'd 
his  fare.  ^^ 

"  I  give  noti.  r  !  "  lip  snoamcd  out.  "  Mark  mo,  all  you 
people,  as  have  se.ii  nu-  s«>  <in.l  ill-usecl  by  that  infmial 
ynun^'  monster— I  f,'ive  notice  for  this  tlay  month!  I'll 
endure  no  more  of  it,  no  more  of  it.  And  liow  God 
A'mighty  ran  suffer  tliat  man  heats  me.  Tis  thnnvin- 
away  good  patience  to  let  him  go  on,  and  I  don't  .arc  uhn 
hears  me  say  so." 

He  also  left  the  table  and  at  the  donr  turned  and  lifted  his 
voice  again. 

"  He'll  strike  in  His  lu.ly  time,  be  sure  of  that.  And  I 
hope  that  I  shan't  drop  afore  right's  done,  for  I  shouldn't 
rest  easy  m  mv  grave  to  think  that  Ives  Ponicruy  was  still 
tiami)hng  the  earth  after  I  was  under  it.  And  I  hope 
I'll  be  the  Lord's  tool  to  smite  him  !  " 
__  "Go  away  and  hide  yours(>lf  !  "  said  Joel  Toop  sternly. 
"  You're  a  bad  old  man,  and  I  heard  what  you  were  saying 
myself,  and  you  got  no  more  than  you  deser\ed  And  as 
to  your  being  the  Lord's  tool,  'twill  be  a  long  time  afore  He 
wants  such  a  horrid  creature  for  any  work  of  His  Get 
on,  Peter  !  " 

But  the  undertaker  had  lost  the  thread  of  his  discourse 
and  made  no  effort  to  find  it. 

"  I  command  all  present  to  drink  to  these  here  dear 
people,"  he  said.  "  Good  lurk  and  long  life  and  prosperity 
to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Authur  Brown  !  " 

Lizzie  kept  her  tears  out  of  sight  and  soon  retired  to 
make  ready  for  her  journey.  Mr.  Codd  went  to  his  room, 
doffed  his  festive  attire,  put  his  wine-wet  coat  in  ilie  window 
of  his  attic  to  dry,  and  having  returned  to  his  corduroys 
went  out  to  work.  He  chose  a  spot  for  his  labours  im- 
mediately in  front  of  the  parlour  window  and  toiled  osten- 
tatiously there,  to  show  that  for  him  the  day's  rejoicing 
and  merrj-making  were  at  an  end. 

Ives  meantime  waited  for  his  sister  and  went  up  to  her 
room  with  her. 

"  I  owe  you  a  word,  Lizzie,"  he  said  soberly,  "  and  cruel 
sorry  I  am  to  have  made  a  fuss  on  such  a  day  of  all  days  • 
but  I^ couldn't  help  it  ;  and  if  you  knew  what  that  hatch- 
liioutxicd  Old  viliaiii  Vvds  whispering,  youd  forgive  me.     For 
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him  tu  dare  to  take  away  a  ?a(l,  sorrowful  woman's  char- 
acter at  such  a  time  !  I'll  tell  vou  what  he  said  some  day 
hut  n(;t  to-day.  Anyway,  G...1  knows  that  I  w'lsh  you  all 
the  L'ood  and  happiness  and  joy  and  luck  and  love  that  a 
hrother  .an  wish  a  little  sister.  Arthur's  a  rare  sensible 
.hap  and  I  know  he'll  make  you  a  steadfast,  steady 
hu>l.and,  and  you've  a  right  to  be  proud  of  such  a  man, 
I'm  sure."  ... 

She  shed  a  few  tears  and  put  her  arms  round  him,  while 
he  care<;sed  he- ,  kissed  her  and  patted  her  cheek  tenderly_ 
••  V,m'm  a  dinky  dear."  he  said,  "  and  you  bore  yourself 
terrible  brave,  and— here's  mother.  I  knowed  she'd  soon 
br  up  I'm  telling  Lizzie  how  'twas,  mother.  So  long 
as  you  and  '^he  do  understand,  I  care  not  a  rush  for  t'others." 
Mr^  Pomeroy,  thankful  for  small  mercies,  felt  glad  to 
Im.l  Ives  with  his  sister,  and  when  he  had  left  them,  Lizzie 
exi)laiiud  that  he  had  rec  eived  some  very  dreadful  provo- 
cation The  mother  doubted  it  n<;t  and  felt  no  particular 
grief  over  the  incident.  Indeed,  her  passing  cloud  of 
anxiety  was  quite  dissolved  when  she  found  her  bcjy  and 
girl  tngL-ther.  His  attack  on  Mr.  Codd  and  his  subsequent 
speedi  with  his  sister  both  sprang  from  a  love  of  what  was 
g,,od  So  Mrs.  Pomeroy  believed;  and  when  her  son 
subsequently  told  her  the  truth  coik  erning  the  head  man  s 
imaginings,  she  blamed  him  no  more. 

By  the  time  that  Lizzie  and  her  husband  were  ready  to 
start  Ives  at  a  sudden  whim,  had  climbed  the  Vixen  ;  and 
"he  shouted  his  farewell  from  that  Icjfty  altitude.  Then 
he  di'^appeared  and  did  not  return  home  until  king  after 
midniiilit,  to  tmd  his  mother  still  up  and  waiting  for  him. 
Ke\va's  vexed  at  this  and  wished  her  in  bed. 
"  You  take  no  heed  for  your  health,"  he  said;  "  and 
the  do.tor  ordered  above  all  things  that  you  was  to  keep  an 
easy  mind  and  a  lazy  body.  You  will  be  doing  too  much, 
and  now  Lizzie's  gone  you'll  work  harder  than  ever." 

"  Don't  fear  that.  Time  will  show  that  I'm  hale  and 
hearty  again,  I  do  hope.  And  I've  got  a  great  thought 
about  it  to  put  before  you,  Ives.  However,  that  can  wait 
awhile  I  talked  to  Codd  to-night  and  I  think  he's  a  bit 
ashamed  of  himself,  though  he  sticks  to  it  that  he'll  go  this 
uay  mOutu, 
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"  Thni  mind  he  does.  Don't  yield  to  him  again.  Drive 
hmi  out.  ril  nut  answer  for  mystlt  if  I  cat(  h  any  more  of 
his  filthy  spccc  hes.  Euc  ky  lor"  him  I  didn't  hear  him  on 
the  edge  of  the  horse-pond,  for  he'd  have  been  in  headove- 
ears  if  I  had— a  low-minded  dog  that  he  is." 
"  It  won't  hurt  her,  howew  r. " 

"  No,  because  no  sane  man  e\  er  listens  to  such  a  woman- 
hater.  I  saw  Jill  this  afternoon  up  the  valley.  We  met 
quite  by  chance  and  both  on  the  same  errand  :  to  get  a  little 
j)eace  frcjin  our  felhnv-creaturcs.  She  couldn't  pretend 
she  cared  much  about  such  a  puny,  crooked  child,  for  shf'ni 
honest  enough,  whatever  else  she  may  be.  And  I  comforted 
her,  I  can  tell  you,  mother.     And  why  for  not  ?  " 

The  defiance  in  his  voice  nevertheless  spoke  of  an  uneasy 
conscience  and  told  his  mother  more  than  his  words.  But 
she  did  not  remonstrate. 

"  Why  for  not  indeed  ?  I  went  up  mv.self  to  see  I^achcl 
after  the  people  had  all  gone  home.  'Tis  a  very  heart- 
breaking business,  and  this  little  death  falls  sadder 
than  'twas  bound  to  fall,  because  of  so  much  cruel  mis- 
understanding. Rachel  was  drowned  in  tears,  but  her  old 
eyes  flashed  anger  through  them  ;  and  Samuel— he's 
distracted  between  his  wile  and  his  mother,  poor  soul. 
The  only  peaceful  thing  in  the  house  be  the  li'l  dead  girl. 
Death  have  quite  .smoothed  out  her  jmckered  face.  It  took 
me  bac  k  long  years,  laddie,  and  I  felt  as  if  I  was  by  our 
Milly,  when  she  died." 

"  I'm  sure  that  Milly  was  a  long  sight  prettier,  dead  or 
alive,  than  that  poor  slip,"  said  Ives.  "  'Twas  a  damned 
cruel  thing  for  Jill  to  ha\e  to  waste  her  time  bringing  trash 
into  the  world  ;  and  she's  glad  it  be  dead  and  will  soon  be 
gone  and  forgotten  :  and  I  consnKd  her  a  good  deal  by 
telling  her  that  I  was  glad  too.  Hrown  don't  talk  much 
sense  in  my  hearing,  but  what  he  said  on  that  subject  at 
dinner  was  true  for  once." 

Time  will  calm  them  down.  I  advisea  Samuel  to  take 
Jill  away  for  a  week  or  two  at  any  cost  presently.  If  them 
women— old  and  young—  could  only  be  separated  and 
kept  out  of  one  another's  eyes  a  while,  'twould  be  a  blessintj 
for  both."  ^ 
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"  She    is— largely,"    udiniUed    his    mother.     "  I    fiatit 

that." 

Ives  continued  to  discuss  Jill  and  her  triai.  and  diffi- 
lultits.  She  had  entirely  won  him  round  to  her  side,  and 
Avisa  felt  somewhat  concerned  to  note  his  deep  and  close 
interest.  It  silenced  her  upon  the  great  subject  which 
she  had  mentioned  and  had  hoped  to  speak  upon  that 
night.  This  related  to  Ruth  Rendle  ;  but  after  Ives  had 
Imh-ii  home  for  two  minute^,  hi^  mother  perceivetl  that 
,he  moment  was  not  ripe  for  mention  of  anyli'"ly  but  Jill. 
Tliriefore  she  said  nothing,  but  listened  patiently  to  her 
son  and  sympathized  with  his  concern. 

Wluii  he  slept,  however,  she  lay  waking,  and  saw  dan- 
K<rs  alirad  that  as  yet  Ives  neither  discovered  nor  suspected. 
In  this  connexion' Avisa  did  not  fear  her  son,  but  feared 
for  him  ;  because  Jill  was  a  curious,  fascinating  woman  and 
soon  she  promised  to  be  a  desperate  one.  That  day,  made 
reiki  'ss  by  anger  and  grief,  Rachel  had  permitted  hersc^lf 
to  say  many  things  to  her  friend.  The  misery  of  Samuel's 
home  apparently  a{)proa<'hed  a  climax  and  ok'  Mrs.  Bolt 
openly  declaied  that  she  expecti'd  Jill  to  run  away.  She 
added  that  the  sooner  her  son's  wife  took  this  dehnite  step, 
the  better  Samuel  and  herself  would  be  pleased  ;  but 
Samuel  did  not  hear  the  sentiment,  or  he  might  iiave 
Ventured  to  modify  it. 
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CALL   OF   THE    BLOOD 

HERE  dawned  a  misty  morning,  with  a  gentle  n-est 
w.ndand  a  grej'sky  that  broke  away  to  blue  as  the 
sun  ascended.  Towards  noon  the  clouds  dissolved,  but 
something  impalpable  still,  hung  like  a  glory  over  the 
deep,  budding  woods,  warn.ou  the  meadows  with  light  and 
brooded  upon  the  wakening  ex]>anses  of  the  Moor.  This 
mello^v  veil  was  neither  mist  nor  cloud,  but  air  made 
visible  :  the  pearly,  *v'  nsparent  vesture  of  young  Spring. 
It  spread  upon  the  face  of  the  whole  earth,  added  brilliance 
to  the  emerald  and  amber  of  the  forest,  lustre  to  the  stone 
and  gentleness  to  the  jade  austerities  of  those  desolate  earth 
planes  that  swept  enormous  upward  from  the  valleys  to 
the  hills. 

Over  against  his  home  on  the  eastern  bank  of  Walla, 
Ives  Pomeroy  sat  on  a  mossy  boulder  beside  a  womTn. 
They  talked  earnestly  :  and  their  feet  were  buried  in 
flowers.  Opposite  them  the  Vixen  towered  above  Pomeroy's 
farm,  where  it  gleamed  with  newly  whitewashed  walls. 
Beneath  was  the  river  and  her  hanging  woods  ;  while  at 
hand  stretched  those  oaken  coppices  whose  time  had  come 
and  who  now  shook  forth  their  last  splendour  of  golden 
green.  Already  saw  and  axe  gnawed  and  struck  where 
the  harvest  of  oak  began  to  fall.  Above  this  scene  of 
activity  the  waste  sloped  toward  King  Tor  and  the  spring 
gorse  arose  in  sheaves  and  masses  of  gold  from  a  fiow^ery 
sea.  The  warm  odour  of  the  furze  was  intoxicating  in 
its  strength  ;  and  above  the  brightness  of  its  flame 
there  ascended  silver  birches,  that  trembled  with  intant 
leaves;  and  sprang  stiff,  glittering  hollies,  islanded  in 
the  flower  light  that  swept  the  hill.     But  the  first  glory  of 
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the  place  and  hour  was  a  map;ic  of  wild  wood  hyac  inths 
♦hat  spread  their  azure  in  one  far-flung,  fragrant  coverlet 
over  glen  and  dingle.  Through  their  sweet  legions  the  lady 
fern  thrust  upward  ;  the  male  fern  broke  his  silver-russet 
knobs  of  fronds ;  the  brake  hfted  a  thousand  little 
shepherd's  crooks  of  pearl  above  the  flowers.  Sap  raced 
and  mantled,  ebbed  and  flowed  along  a  scented  sea; 
and  examined  closely,  something  of  the  secret  of  this  blue 
wonder  woven  so  radiantly  into  wood  and  heath  might  be 
perceived.  Each  nodding  perianth  tube  of  all  these  many 
millions,  now  rising  like  an  image  of  heaven  from  the  breast 
of  earth,  revealed  twin  colours,  for  each  segment  of  every 
blossom  showed  a  strong  vein  of  purest  turquoise,  broad 
at  the  base  and  running  to  a  point,  imposed  upon  the  paler 
violet  texture  of  the  petal.  Those  blended  tints  flowed 
totjfther,  made  the  purple  of  the  flower-masses  and  closely 
copied  the  splendour  of  the  sky  above  them  ;  while  an- 
other subtle  marvel,  that  set  turned  hearts  aching  at  its 
beauty,  was  the  simultaneous  and  similar  curve  of  un- 
numbered little  stems  that  nodded  under  their  bells  and 
answered  each  kiss  of  the  air  with  a  pale  flash  of  light, 
where  they  bent  together  at  the  stroke  of  the  breeze  and 
together  sprang  upward  again  when  it  passed  by.  To  Uie 
odize  of  the  granite  boulders  and  gorse  clumps  they  rolled 
in  waves,  like  a  shallow  sea.  The  wund  blew  scent  for 
spray  from  their  lifting  ripples  ;  while  instead  of  foam, 
till'  stitchworts  scattered  their  galaxies  through  the  blue. 

Evervwhere  dwelt  impersonal,  abstracted  loveliness,  and 
the  sc'-ret  of  the  day  was  told  in  bird  music  and  the  flash  of 
wuuTS.  in  the  uncurling  of  leaves  and  the  colour  of  the  first 
flowers.  Life  seemed  to  make  the  earth  pulse  under  foot,  to 
renew  the  youth  of  matter  and  throb  into  the  heart  of  every 
aiK  lent  stone,  even  as  it  ran  and  rioted  along  sappy,  new- 
born tendrils  or  laughed  aloud  in  setting  seeds  and  mating 
creatures.  From  the  honey-coloured  hazes  over  the  forest, 
to  the  first  violet  in  the  mairsh  ;  from  the  tiny  earthquake, 
where  a  mole  broke  soil,  to  the  cuckoo's  unimp?3sioned 
monotony,  the  hour  was  rife  and  pregnant  and  precious  : 
an  hour  when  youth  clove  to  youth,  burnt  for  youth  and 
learned  from  youth  to  conquer  and  to  lo\-e. 

But,  •  though    man    seemed    not    remembered    in    this 
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vernal  pomp  and  papoant,  ye*  he  had  set  his  own 
mark  very  sternly  upon  the  season,  and  where  oak  rind- 
ing began,  havoc  of  steel  gaped  in  rrucl  wounds  on  the 
gentle  bdsom  of  May.  Rank  upon  rank  the  regiments 
of  the  sapling  oaks  lay  thrown  ;  and  those  still  standing 
shone  all  wan  and  naked,  strippi'd  of  their  I)ai  k  as  high  as  a 
man  might  tear  it  from  thmi.  The  ghostly  fallen  made  a 
dazzle  of  raw  white  under  the  sunshine,  and  the  skeletons 
above  them  waited  to  fall.  Now  flung  open  to  the  sky,  the 
coppice  showed  itself  as  a  steep  hillside  of  moss-clad  boul- 
ders and  countless  shorn  boles.  A  scatter  of  chips  from 
the  axe  spread  red  and  white  among  the  ferns  and  blue- 
bells ;  in  each  clearing  rose  little  stacks  of  bark  and  faggots 
of  small  wood  ;  while  the  poles  were  being  gradually 
trimmed  and  cast  into  piles  for  removal.  Along  the 
limits  of  the  Pomeroy  copses  there  arose  others,  whose 
destruction  was  reserved  for  future  years,  and  yet  others 
again,  that  had  recently  fallen  and  whereon  nature  was  now 
working  to  repair  the  past  havoc.  Some  stretched  joyous 
and  full  of  life  along  the  boundaries  of  the  fallen  trees. 
Here  the  fnaks  stood,  young,  silvery,  shoulder  to  shoulder; 
and  from  their  ranks  pee[)cd  the  hawthorn  making  ready, 
sprang  the  rowan  in  flower,  and  climbed  the  honeysuckles, 
hanging  out  quiet  harmonies  of  leaves,  blue-green  against 
the  more  brilliant  foliage  of  their  neighbours.  The  sun 
shone  impartially  into  the  prosperous  glades,  upon  their 
stricken  neighbours,  and  over  those  tracts,  shorn  in  a 
recent  year,  where  now  began  the  task  of  building  up 
ancMier  coppice  for  the  axes  of  men  unborn  to  fell.  In  the 
theatre  where  these  still  uncreated  creatures  would  labour, 
time  made  ready.  No  unsightly  stump  showed  here  ;  in- 
stead the  bluebells  clustered  close  and  from  their  midst  each 
deeply  rooted  bole  already  lifted  twigs  covered  with  lush, 
carmine-tinctured  leaves.  These  branchlets  in  their  turn 
would  bear  the  hillsides'  music-making  canopies  of  green  ; 
would  contribute  to  the  earth's  neauty  for  many  years  ; 
would  fulfil  destiny,  when  a  quarter-century  was  past,  and 
fall  to  the  ceaseless  need  of  man. 

Ives  sat  beside  Jill  Bolt.  They  met  by  appointment 
without  secrecy  ;  and  within  sight  of  them  Rupert  Johnson, 
Emmanuel   Codd  and   several   others  were   workintz. 
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She  retraccil  recent  events,  for  they  had  not  spoken 
together  of  late  daj'S. 

•■  After  Chr;stmas  the  old  woman  'peared  to  grow  a  bit 
more  friendly.  Samuel  was  ill  then,  you  remember,  and 
off  work  for  nearly  six  weeks.  She  wanted  him  to  go  in 
the  hospital,  for  '  e  mistrusts  me  and  thinks  I  '\an't  look 
after  him  ;  Ivit  he  wouldn't  go  and  he's  pretty  right  again 
now.  A  dog  s  Hfe  ;  I  suppose  'twill  be  better  when  his 
mother  dies." 

She  looked  straight  before  her,  and  tie  fixed  his  gaze 
on  her  strange  face  and  heavy  eyes ;  her  hair,  like  a  pale 
fire  of  wind-blown  flame  ;  her  round,  deep  bosom.  She 
had  grown  thmner  of  late,  he  thought,  but  she  was  none 
the  worse  for  it.  He  carried  an  ash  sapling  in  his  hand 
and,  after  patting  the  ground  idly  with  it,  stroked  her 
shoe.     She  did  not  heed  him. 

"  How's  your  husband's  uncle  now  ?  "  asked  Ives. 

"  Nearly  all  right,  I  believe." 

"  You  were  married  under  false  pretences  then,  Jill." 

She  smiled. 

'■  Not  that— only  a  crud,  bad  bargain.  My  race  be 
very  unlucky  :  nothing  ever  falls  out  well  with  us.  The 
one  good  thing  that's  happened  to  me  since  I  married 
was  making  your  mother  my  friend.  She  understands 
pretty  near  all  Tve  got  to  suffer— nobody  else  does." 

"  I'm  very  sure  I  do." 

"  You  understand  all  that  a  man  can— I  grant  that. 
Oh,  Ives,  you  don't  know  how  I  love  you  for  being  so  large- 
minded  ;  but  there's  a  lot  of  things  no  man  could  under- 
stand, and  that  your  mother  does.  A  very  wonderful 
creature.  I  hope  to  God  she's  growing  stronger  and  no 
sign  of  any  more  trouble." 

His  face  grew  gloomy. 

"  As  for  that,  she  makes  light  of  it,  but  I  don't.  She's 
going  into  Tavistock  again  next  week — for  my  satisfaction, 
though  she  vows  that  all  be  very  well.  I  see  her  hand 
go  up  sometimes,  when  she  thinks  none  be  looking,  and  I 
feel  the  stab  of  the  pain  as  if  'twas  in  my  own  breast." 

"I'd  lay  down  my  life  for  that  woman,"  said  Jill ; 
"  and  so  would  you,  if  I  know  you." 

He  nodded  and  was  silent.     Then  his  voice  changed  a 
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little  and  she  marked  an  echo  of  the  old,  masterful  intona- 
tion when  he  (uurted  her.  But  it  shook  a  trifle  too,  as 
though  he  was  not  quite  certain  of  himself. 

"  Look  at  me,  Jill,"  he  commanded;  and  she  obeyed 
instantly. 

Her  ]iale  eyes,  under  the  droop  of  the  upper  lid,  fixed 
themselves  on  his  dark  ones.  She  did  not  look  horizon- 
tally mto  his  face,  but  obliquely  and  sidelong.  The  glance 
was  gentle,  humble,  and  trusting. 

II  Vou  said  you  loved  me  just  now." 

"  Well,  and  I  do.     I'm  not  ashamed  of  truth— never 
was.     Is  It  a  sin  ?     I  always  loved  you— always,  save  in 
those  few  black  days  when  we  were  1<k)1s,  the  pair  of  us 
and  I  left  you.     But  don't  think  no  more  of  it.     What's 
done  be  done." 

"  'Tis  a  brave  man's  part  to  undo  what's  done  some- 
times, '  he  said. 

She  laughed  and  put  out  her  haiul  for  him  to  hold.  It 
was  a  simple  gesture  often  performed  in  the  past— 
like  the  unconscious  action  of  a  child.  He  used  to  love 
her  to  do  it  then.  Now  he  held  it  and  looked  round. 
1  here  was  nobody  in  sight,  though  shouts  and  the  cracking 
of  wood  echoed  close  by.  He  held  her  hand  and  pressed 
it  as  he  used  to.     She  drew  it  awav. 

II  Whatever  be  I  thinking  of  ?'"  she  said. 

''Thinking  of  two  years  agone,"  he  answered.  "  And 
so  be  I.     You've  not  changed  r^uch,  for  all  your  trouble." 

"  I'm  thinner  far." 

I' So  pretty  as  ever  anyway." 

II  You  are  a  woniu  rful,  generous,  rare  chap,"  she  said. 
„  v'^''^'^  """^  ^  ^'^^'  then,"  he  faltered,  not  looking  at  her. 

Your  good's  my  good.  I  never  seed  anybody  that  I 
never  got  tired  of  but  you.  I'd  go  to  the  world's  end  for 
you  this  minute,  Jill." 

"  No  more  kisses,   Ives." 
."Ope— on    that    little    mole    on    vour    cheek.     Please, 

A  light  twinkled  across  the  valley.  A  spot  of  white 
fluttered  up  and  down  in  the  g.uden,  and  the  man  marked 
it. 
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apern,  'Tis  the  signal  dinner's  ready.  Just  one,  Jill. 
Where's  the  harm  of  that  ?  Who's  the  worse  ?  I'm 
panting  all  over  lor  it  !  " 

"  'Tis  springtime,  in  your  bliuid,  not  me.  Any  other 
would  make  ymi  just  as  hunijry." 

"  No,  my  God  !  " 

"  I  won't  let  you  kiss  me,  Ives,  because  I  don't  think  'tis 
a  seemly  thing  ;  but  I'll  come  and  eat  a  bit  oi  dinner  along 
with  your  mother  and  you,  if  you  like.  No  call  for  me  to  be 
honi?  till  tea  time." 

He  was  delighted  and  made  up  his  mind  to  touch  her 
face  with  his  lips  before  the  day  was  done. 

"  That's  very  good  news,"  he  said.  "  And  mother  will 
be  pleased,  I  know,  for  she  thinks  a  lot  of  your  good  sense 
and  pluck.  You  go  straight  down  the  path  ana  I'll  follow 
\vu.  I  begin  to  work  myself  to-morrow.  I  can  strip 
three  of  these  poles  while  other  chaps  be  stripping  one." 

"  Of  course  you  can." 

"  Stop  at  the  river.  Don't  cross  without  me.  There's 
a  lot  of  water  going  down  and  the  stepping-stones  be  hall 
hidden." 

"  Very  well,  so  I  will." 

She  went  her  way  and  Ives  turned  to  the  men. 

To  see  the  bark  being  stripped  from  the  living  trees  had 
struck  an  imaginative  stranger  as  horrible  :  an  infliction  of 
some  appalling  torture  upon  quick,  sentient  beings.  The 
integument  shredded  away  in  great  Hakes  torn  by  strong 
hands  ;  and  a  sharp  odour  of  sap  infused  the  lir.  The 
j.erishing  coppice  e.xuded  a  death-scent,  and  liie  naked 
poles  stood  livid  and  shining  in  their  colourless  life's  blood 
as  the  skin  was  ripped  in  dull  silver  Hakes  from  every  limb. 

Emmanuel  Codd  i)iled  the  bark.  For  the  third  time  he 
now  saw  Vixen  Tor  farm  copj)ices  cut  down  ;  but  he  could 
not  live  to  witness  the  operation  rejjeatcd  ;  and  if  this 
reflection  made  him  feel  patriarchal,  it  also  rendered  him 
nnjrose.  He  had  quite  li  termined  to  give  warning  and  retire 
during  the  following  autumn. 

Through  the  tree  stems,  himself  unseen.  Mi'.  Codd  liod 
watched  his  master  touch  the  hand  of  Jill.  He  sniffed 
to  himself  and  imagined  evil.  Ntiw  hes  approached  him, 
and  the  old  man.  labourintr  alonii  under  an  armful  of  oak 
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bark,  stopped  and  waited  for  young  Pomcroy  to  speak. 
Emmanuel,  with  liis  lir()\Mi,  gnarled  face  and  thin  mouth, 
with  his  load  and  thu  strung  smell  of  the  bark  exuding 
from  his  person,  stood  there  a  very  incarnation  of  the 
astringent,  tannic,  tonic  principle. 

Ives  dimly  recognized  this. 

"  They  ought  to  cart  you  away  with  the  other  stuff," 
he  said,  laughing  shortly.  "  You'd  tan  hides  as  well  as 
oak  can." 

"  Truth  generally  tastes  bitter  in  a  bad  world,"  answered 
Codd.  "  Tis  the  business  of  men  that  don't  like  us  to  tell 
it.  And  I  don't  like  you,  and  I'll  always  tell  it.  Not  that 
truth  will  ever  tan  you  into  anything  useful." 

"  'Tis  just  for  that  I  like  you  to  stop  here,"  answered 
Pomeroy.  "  If  we  want  to  see  a  chap  in  deadly  earnest, 
wc  must  look  at  our  enemies.  Theic's  no  friendship  takes 
the  trouble  that  a  red-hot  hate  does." 

"  I'll  take  this  trouble,  anyhow,  hate  or  no  hate,"  an- 
swered the  old  man.  "  For  yoar  mother's  sake  I'll  always 
speak  up  and  scorn  anything  you  may  do  or  say  that's 
wrong.  You  mind  this  :  don't  you  be  l(jating  about  stray 
corners  in  si)ringtime  with  j'our  neighbour's  wife  !  Cuss 
till  you're  black  in  the  face  :  that's  good  advice,  and  for 
once  in  a  way  there's  no  hate  behind  it." 

He  threw  his  load  down,  then  began  to  pile  the  bark 
upon  a  grey  and  growing  stack. 

Ives  did  not  curse  but  laughed. 

"  I  might  have  known  you  was  squinting  at  us  !  You 
scent  evil,  like  a  carrion  crow  scents  a  dead  pony.  Don't 
you  fear,  my  old  blid.  I  shan't  do  nothing  to  shock  your 
nasty  mind." 

He  was  none  the  less  glad  that  Mrs.  Bolt  had  refused  his 
petition. 

"  Another  thing,"  said  Emmanuel.  "  'Tis  all  one  to  you, 
no  doubt,  whether  a  man  works  or  idles  ;  but  Cawker,  as 
be  down  on  the  south  edge  of  the  copse-wood,  might  just  as 
well  go  home  for  all  the  good  he's  doing.  As  my  duty  was,  I 
went  across  this  morning  and  surprised  him  sitting  by  the 
river  smoking  his  pipe  and  watching  a  wood-dove's  nest 
over  his  head.     I  only  tell  you  this  because  I  believe  he's 
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fjf  course.  All  the  same,  since  he  took  to  sneaking  up 
parson's  sleeve,  that  man's  grown  to  be  the  idlest  old  dog 
en  Dartmoor.     Lazy  oan't  the  word  for  hini." 

"  I'm  going  back  that  way."  answered  Ives.  "  Thank 
you  for  so  much  information,  Emmanuel.  You  speak  out 
of  kindness  for  my  mot^^er.  I  very  well  understand. 
But  there'll  never  be  no  love  lost  between  you  and  me,  1 
reckon." 

"  I  reckon  not.  However,  I'll  soon  be  gone  now,  and 
you  can  get  a  head  ma.i  as  will  suit  you  better." 

"  Nothing  easier,"  answered  Ives  ;  then  he  went  his  way. 

The  edge  of  the  wood  where  Moleskin  was  sup})osed  to 
lie  earning  honest  money,  extended  but  little  out  of  the 
tarmer's  road  as  he  passed  down  bill  to  the  river.  He  made 
the  necessary  detour  therefore,  and,  on  sighting  Mr.  Caw- 
ker.  crept  forward  very  carefully  and  stalket)  him. 

But  the  converted  poacher  knew  right  well  what  it  was 
to  be  stalked,  and  he  saw  Ives  coming  along  before  the 
latter  saw  him.  Nevertheless  Moleskin,  who  in  truth 
was  not  working,  made  no  effort  to  do  so.  He  lulled  on  a 
scented  cushion  of  wild  thyme  and  his  eyes  peered  int*; 
the  valley  beneath.  Blue  smoke  puffed  from  his  pipe 
and  his  dinner  in  a  little  frail  stood  beside  him.  He  ap- 
peared the  picture  of  elderly,  shabby  content  and  peace. 

"  Morning,  Ives.  I  heard  'e  coming !  You  see,  I 
know  who  'tis  without  looking  round,"  said  the  idler, 
when  Ives  had  reached  to  within  twenty  yards  of  him. 
Then  Moleskin  rose  and  beamed  and  stretched  his  arms. 

"  A  gladsome  day,"  he  said.  "  'Tis  good  to  be  alive  and 
know  you'm  a  righteous  creature  doing  man's  appointed 
work  such  a  day." 

"  Drop  that  rot,"  said  Pomeroy.  "  With  me  anyway 
you  needn't  pretend  anything.     Why  ban't  you  working  ?  " 

Mr.  Cawker  winked  slowly. 

"  Force  of  habit,"  he  said.  "  And  not  rot  by  no  means. 
'Tis  good  to  be  alive,  even  at  the  withering  time  of  life 
where  I  begin  to  find  myself.  Yet  there's  a  sort  of  second 
sap  begins  running  in  us  old  men,  if  we've  led  a  healthy 
open-air  life  like  what  I  have.  And  when  I  say  I'm  a 
'  righteous  creature  '  now,  I  mean  it." 

"  Why   ain't   you  working  tiien  ?   " 
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Mr.  Cawker  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

'■  I  can't  think  'tis  tlie  young  man  I  Hke  best  on  Dart- 
moor that  axes  me  such  a  question,"  he  answered.  "  For  that 
matter,  you  might  have  found  mc  hard  at  it  if  I'd  lowered 
myself  to  deceive  you,  because  I  marked  you  coming  long 
before  you  saw  me.  I  know  your  -vay  of  going  through 
a  wood  very  well  indeed-  straight  ahead  ;  and  the  branch 
that  can  bend,  you  bend,  and  the  branch  that  won't  bend, 
you  break.  1  knowed  'twas  you,  but  I  scdintd  to  pretend 
anything.  'Tis  a  day  to  glory  at  and  feast  upon  and  snuff 
up,  like  a  sweet  smell,  and  drink  in,  like  a  drop  of  si)irits. 
We  know  one  another  very  well,  thank  God  ;  and  you've 
taught  me  a  lot  ;  and  among  cither  things  that  there  be 
times  when  'tis  only  a  mean  spirit  will  work.  The  whole 
world's  in  love  this  morning.  And  love  be  love,  Pomemy, 
a  thing  a  mighty  lot  higher  than  work." 

"  Love  be  love,  as  you  say  ;  and  four  shillings  be  four 
shdhngs,"  answeretl  Ives.  Then  he  took  a  seat  and  tilk-d 
a  pipe,  with  his  thoughts  running  upon  the  woman  by 
the  river. 

"  Then,  for  once,  let  me  have  four  bob  for  love,"  said 
M  jleskin.  "  bVjur  bob  is  four  l;ob,  and  nobody  can  deny 
it,"  he  continued.  "  Yet  four  bob  a  day  to  a  man  of  my 
parts  be  very  small  money.  Not  that  I  grumble,  because 
righteousness  is  its  own  reward,  as  1  tell  my  wife  when  she 
says  it  must  end  in  the  workhouse  afore  next  winter. 
'  Let  it,'  I  answer.  '  There  was  a  time  when  you  longed  to 
go  t.'iere  and  said  openly  to  me  that  the  infirmary  would 
be  the  highest  joy  you  could  hope  for  this  side  of  New  Jeru- 
salem. But  now,  when  'tis  very  like  indeed  that  we'll  all 
have  to  go  there,  through  my  great  and  blessed  reformation, 
and  my  ngular  church-going,  and  the  terrible  difficulty 
of  getting  work  and  so  on— now,  be  blessed  if  you  don't 
begin  to  fall  shy  >)f  the  idea  and  clamour  for  more  money  !  " 
But  why  need  I  say  these  things  to  you  ?  You  know 
what  the  dear  women  be— all  of  'em.  If  they  was  reason- 
able and  common-sensible,  half  the  pleasure  of  'em  would 
be  gone.  'Tis  the  surprises  m  'em  and  the  une.xnectedness 
of  their  minds  draws  me— a  wonnerful  gamble  they  be, 
never  so  near  as  when  furthest  off  and  never  so  far  off  as 
■.viit;;i  in  your  arms.     Uui — llicie,  youve  got  the  dehght  ol 
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till' lint;  oiii  ahnut  'cm  still.  I'd  givo  my  knowlcdj^e  lor 
your  ignoranco  if  I  1  duU  begin  all  over  again — bless  their 
iint,  running  hearts  !  " 

"  You're  too  much  for  nic,"  said  Ives.  Ho  felt  in  his 
porkct  and  found  half-a-rnnvn.  "Gi\e  this  to  Mrs. 
(  awkor  with  my  compliments,  and  mind  you  do  !  No 
nonsense.  H  she  don't  thank  me  next  time  she  sees  me.  I 
shall  know  you  sneaked  it." 

Moleskin  was  hurt. 

"  You  can  e\en  think  such  a  thing  and  know  me — as  I 
am  now  !  Once  you  might  have  said  that  ;  but  I  take  it 
very  unkind  that  you  do,  since  I  turned  over  a  new  leaf." 

"  fiet  on  with  your  work  and  don't  waste  no  more  of 
your  time  or  mine,"  said  Ives. 

"  Come  down  to  the  river  then — for  luck,"  answered 
Mr.  Cawkcr.  "  I've  got  a  bottle  dropped  in  there — to 
keep  cool  against  the  dinner  hour.  Hard  work  and 
rough  work,  this  rinding  the  oaks.  Do  you  miu''  the  old 
saying  alK)ut  it  :  'Go  into  oak-ripping  dressed  and 
you'll  come  out  ragged  ;  go  into  it  ragged  and  you'll  come 
out  naked  '  ?  'Tis  a  great  strain  on  my  humble  clothes, 
as  you  see.  But  that's  neither  here  nor  there.  Anyway, 
you  must  have  a  drop  from  my  bottle.  'Tis  a  thirsty 
1  -iness  doing  nothing  too — clever  at  that  though  you 
are  still.  For  that  matter  I  always  say  you'm  clever  at 
everything  you  turn  your  hand  to." 

"  I  start  to-morrow,"  answered  Ives.  "  Then  I'll  show 
some  of  you  what  rinding  means." 

'''  I  lay  you  will  ;  and  I  hope  you'll  begin  here  along- 
side me,  for  I'm  very  wishful  to  see  if  you'm  such  a  wonder 
at  it  as  Rupert-  Johnson  says  you  arc." 

They  had  now  reached  the  river  and  Moleskin  fisheil 
up  a  big  white  glass  bottle  full  of  gin  and  water.  I'omeroy, 
to  oblige  him,  drank  a  little.  Then  they  parted  and 
soon  the  farmer  stood  again  by  Jill  Bolt,  where  she 
waited  at  the  crossing.  Thought  had  sped  somewhat 
svviftly  with  her  during  his  absence.  Her  instincts  felt 
a  joy  in  him — in  his  brown  skin,  sturdy  neck  and  curly 
hair — in  his  somewhat  fierce  eyes  and  the  general  atmo- 
sphere of  healthy  masculinity  that  he  diffused.  It  was 
she  who  seemed  in  an  oncoming  mood  now. 
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I  was  nfrnid  you'd  fnii^ot  iiip,"  she  said. 

"  \nt  likrly  !  I  don't  foigrt.  There's  more  unt^r 
here  than   I   thought." 

She  laughed. 

"  Looks  as  it  you'll  have  to  wade  a  shallow  and  carry 
me  acrnss." 

He   lired  at  the  idea. 

"  Let  me— I  will  '  " 

"  Of  course  not — I  was  onlv  lauc;hincr.  Tliere's  no  nerd 
reallv." 

"But  there  is  r.ced,  nnd  Lin  f,"""^'  to  do  it— and— 
and  ..." 

He  sat  down  and  l)CL;an  to  take  off  his  hoots.  He  was 
in  surh  a  hurry  that  he  fumbled  a  knot.  The  larc  was 
leather,  but  in  his  amorous  impatience  he  e.xerted  sudden 
strength  and  broke  it.  Not  until  afterwards  did  he  ilis- 
cover  tliat  the  strain  had  injured  his  finger. 

"  'Tis  all  nonsense.  I  can  take  off  my  shoes  and  stock- 
ings as  well  as  you,  for  that  m.itler,"  she  said. 

But  he  did  not  reply.  In  a  moment  more  his  boots 
weie  round  his  neck  and  his  socks  in  his  pocket.  Then 
he  turned  his  troiisers  to  the  knees,  flung  his  stick  over  the 
river   and  opened  his  arms. 

"  Come  on,"  he  said.  "  No  good  saying  '  no.'  I  be 
going  to  carry  you  o\-er  willy-nilly  now." 

She  let  him  have  his  will  and  his  arms  picked  her  up 
and  held  her  close. 

"You  be  lighter  than  you  was." 

"  Yes,   I  am  ;    and  maybe  you're  stronger." 

He  waded  out,  and  his  feet  felt  the  sparkling  water, 
and    his    face,    the     woman's     hair.     In     mid-stream     he 
stopped  and  looked  at  her,  and  hugged  her. 

"  Go  on,  go  on,"  she  cried.     "  This  ban't  fair." 

"  All's  fair  in  .  .  ." 

He  kissed  her. 

"Kiss  me  back,"  he  said,  "or  I'll  drop  you  in  the 
river  !  " 

He  felt  her  arms  tighten  round  his  neck,  and  she  kissed 
him  fiercely  thrice  for  his  once. 

"  Glory,  glory  !  "  he  shouted,  and  his  noise  frightened 
a  kingfisher   that   sat   twenty  yards   distant   on   a   dead 
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branch  ahove  n  pool.  There  it  had  porrhod,  hko  an  op.tl 
r.u  A  skf'rt'in's  fu.Kor  ;  hut  miw,  aLirnuML  it  twinkled  doun 
stream  and  vanishctl  with  a  i  ry. 

For  a  long  time  not  another  word  passed  between  Jill 
and  Ives.  Ho  brDUght  her  .irross,  then  put  on  his  shoes 
and  socks,  then  picked  up  his  stuk.  Presently  he  spoke 
again. 

"  This  is  the  ni'-^t  siilcndid  thing  that  has  happened  to 
iiif   fur  years,"  he  said. 

■'  YdU  was  always  too  strong  for  me  and  always  will 
1)0.     I  won't  trust  you  no  more.  Ives." 

He  did  not  speakand  half  way  up  the  hill  she  burst  out 
impatiently : 

"  To  live  all  one's  life  among  these  old  crook-backed 
men  and  women  and  in  such  a  home  as  mine  !  I  wish  to 
(jod  I  was  dead  and  out  of  it." 

Still  he  did  not  ie])ly.  He  was  thinking  swiftly  of  all 
that  she  meant  to  him.  Old  lires  began  to  waken  ;  a 
thousand  old  memoiies  arose  through  the  channels  of 
the  senses,  since  he  had  held  her  so  close  again  and  pressed 
his  t..re  against  her. 

"  I'm  going  to  think  about  it,"  he  said  presently. 
"  There's  a  remedy  for  most  things  where  two  people  be 
of  one  mind.  Lea've  it  till  us  meet  again.  Let  me  have 
a  week." 

"  You  can't  do  anything  now.  But  I  know  you  would 
if  you  could." 

"  I  can  run  away  with  you  I  " 
She  laughed. 

"  That's  like  your  pluck  !     But  where  ?  " 
"  Not  another  word  till  I've  had  a  bit  of  thought  about 
it."  he  sa,d  again.     "  I'll  go  up  into  the  Vixen  with  my 
I'ipe  and — this  puzzle." 

"  Better  not  think  about  any  such  folly,"  she  answered. 
"I'm  nothing  to  fret  your  mind  or  waste  your  thoughts 
about.  I'm  only  an  unhappy  sort  of  woman  that's  drawn 
a  blank  in  the  world,  like  plenty  of  my  betters." 

They  appeared  at  the  farm,  and  Ives  explained  that 
Jill  had  come  to  eat  with  them.     He  went  away  for  a 

liific  duu  iciL   inc   'vV'JiiiCii    LUg'Oi;;":. 

"  I  hope  you  get  stronger,"  said  Jill.     "  Mrs.  Bolt  said 
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s.mi.tlmiK  •'l"Hit  ynii   t,,  S.iiiiurl   ,ni.l   tr,,i(M  you  wasn't 
so  wrll.  ^ 

Avis.i  shook  hrr  hcarl. 

"  r^'ii't  lliiiik  tli.it.     I'm  K.,inK  down  to  Tavistock  next 
week  -to  please   I-os  ;    and   I   hope  that   the  doctor  will 
say  tluTC  s  no  ,au>c  to  l.c  troubled.     Just  a  iussuil'  thiiiL- 
•or  that  matter,  wh.it  he  hle'b  self  but  pist  a  passniK  tlnnp 

l|ut  (he  mother's  face  belied  !,er.      It  huked  the  old  full 
outline.     J, me  romeroy  .ilso  shook  her  head. 
_^  "  'Tis  \ery  well  to  make  light  of  ,t,  Avisa,"  she  said 
J^ut  you  know  that  you'm  not  all  you  should  be  " 
"  Just^  ups  an'  downs-same  as  we  all  have -men  or 
women,      answered    Avisa.     -Don't    s,,v    noihmg    before 
ihe    boy,    mother.      It     makes     him     s,>     terrille     vexed 
when   a  word's  spoken.     Besides,    you   must   know    Ini 
|o   have  a   useful   help  here  come  .uitunm.     Then    Ruth 
Kendle  IS  goiiif,'  to  stop  for  a  few  months  along  with  us 
Shev-e  had  a   hard  struggle  to  get  away  from   the  mn  • 
hut  ihe  Foops  know  now  that  she's  leallv  going,  and  they've 
got  used  to  the  idea."  -  o      o  j- 

"  They'll  miss  her  cruel." 

"  '"mw'''''/'  ^^"'>'  "■'"  •    ^'"t  ^"i"  st>i"c  reasons  I'm  think 
iiig  she  11  he  happier  along  with  me-just  through  a  winter 
•ill  I  m  spry  again." 

Jill    rcllected    on    this    arrangement.     She    knew    very 
■ttle  of  Kuth,   but  she  wondered  what    Ives  thought   of 
KT.     He  had  ne%er  mentioned  her,  therefore  she  guessed 
that  she  did  not  interest  him. 

At  dinner  the  talk  ran  on  Lizzie  Brown  and  her  husband 
They  stil    dwelt  at  Sampford  Spiney  ;    but  Arthur  had 
at  fast  achieved  promotion  and  would  go  to  more  imiiort- 
ant  work  in  Last  Devon  after  Christmas 

"And  a  good  riddance,"  said  Ives.  "The  starch  in 
that  tnan  would  stiffen  all  the  collars  in  England  And 
nought  to  be  starchy  about  that  ever  I  could  see  " 

"  'Tis  only  his  manner.  Vou  ought  to  pity  poor 
Arthur  not  blame  h.m,"  said  Avisa.  "  Think  what  'tis 
.o  go  through  the  world  without  ever  laughing  '  " 

"    Withouf      ff>pll'nrr     »>^r^^«     l;l.„    "     ,     .  "^    '  ..__ 

■•  "b   '--•-•-    --r.-^,      i;;,o-..Lrca  uci    SOii.       ■"  i\o 

more  power  of  feelmg  than  the  stone  you  bark  your  shin 


CALL    Ol'    THK    BLOOD 


ao7 


on.  I'or  that  matter  the  likes  of  hiin  be  stones  to 
l.misc  thr  more  warmhearted  sort.  A  seU'ish,  cold,  prui)er 
,  r(\'iture  I  I'm  always  mad  a!t<-i  I've  been  along  with  that 
man  for  live  minutes."  _ 

"Lizzie's    happy— that's    th''    main    thmg,      said    Jill. 
"  So  long  as  she  underst. uuU  his  nature  and  he  don't  hurt 

her  ..."  ,  , 

••  He  don't  hurt  her,  because  she  haven  t  got  the  1^'wer 

cf  lifing  hurt,"  answered  the  man      ' 

thing  like  dc.u    Lizzie— made  to    be   cuddled 

over — eh,  niDther  ? 

"  N(\  Ives.     Lizzie  wasn't  that  sort 


'  A  little,  unfinished 
md    fussetl 

She  never  wanted 


cud.lling— even  from  me  when  she  was  a  young  one. 
She's  happier  without  it.  He  loves  her  very  well  and  she's 
perfectly  satistied  with  what  she  gets,  and  can't  picture 
nothing  different." 

'•  How  a  woman  can  be  hai)py  with  a  man  who  s  got 
starch  inihis  veins  instead  of  blood  .  .  ."  began  Ives.  He 
finished  the  sentence  with  an  expression  of  contempt  and 
his  grandmother  took  him  to  task. 

"  You  want  for  everybody  to  be  cut  out  m  your  cnvii 
pattern,"  she  said.  "  'tis  S(j  narrow  and  silly,  I'm  sure. 
A  fiery  sort  of  ^vorld  and  cruel  unrestful  to  live  in,  if  all 
was  like  you."  , 

"  'Twould  be  living  anyway,"  he  answered.  I  d 
sooner  smart  sometimes,  as  God  knows  I  have  d.jiie,  than 
ne\er  smart.  Life's  a  tingling  business  with  me.  It  rubs 
against  me  and  it's  good  or  bad— never  neither  one  nor 
t'other,  like  with  Arthur  Brown.  The  man  don't  know 
he  is  ali\e  !  " 

That  night  Ives  talked  along  with  his  mother,  bewailed 
the  WTongs  of  Jill  and  tried  to  win  S'jine  expression  of 
opinion  from  Avisa.  She  was  cautious  and  sympathetic. 
She  guessed  pretty  correctly  what  had  set  his  blood  on 
fire,  and  felt  no  aiiger  at  the  fact.  Her  only  sorrow  and 
care  was  that  this  woman  had  strength  still  to  waken  his 
hunger,  and  that  it  was  not  another  who  had  done  so. 
She  felt  uneasy  concerning  the  future  ;  and  for  the  pres- 
-    4-  -1- -    x-ii   __...„^i.,,..,       xv,^  4-rortA   /~if  >ior  cnti 's  pvistpnce 

cut  5iiC    ICii.    ^u-.-.  r;;c:;  =  .         i  ii-     •-:■ 

was  towards  betterment,  and  there  she  left  the  matter. 
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His   mind   steadily   enlarged  ;    his   views   were   tinctured 
by    more   knowledge    and   understanding.     For   the   rest 
he  continued  his  unequal  and  uncertain  way.     Upon  one 
glad   occasion,    treasured   in    the    mother's   heart     voune 
1  omeroy  had  openly  admitted  that   there   was   more   in 
Kuth  Rendle  than   at  one  time  he  had  imagined.     She 
.Kcepted  the  concession  with  immense  secret  satisfaction 
-ut  was  careful  to  reveal  none  of  her  hidden  delight      As 
tor   the   plan    that    Ruth    should    come    to    Vixen    Tor 
presently,    Ives   made  no  objection  at  all.     Since  Liz/ie 
had  left,   to.)  much  work  fell  on  Avisa,   and  she  would 
not  engage  a  servant.     Therefore  her  son  was  glad  when 
Kuth  promised  to  come.     He  did  noi  guess  the  girl's  secret 
tivpidation  01  the  struggle  that  went  to  this  decision.     In- 
deed, Mrs.  Pomeroy  herself  knew  nothing  of  it      But  she  wis 
very  glad  that  Ruth  should  stay  with  them  awhile,  and 
sne  lelt,  so  far  as  her  son  was  concerned,  the  inevitajjle 
intimacy,  that  must  arise  from  d-.-c.li:,  ^  together,  would 
settle  once  for  all  the  problem  most  in  her  mind.     She  felt 
but  httle  hope,  yet  continued  to  believe  that  of  all  women 
in  their  world,  this  one  was  most  likely  to  make  her  sun  a 
happy   man.     She  longed  to  see   him  married   to   Ruth 
If  once  such  a  step  could  be  brought  about,  every  succ^ssis-e 
year,  as   his   own   character   ripened,    must    more   deei.lv 
impress  upon  Ives  the  good  fortune  of  p. assessing  such  a 
wife.  ^,  -         ci 

But  it  vvas  of  J, 11  Hnlt  and  not    th.'  maiden  that  Mrs 
1  .nueroy  thought  th  it  mght,  until  sleep  closed  her  day's 
anxiety.  '^  ^ 
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NOW  did  the  mothei's  natural  fire  abate  and  sickness 
:;inely  lessen  her  native  energ}'.  She  hid  all  that 
was  p)ossilj]t;,  and  her  strength  waned  so  slowly  that  no 
eye  marked  the  gradual  decline  of  it.  Indeed,  the  folk 
believed  her  better. 

There  came  certain  summer  da^-s  when  circumstances 
all  combined  to  make  Avisa  hapjiy,  and  good  followed 
upwn  good.  Another  had  feared  such  prosi)erous  tidings 
and  predicted  som^  rough  reverse  before  that  week,  was 
done  ;  but  she  felt  no  uneasiness  and,  looking  forward, 
onlv  prayeu  that  her  life's  hope  might  come  within  sight 
of  tulfilmeni  before  the  end.  Her  secret  desires,  indeed, 
were  largely  narrowed  to  Ives  at  this  season  ancl  he  was 
seldom  out  of  her  mind.  Ot  late,  while  her  health  had  been 
again  the  first  anxiety  at  Vixen  Tor,  Ives  behaved  as  a 
very  pattern  man  and  son.  He  thought  for  he.  and  largely 
lived  for  her.  Nothing  that  could  cause  her  anxiety  came 
upon  his  lips  ;  himself  and  his  aftairs  he  kept  out  of  sight 
and  discussed  but  shortly,  even  when  she  pressed  him  to 
do  so. 

She  hoped  and  tried  hard  to  believe  that  he  had  ceased 
to  think  of  fill  Bolt,  and  she  was  able  to  tell  him  after  speech 
with  old  Rachel,  that  Samuel's  wife  appeared  mm  h  hap- 
pier. 

Then  came  ^  'ter  Toop  to  see  .Mrs.  Pumeroy  and  she 
found  that  the  publican  echoed  her  own  opmions. 

"  A  very  great  improvement,  and  we  all  n  ark  it,"  he 
declared.  "  Even  Xorthmore,  as  can't  be  called  a  friend 
of  Ives,  has  allowed  ot  late  in  company  that  j-our  son 
seems  inclined  to  grow  uj)  to  man's  estate  at  last.     He'll 


210 


THE    MOTHER 


catch  up  h.    years  very  soon  and  be  as  good  and  steadfast 
a  character  as  his  father  before  him." 

"  You  couldn't  say  nothing  sweeter  than  that,"  she 
answered.  "  This  is  a  red  letter  day  for  me  to  hear  you 
♦ell  such  things.  And  I  know  'tisn't  mere  kind-hearted- 
ness for  me  that  makes  ^-ou,  Peter.  I  do  think  you've 
hit  the  truth  touching  Ives.  He  works  a  lot  harde'r  and 
talks  far  more  sensibly  than  evir  he  did." 

"Ant!  he's  more  civil — a  very  g(jod  thing  in  a  young 
man.  He  thinks  before  he  speaks,  and  so  saves  himself 
many  a  pang  afterwards." 

"  'Tis  the  best  medicine  j'ou  could  brine;  m-  to  hear 
you  talk  so." 

Peter  exj)ressed  pleasure,  then  proceeded  t  the  matter 
that  had  brought  liim. 

"  I    be  come  chieHy   -''jout    Ruth.     You'll  guess   'tis  a 
very  cruel  loss    to  us,  and  for  my  part  I  can't  see  at  all 
how  we'll  do  without  her.     T  may  tdl  you,  Avisa,  in  the 
darke-,t  contidcnce,   that   I  offered  her 'marriage— though 
I  know  you  didn't  advise  it.     Still,  that's  a  matter  a  man 
be  often  very  pigheaded  upon.     However,   she  wouldn't 
have  me.     She  was  very  ladylike,  though  I  still  think  she 
was  mistaken.     A  woman  such  as  you  will  be  a  good  shield 
for  her  ;  but,  to  say  it  without  pride,  a  man  like  me  would 
have  been  still  better.     A  male,   among  his  other  gifts, 
did  always  ought  to  Icnow  how  to  stand  between  the  world 
and  his  particular  female.     And  that  I  could  have  done 
for  Ruth  as  well  as  any  man  I  can  call  to  mind.     But 
that's  over.     Siie  won't  ha\-e  me.     The  question  is  '  Who 
will  she  have  ?  '     Now  you  know  Matthew  Xorthmore  ?  " 
"Very  well,  poor  chap.      ^le  was    here  a  bit  ago  and 
came,  like  your  good  self,  to  say  he  felt  glad  to  hear  I  was 
going  on  well." 

"  But  when  Ruth  arrives,  I  warn  you  that  he'll  haunt 
the  place.  A  mistaken  and  a  desperate  man.  He's 
ruined  his  life  largely  on  her  account.  He  rides  hard 
still  and  minds  his  business  likewise,  but  he's  fallen  away 
from.his  old  self  something  terrible." 

"  She  will  liever  take  him.     She  cannot." 
"Of    course    she    won't.     \Vh .     should    she?     There's 
no  dignity  to  the  poor  soul,  and  Imight  call  your  attention 
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to  the  very  different  way  that  I  behaved  whtn  she 
refused  me.  I  loved  her  as  well  as  ever  Xorthmon^  did  ; 
but  when  she  said  'twas  out  of  the  question,  I  just  suffered 
it.  Not  a  thimbleful  mor^  than  my  usual  did  it  tempt 
me  to  take.  I  went  on  with  my  life  as  before — same  as 
a  labourer  has  to  do  his  day's  work  in  bad  weather  as  well 
as  fine.  But  that  man — it  turned  him  from  tcetotalism 
to  boqin  with  ;  and  that  was,  of  course,  to  the  good — 
yet  there  was  something  weak  in  it.  You  talk  to  him, 
A\  isa  Pomeroy.  I  ran't  myself,  having  been  as  it  were 
ill  the  same  fix  ;  and  Joel  won't,  because  he  saj's  since 
Ruth  is  so  short-sighted  as  to  leave  us,  he  doesn't  feel  no 
nil  ire  interest  in  her.  But  I  do,  and  I  wish  very  much 
lt>r  her  welfare.  So,  as  a  beginning,  I  beg  you'll  speak  in 
your  usual  (dear-sighted  and  reasonable  way  to  Xorth- 
more,  and  tell  him  to  give  over  persecuting  her." 

"  You  ask  a  harder  thing  than  j-ou  know,"  she  answered, 
"I'm  interested  in  Ruth  too — and  very,  very  interested 
in  her  future.  She's  an  uncommon  woman  and,  though 
I  look  through  a  mother's  eyes,  yet  I  wouldn't  do  it  if  it 
was  unfair  to  her.  But  'tis  this  way.  I  honestly  believe, 
and  more  and  more  every  day  of  my  son's  life,  that  he 
and  she  would  make  a  most  beautiful,  happy  couple  and 
be  a  very  good  blend.  I'm  telling  you  secrets,  Peter, 
but  I  know  you'll  keep  them." 

"  You  deep  woman  !  Trust  a  mother  !  Well  I  don't 
see  anything  against  it,  though  a  year  ago  I  shouldn't 
have  liked  it.  But  Ives  be  on  the  upward  path,  I  be- 
lieve." 

"  And  the  wiser  he  gets,  the  more  he'll  see  in  Ruth." 
I  wonder  what  she  tl.inks  of  him  ?  Rut  even  you 
don't  know  that  1  suppose.  Well,  'tis  a  harniless  state 
of  things,  and  if  they  be  meant  for  one  another  by  Heaven, 
they'll  come  together.  But  why  should  that  stop  you 
talking  to  Matthew  Xorthmore  .'  " 

"  Because  I'm  partial.  I  try  not  to  be,  but  I  must  be. 
Still,  if  Ruth  have  made  up  her  mind  about  him  for  good 
and  all,  perhaps  there's  no  unfairness  in  my  trying  to  get 
the  poor  fellow  to  see  how  'tis." 

"  Certainly  not  ;  and  I  hope  you  will  do  so.  I'll  go  further 
and  say  'tis  vour  dut\'.     Remember,  Ruth's  that  fond  of 
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\>>u   that   if  you   held   up  yuur  tiucjer,  she'd   jump  in  the 
ri\or  for   vou." 

"  And  I'm  fond  of  her — dearly  fond.  'Tis  more  than 
good  (if  you  to  let  her  come  to  me  ]ust  while  I've  so  little 
nature  in  me  ;  hut  I  hope  you'll  see  her  as  '>ften  as  vou 
like,  and,  when  I  get  a  bit  stronger  potently,  thin 
maybe  she'll  (  omc  bark  again  to  you — if  nothing  happens." 

Peter  laughed. 

"  Something  will  happen,  however — if  you've  got  your 
native  wits  in  your  head  still." 

"  Dr.n't  think  I  shall  d'>  anything.  1  know  'em  huih 
too  well  .  ,  ."  Shi'  stojipcd.  then  put  her  hand  on 
his  arm  and  rontinued  in  a  low  voice.  "  Stimotimes  I 
think  'twill  be  my  passing  th.it  will  do  what  I  want — 
and  only  that.  And  I'd  go  verv  happy  Peter,  if  I  saw 
them  with  their  hands  i  lasped  be  ly  bed." 

"  Nonsense,  nonsense,"  he  u  "  That's  not  like 
your  lofty  spirit  to  talk  about  death.  'Tis  far  from  you 
if  I'm  any  judge.  I  wish  I  could  coun'^^  on  so  manv  years  ; 
for  though  the  spirit  bides  young,  the  flesh  will  be' going 
forward." 

He  lelt  her  soon  aftrrwards  and,  albeit  a  man  not  very 
swift  in  reading  of  human  nature,  yet  marked  the  change 
in  his  friend's  outlook  upon  the  world  and  fancied  that 
he  saw  a  certain  unsteadiness  of  mental  view  foreign  to 
Avisa  in  health.  He  was  partly  right  and  partly  wrong. 
A  I  hangc  indeed  had  come,  and  Avisa  secretly  permitted 
herself  a  somewhat  more  sanguine  attitude  than  of  old  ; 
but  the  thoughts  that  she  had  expressed  to  Peter  sprang 
from  the  expli(  it  improvement  of  Ives,  not  from  the  know- 
ledge of  her  own  increasing  weakness.  Her  sight  was 
not  dimmed  ;  thcii^  was  no  sentiment  in  her  suspicion  that 
peihaps  through  her  personal  sufferings  and  death  the 
;oad  would  lie  w'.ere  Ruth  and  Ives  might  meet.  A 
very  i--cen  understanding  of  the  j-oung  man  and  woman 
begot  the  idea. 

She  sat  alone  in  che  kitchen  when  Peter  departed,  and 
the  next  guest  ^vas  Mary  Cawker.  Rupert  Johnson 
brought  her  in  and  explained  that  she  had  come  to  see 
the  mistress. 

At   Avisa's  wish   the  man   stopped,   because  she  kn-'w 
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something      about     his     seciel     niiiui     tli.it     ikuic     cite 
knew. 

Mary  dcrlarcd  the  happiness  of  her  family,  and  of  her- 
self, at  a  runvuir  concorninp  Mrs.  Ponieroy's  bettered  health. 

"  Meithir,  as  be  a  bed-lier  these  many  years  and 
understands  illness  as  only  snrh  dead-alive  rrcaturcs  ean, 
w  IS  \ery  wishful  to  tell  you  that  she  felt  thankful,"  said 
-Mary.  ""  And  father  too.  He  says  that  it  may  be  as  much 
(u  answer  to  his  prayers  as  anything,  because  he  says  if 
the  j)rayer  of  a  iij^hteous  man  availeth  mueh,  though  an 
evcry-day  thing  in  heaven — as  common  as  letters  through 
the  post — yet  the  prayer  of  such  as  him  might  have  a  lot 
mure  to  it,  beeause  so  rare." 

"  A  wonderful  retorm,  and  I  hope  he'll  neve--  look 
liaik,"  said  Mis.  Pomeroy.  "  Ives  told  me  you  weie 
l:i,L;elv  to  be  thankful  for  "it,  Mary.  Well,  'twas  a  uselul 
and  beautiful  thing  to  come  into  the  world  for,  if  you 
coined  for  nothing  el-  ■  but  to  save  your  father." 

"  \'ery  kind  of  you,  I'm  sure,"  answered  Moleskin's 
daughter.  "  Yet,  now  uud  again,  I  have  my  doubts 
how  'twill  end.  To  be  plain  with  you,  he's  a  terrible  lazy 
old  man  since  he  found  the  Lord.  Us  rejoice,  of  courM', 
at  le.tst,  I  do.  Mother  don't  and  never  did  from  the  tirst. 
The  fact  is,  there's  no  money  coming  in." 

"  Ives  gave  your  father  a  lot  of  woik  in    piing." 

"  And  don't  we  know  it  ?  And  wasn't  ue  thankful  ? 
There's  work  waiting  for  father  now,  and  as  mueh  hidce- 
tacking  ome  autumn  as  he's  got  strength  to  do.  But  he 
haven't  a  mind  to  it.  Ib/s  off  to  rhun  h  like  a  lark  twice 
every  Sundav,  and  he  takes  the  bread  and  wine  with  the 
bi  -t  on  the  proper  days  ;  but  work  .  .  ." 

She  broke  off  and  sighed.     Then  -he  continued. 

"  He's  like  tuey  warmints,  I'm  afraid — like  they  hawks 
and  owls  and  wea'c^s.  Life  for  him  means  death  for 
something  else.  Hetan't  live  and  let  live.  He  can't  helint 
—built  so.  You  couKln't  tell  a  weasel  to  stand  to  work 
and  get  his  li\-ing  honest,  any  more  than  you  couM  ax 
one  of  them  dagger-billed  birds  to  give  up  hunting  and 
lA-o  on  berries.  'Tis  the  same  with  father— hi-  nature 
droops  under  the  use  ol  common  tools,  like  spadi-  or  bill- 
hook." 
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I  dont  thjnk  (l,a^  is  it  at   all,"  ventured   Tohn.on  • 

he  gave  me  quite  a  d.llorent  reason  anyway.     He  4"ci 

that  his  gorge  rose  agauist  honest  work  because  it  was  so 

shamelul  badly  paid.     He  tiunks  that  a  clever  man    ,ke 

wo7M°"fV  ''  P^"^"'^■   ^"^  -"'t  understand  why    h 
world  at  large  ban  t  ol  the  same  mind  " 

v£\f7.T^  '^'"t?"^  ''''y  ^'""'"'^y-  '""^h  to  the  sur- 
prise  ot  Mary  and  Rupert. 

;;  I  wish  I  could  .see  'twas  funny."  said  the  former. 

ni   talk   to  Ives,"  promised  Avisa.      "  S< rmindy 'tis 

do^n:;t.:;,t-^^"^  ^^^^--^  ^^^--  ^"-^  --^  -d 

for'  tHt"""-in'v  '^^  Tm  ",'"•,  ■  ^^""  '°"  '"'^y-f'rained  a  man 
tor  that       answered   Moleskin's  daughter.     "But   if  you 

SIX   a  ueek,    I  do  think  all  might  come  right,     \obody 
can  honestly  say  father's  not  worth  it  "  ^ 

Hes    well    worth    it,"    said    Mr.     Johnson      "H    I 
ge     It,   as       do.  thanks  to  Mrs.   Pomeroy  audMr      ves 

l'rt,T;orrre">"^^  ''  ''  ''''  '-  ^  --^-■Sn  at  the 
br;gEsnI':;;i  ^"'   ''''  ^'^y  ^>-   '^^^^^^   -^'^    the 

iuiu/;^u'hi;e:t;:?t-'^S;/:a^''^-^^^ 

ct.J^'''^^'"""^  ""'^^  started  guiltily  ;   the  haid-iaced  Mary 

'rfor"  MT;-'r"-  L  ^"'  ^'''  ^^^  ^^^^"  ^  dawn  otS 
e\fn    tor   Mary  Cawker.     ^he   smiled   as   they   went   out 

toge  her  and  Rupert  uttered  Iiis  clumsy  thanli 

.,11  l,!se"brit  "'"'"""•  "'''''''■     ''''-' ""^  ^^'--  ^he  farm 

tho^^nlTn,/'''"'^^   happene.l   en    a   Wcdnesdax'.   and  dnnng 

olc  tudr^He'^'/'"  '""^^'1  •■;:J"'^~^^  his  mother  by  his 
soiicitudt.     He   also   mjstihod   her.     It   seemed    that    Iie 

iad  surj^rises  fnr  her,  but  he  would  not  utt^-  hem  in  til 
h  d  Ion?""  ^^""^'^  r'  ^^^""^  ^^"'^"^h  to  stand  them  She 
kneu  nnt^'^ri"-  '^^"^  ^''"^ething  was  hidden,  but  as  ye? 
knew  not  what  it  might  be.  ^^  ><~i 

The  time  to  tell  seemed  close,  for  she  could  usually  relv 

mind  TtVr  *5^"  ''''T'  ^"^  "^--  'an,e  w^Jh  plac  J 
mind  to  the  familiar  nightly  interview.     Ives  said  little 


H  I 


A    KI-IAPSr. 


215 


I 


bv  day  to  her  or  anybody.  It  was  at  those  times,  when 
tlif  life  of  the  farm  slept,  when  he  returned  to  his  home 
after  midnight,  and  when  Avisa  often  came  down  from 
her  room  for  a  httle  while  to  see  him  eat  his  supper— at 
this  •  times  he  told  her  things  concerning  his  personal 
interests,  plans  and  hopes. 

On  Saturday  night  the  mother  and  old  Jane  Pomi  roy 
sat  and  talked  of  the  past.  It  seemed  that  a  climax  had 
been  attained  of  late  by  each  member  of  the  little  family, 
and  jane  reviewed  the  situation. 

"  I,  for  one,  never  should  have  expected  it,"  she  said. 
■'  Because  you  always  let  him  have  a  freer  hand  than 
his  father  would.  My  son  well  knowed  what  poison  boils 
in  a  young  man's  veins,  and  what  worthless  things  they 
be  iiT'st  times  till  it  works  out  of  'em.  However,  all's 
well,  I  do  believe.  He's  taking  closer  and  closer  after 
my  son." 

"  Yes,  mother." 

"  They  break  our  bodies,"  said  the  old  woman,  "  but 
that's  nothing.  'Tis  as  much  for  what  they've  made 
Us  suffer  as  lor  anything  else,  that  we  love 'em.  Nought's 
so  precious  as  what  have  cost  pain  to  come  by.  But  when 
they  break  our  hearts  .  .  .  I've  heard  no  girl's  name 
on  liis  lips  for  a  year,  and  that  s  very  much  to  the  good 
in  my  judgment." 

"  I  hope  you  will,  however,  before  long." 

"  She'll  need  to  be  a  clever  creature— and  a  brave  one." 

"  Lizzie's  happy  as  a  lark  too.  If  Ives  be  so  well  suited 
with  a  partner  in  his  turn,  you  and  me  can  go  hajjpy, 
mv  dear." 

Jane  nodded. 

"  No  need  to  talk  of  going,  all  the  same,"  she  said. 

"  And  if  he  makes  as  good  a  husband  as  he  has  son  .  .  .' 
continued  Avisa. 

■'  Let's  hope  he'll  shine  better  at  it— for  all  sakes.  We 
mothers  be  too  easily  satisfied.  The  wives  want  a  lot 
more  than  we  do"  declared  old  Mrs.  Pomeroy. 

"  We  ought  to  be  satisfied,"  answered  Avisa.  "  One 
thing's  sure  :  there  are  more  good  sons  in  tlie  world  than 
bad.;^" 

"bo  ilieie  uufiiii    Lu  be,   'i  leiigiOFi  counts  lOr  ari\inuig. 
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But  all  tlu-  same,  'tis  easier  to  be  a  tjood  son  than  a  pood 
husband,  in  my  c)i)!nitjn," 

Tluv  talked  by  lits  and  starts  until  it  was  after  ten 
o'cloc  k.     Then  Jane  summed  up,  as  she  rose  to  dej)art. 

"  H(  n-  be  I  nearly  an  hour  alter  my  bed-tmie— all 
ihndi'.'h  lalkiii;^  ab'uit  your  Iiji-ssfd  boy  and  ^irl,  and  my 
dear  S(m,  ynir  hu>band.  Well,  'lis  a  bcautilul  snbi.v  t, 
Ciod  knows.  And  hcs  have  got  to  get  in  hjve  with  my 
lavourite,  Ruth.  That's  the  next  thing.  Then— tlun 
I  suppose  I'll  be  a  great  grandmother,  and  you'll  be  a 
grandmother,  and  us'll  begin  our  cares  and'hoju^  and 
ideas  all  over  again  for  the  next  generation.  WVIl,  so 
must  it  be  :  there's  no  steady  happiness  m  this  world  it 
\'iU  love  people." 

'■  There's  no  steady  happiness  unless  you  do,"  said 
A visa. 

Jane   Pomeroy  went   to   bed,   and  her 
prepared  a  supjier  for  Ives. 

I'pnn  her  dreams  thf  man  presently  can.e  and  brought 
red-hot  reality  with  him.  He  was  tlu^lud  and  evidently 
excited.  He  asked  a  question  swiftly,  ana  when  ins 
mother  answereil  in  the  affirmative,  "hi,-  secrets  burst 
out  of  him  in  a  flood. 

"  l-^e  you  strong  enough  and  brave  enougli  to  hear  a 
liit  of  strange  news  to-night,  mother  ?  "  he  asked,  flinging 
off  his  cajj  and  walking  up  and  down  restlessly.  "  Don''t 
say  '  yes  '  if  you  ban't  ;  but  things  ha\  e  got  'to  be  done, 
and  qui(  kly.  Only  I  don't  want  them  to  come  as  a  shock 
and  surprise  upon  you.  That  nii-ht  be  worse  than  if 
>'ou  didn't  know  at  all." 

"  I'm  quite  equ.al  to  hearing  what  you'-  •  been  hiding 
so  (lose  these  many  dav;." 

"I  mieht  have  gue ;  rd  ytui'd  seen  a  bit  of  it.  What 
don't  you  -ee  3  And  \ou'll  swear  afore  the  living  God  to 
tell  no  creature  ?     You'll  swear  that,  mother  ^  " 

She  grew  a  little  cold  and  her  lips  tiditentd  He  spoke 
in  the  old,  ferocious  voice  and  strode  hither  and  thiiher 
in  the  old.   tii'erish  fa'-hion. 

"  I'll  do  iioilimg  you  don't  wjiit  nie  to  do.  afle; 
talked   it   .,>iit,'   '^lie  answered,   stnjui^   in   Ik, 
over  liirrs 
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"  Very  well,  then.  And  fust  I  must  have  my  coppice- 
ini'Pey — fifty-seven  pounds,  an,  my  share  came  out  at." 

"  You  can  draw  it  from  tlie  bank  to  Tavistock  to- 
morrow." 

"  That's  all  right  then.  I'm  liko  to  b(?  busy  to-morrow 
1)V  the  looks  of  it.  Now,  ini.thcr,  listen.  Jill  Bolt'^ 
the  matter,  and  for  God's  sake  don't  say  a  word  till  I've 
(lone.  She's  being  tortured  to  death— n(4hing  less  than 
that.  .\nd  I  won't  suffer  it  no  more.  I've  })ut  it  to  hei 
a  dozen  times  that  she's  a  fool  to  bide  there.  l!ut  some 
rotten  ideas  about  virtue  have  ke;.t  her  in  hell  linked  to 
that  drivellint:  fool  of  a  man.  \\'ii\',  his  tlute's  enous^h 
lo  make  a  decent  woman  ery  out  for  divc^nc.  It  that's 
not  cruelty,  what  is  .^  And  to  cut  a  Ioiil;  story  short, 
she's  consented  at  last  and  is  j^'oing  to  run  awa\-  with  me 
to-nvjrrow  night." 

Mrs.  Pomeroy  shut  her  eyes  for  a  moment.  Then  she 
rallied  and  looki  il  at  Ives. 

"  Going  to  run  away  ?  Well,  ihv  woman  can't  do  more 
than  that  for  'e,  to  be  sure,"  she  said  cjuietiy. 

He  gave  a  triumphant  grunt. 

"  There  !  I  was  right  to  trust  you.  Y<ju  take  it  like 
the  sensibl*^  wonder  you  are  ! 

A  silence  feU  for  some  moments  between  them. 
Avisa  marshalled  all  her  wits  to  fight  this  battle  and  her 
son  rejoiced  to  believe  that  his  mothei  was  on  his  side 
He  had  largely  deluded  himself  of  late,  and  Jill  had  helped 
the-  process.  Now  Ives  believed  that,  thanks  to  his  ini- 
tiati\'<\  this  great  adventure  was  to  befall  him.  He 
fam  ied  that  his  own  energies,  and  resistless  arguments 
had  brought  Jill  to  his  way  of  thinking,  that  he  had  won 
her  to  his  own  idea  of  wisclom,  that  he  had  overborne  her 
feminine  sc.  ^ples,  enlarged  l.er  mind,  and  secured  her 
reluctant  consent  to  this  romantic  step  by  sheer  force  of 
masculine  strength  and  will.  In  reality,  however,  Jill 
had  arranged  her  own  plans  and  thout^ht  on  ahead  a  great 
d'^al  further  than  h-es  dreamed.  She  had  weighed  the 
chances  of  this  step,  and  her  decision  was  largely  guided 
by  information  as  yet  hidden  from  young  Pomeroy. 

"  Speak,  mother,"  said  Ives.  "  I  want  to  hear  what 
Viiu've  gut  to  say   to  Jill  as  a  daughter-in-law.     Heeause 
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"  You've  had  your  unqmVt  mom.nt^  afore  you  came  to 
this,  my  son.  Vou  mustn't  push  m..  There's  unquiet 
moments  fo'-  me  just  now  too.  This  is  a  lar-reaching 
thing.     I  cant  speak  in  a  hurry." 

"      You're  not  going  hack  on-iu.t  that  I  care  if  you  do. 
My  mind  is  settled."  ^ 

She  kept  silen.e  still.  Her  thou^lds  raced  sxvittiv 
and  she  arranged  her  plan  of  argument.  SomebocJy 
must  he  sacnli.ed:  and  tliat  person  could  ,.nlv  !>.'   lill 

\«u  can  judge  how  steadfast   I  am,  nmtl,.  r    ],y  mv 
tellniL,'  you. 

"1  can;  yet    I'm  proud  to  think  y,m  set  me  so  hi-h 
as  to  tell  me,  while  there  was  time."    " 
1^  You'll  never  change  me." 
''I  know  that,  but  you  may  change  yourself" 
He  turned  sharply. 
■'  Now  you  are  going  to  begin  one  of  those  long  .  .    " 

u  .  '\  ■  '^'^  ^  ^'^^'■^  ^"''  s^'^'P  business,  my  dear 
But  a  thing  never  looks  the  same  to  any  two  pair  of  eves' 
A  bit  ago  I  saw  two  strange  laddies  start  to  walk  from 
Langstone  Common  to  the  top  of  Great  Mis.  '  Tis  nou-ht  ' 
hey  said  :  '  us  will  be  there  in  n(;  time.'  But  they  didn''t 
know  of    the   valley  and   the   river  in   betwe.n.  '   These 

ir^m  '^'       ''         ^"'^  ^'"'''  ^''"^  ^'''''''  °^*^"^'^  ^''"^  ^  ^'""^^ 
"  There's  no  kink  in  this  job,  for  I've  thought  it  out  to 
the  end.        ve  been  quiet  and  steady,  getting  my  plans 
all  (ut  and  dried  and  waiting  for  you  to  grow  stronger 
and  now  all  s  ready  and  the  time  has  come  "  ' 

iwas    like  your  kind  heart  to  wait   for    that       And 
you  love  me  well  enough  to  list  to  me  ev.n  now,  thoueh  I 
guess  how  full  your  thoughts  are  of  t  otlier  man',  wife 
J  is  tins  w-ay,   Ives;   you  must   think  of  her  as  well  as 
}ourselt. 

"  Ban't  I  thinking  of  her  '>  " 

-  Right  well  I  know  it  :  but  think  deeper.     You    take 
her;  but  you  11  never  marry  her." 

;;  O!  rourse  I  will  so  soon  as  ever  Bolt's  divorced  her." 
xal  v/Oii  I  ciivi^n^e  her.'' 
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That's  one  side — htrs.     lit  n^'s 
W  h.n  did  Mrs.  Rolt  ?ay  slu-M 


"  Nought  can  make  him. 
another — yours  thi^  tuur. 
run  away  with  you  .^ 

"  On  Monday  last  sh'-  li.id  to  pr<)inise,  ior  I'd  take  no 
longer  denial." 

"  I  thought  so.  Did  slic  t(  11  you  the  news  tourhing 
Samuel's  uncle  on  Monday  last  ?  " 

"  The  latest  news  is  that  he's  not  so  well  and  K"Ui?,'  down 
the  hill  a  bit.  And  that  shows  to  her  eredit,  for  she  puts 
me  far  ahead  of  the  money  Bolt  will  f,'(t." 

"  That's  not  the  latest  news  of  Saniuel's  uncle.  The 
latent  news  is  that  he's  going  to  marry  the  young  woman 
in  the  shop.  It  came  all  of  a  sudden.  'Twas  to  be  yes- 
terday.    Xo  doubt  it's  done  now." 

"  Jill  didn't  know  it  then." 

"  Jill  knew  it  very  well.  i'>v  Samuel  told  me  exartly 
hiiw  she  took  it  when  he  broke  the  news." 

"  What  did  she  care  ?  " 

"  She  eared  so  mmh  that  the  very  day  she  heard  it, 
.iiid  not  sooner,  she  decided  for  you." 

"  You've  no  right  to  say  a  dirty  thing  like  that  !  " 

"  I  be  going  to  say  still  dirtier  thiuKS,  and  ycju've  got 
to  hear  'em,  unless  you  want  your  life  to  be  ruined  for 
evermore.  Mind,  'tis  life  or  death  for  you,  or  I'd  never 
raise  my!  voice  against  any  living  creature.  Not  a  word 
would  I  say  against  Jill  Bolt  if  it  wasn't  your  salvation 
that  was  in  danger.  Indeed,  and  hers  be  too,  for  if  he 
won't  divorce  her,  what's  to  become  of  the  pair  of  you  ?  " 

"  What  do  we  care  ?     She  loves  me." 

"  I  grant  it — up  to  a  certain  cautious  point.  She's 
wiser  far  than  you,  and  she  knows  that,  come  what  may, 
an  honest  man  like  you  will  sti(-k  to  her  and  give  her  half 
that's  his  to  the  end.  But  do  she  think  of  you  as  well 
as  herself  ?  She  knows  right  well  Samuel  would  never 
divorce  her  ;  he'd  hold  it  a  wickedness.  Therefore  she  knows 
that  she  can  never  be  vour  wife,  however  much  she  pre- 
tends." 

"  What  do  we  care  for  the  parson's  twaddle  ?  " 

"  That's  not  here  nor  there.  I  suppose  you  care  for  them 
as  will  follow  ?     1   suppose   you  don't  want    io  gel   naxue- 
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loss  rlnM.T.  Dues  this  woman  l.n.k  al„  ,„1  or  ,l„nk  or  .  ,irr 
what  u-ill  lianpen  to  you  sa(MI..l  with  an..(h.  i  man's  w,f,.  > 
IS  a  Rreat  a,lv,  nturo,  an.i  lik^  vour  hold  spirit  to  think 
-1  Mirh  a  thm^  hut  I  won't  have  you  hoodwmkcd  into  a 
bad  hargam  wh,lo  I  ,  an  h.  !p  it.  Lot  Ium  run  awav  if 
she  wan  s  to.  la  h,,r  ,un  away  a  hundrod  tnius.  But 
why  with  \ou  ? 

and'on'i'vmo'?"    ^■""  '  -  -  ■"■^'  '     R-"'-    sho   lov.  ,„o 

not  i^il'*:'^  "''"''■'•''''■'"'=  ''''■|''''-l-*''l'-.l-t 
"  Tis  a  m.  an  thni^',  mother,  to  harp  on  lliat  " 
V.    lyrs,  'tis  a  proper  and  sclf-icspoctmu  fhiriK.     SI,,' 
thought   Ihatyoud  hrar  nothm^  of  ,t  till  alterwanl.   an-! 
s^icdL.v,.pretendrd,  of  course,  that  J...    didn't    know   ,t 
But    tis    tliat    has  dendrd  her.  not    your  piavers.     She's 
not  w.,rthv  of  ynu-not  wortliy  .,f  mv  son.  and  I   say  so' 
a  w.mian  Iittl.  apt  to  be  set  against  anv  livm;::  rreature  '' 
I  know  hor  better  far  than  you.     She  •  ouldn't  be  so 
mean  as  that,  I  tell  you." 

fnV'^^'''^ "■?'■■?  'I'^'"  that,  lyes.     Poor  rreature,  T  smart 

to  haye   to  ti^ht  her  and  hurt  her  behind  her  ba.k  •    but 

t.syouorher.     Sb^'s  not  hottest.     She  takes  her  ^  .an's 

money  from  his  lu..-  st,  re.     iicr  step-mother  to.     rJ 

youlrti^;;^''^^^'''^^^^^'^--"-^--  ^-'^ 

Avisa   talked   on   earnestly,   made   some   strong   points 
here   and   here,    but   .oneeded    to   lier   son    ...rtafn  ^  her 

loKe  of  a  conression  to  this  man's  mind.     Xothinfr  made 

nent'^i-'iel    ''"^^^  u  '"  ''''''  ^'"^^^'^  ^'-"  *"  ^'"^^   ""  Oppo- 
nent   yeldinp      Her    ai-ument    shifted    presently    from 

IntTubTV  '''''  '",  \?^'  ""^''^^^  ^^  J'"     ^-  ^he  fomd 

shrblam^:d\h7;^.::;fr,,''"^  "^^^^-     "^  ''^'  ^''^^  ^^'^'^ 

"I  won't  do  no  black-nard  tiling  and  eo  ba.k  on  mv 

word  for  arjybody  on  God's  earth,"'he  said^at  last.        ^ 

Ausa  quickly,       that  3  far,   far  worse.     She's  the  man's 

wiVno    rtV'i''  \".  '■'"  ^"d  -^-  oath  to  H™n 
•-' "■'-"'■  '  ^ii-ii^iiwur  niu'i  r     ric  i.  better 
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til, in   fhon«;aiiil': 
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1  ,(   kiM'l  .iii'l  ti  istiiii,'  ^unl.     For  yii 


to  strike  su'  li  .1  nun  '  l-'m  my  strong  son  Ives  to  lower 
himself  to  roll  ihit  podi.  li.nniless  creature!  Like  steal- 
ing a  rhil<l'>  toy!  And  iloii't  you  j^'o  dreamir.K  that 
she's  a  miserable  wonian,  because  it  i-ii't  so,  whatever 
she  may  tell  you." 

"  Yes,  she  is— bound  to  b-  with  such  a  large  sp-rit  as 
h,  ,c  she's  onh'  been  pretending,  o!  late,  same  as  I 
li,i\i  Nought  can  keep  us  apart  no  more.  I've  gone 
mil' h  too  far  to  ttirn  bafk  now,  for  it's  to-morrnw  m^ht 
we're  oft,  and  nought  that  even  you  can  say  will  keep  me 
away  from  her  to-morrow  nipht." 

Hut  the  mother  laboured  on,  and  tirst  won  a  <  omj^letc 
concili.ition  with  respect  to  her  own  attitude.  Ives 
admitted  that  Avisa  only  desired  the  best  to  hai)pen  for 
both  ]>arties  ;  and  that  granted,  she  continued  to  plead 
with  him — now  for  Jill  and  then  for  herself. 

Veiy  gradually  she  gained  a  little  ground.  She  probed 
the  winind  of  his  self-esteem  delicately  yet  firmly,  and  he 
smarted  to  think  that  Jill  liad  been  so  exceedingly  wise 
on  her  own  behalf.  He  remembered,  tht)ugh  he  did  not 
tell  his  mother,  that  there  had  indeed  been  no  abandon 
about  her  love  until  the  previous  Monday.  He  could 
not  fail  '  ■  -.ark  that  she  had  be ome  far  mf)re  yielding 
since  the  news  concerning  Samuel's  unrle.  Until  then 
'■he  refused  to  promise  anything  dehnite  and  denied  him 
the  least  lover's  privileges.  After  those  fleeing  hres  in 
the  bluebell  wood,  when  she  let  hiin  carry  her  across  the 
ri\er,  she  had  maintained  a  very  strict  attitude  and  only 
permitted  liberty  of  speech.  So  far  none  could  tax  her  with 
a  greater  crime'than  hstening  to  the  man  and  offering  no 
piotest  to  his  proposals.  Ives  retlected  upon  the  ]iast  and 
saw  that,  despite  his  denials,  there  was  nothing  in  the  fat  ts 
that  did  not  chime  with  his  mother's  theory.  He  gasped 
with  secret  wonder  at  her  intuition.  The  day  before 
Jill  had  coolly  told  him  that  she  was  going  to  take  her  hus- 
b.and's  savings  when  she  departed,  and  he  had  forbidden 
it  and  been  a  little  shaken  that  she  could  even  dream  of 
such  a  deed.  .\nd  now  his  ■  rher  foretold  that  even 
such  a  thing  Jill  would  be  cap.iole  of  doing. 

Hours  passed  and  still  Avisa  Pomeroy  spoke.     1  he  cfock 
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whispered  three,  but  neither  heard  it.  The  mother  was 
strung  up  to  a  tense  ex.  itation  of  mind  that  could  not  feel 
latigue.  She  pourea  out  words  as  never  before  had  she 
poured  them.  Some  inner  promptmg  told  her  that  this 
was  the  supreme  battle  of  her  life  for  hun,  and  she  did  not 
spare  herself. 

The   man  listened  ;     now  swore  and    strode    this    wav 
and  that,  now  sat  down  again  and  set  out  his  views     now 
strove  to  spm  some  new  soj,hism  witii  a  vocabulary  that 
was  scarcely  oqnal  to  utter  the  tlir)ught  in  his  head"       He 
sutlered  deeply  and  turned  and  twisted  before  the   steady 
onslaught.     But  he  listened  ;     he    did    not    ily    from    the 
opposition.     Reason  had  its  way  with  him  between  frantic 
flashes  of  unreason.     '■  On  the  brazen  table  of  the   brow  " 
says  Herder,  "  are  (kcply  engraved  every  combination  of 
sense  and  soul.     I  can  conceive  no  spectator  to  whom  the 
forehead  appears  uninterestuig.     Here  all  the  graces  revel 
or  all  the  cyclops  thunder."     Such  a  play  of  contendin^^ 
forces  now  strove  visibly  on  the  front  of  Pomeroy      That 
night    lines  dawned  there  never  to  be  ruled  out   again 
Headlong   obstinacy,    stubbor.     resistance,    injured   pnde' 
doubt,  love,  grief  and  passion  swept  in  separate  or  mingled 
storms  across  his  square  forehead  ;    n<nv  drew  down  cteep 
wrink.cs    to    the   eyebrows;     now   swept    all    snux.th     at 
moments  of  intense  thought  ;    now  knotted  in  fury  ■  now 
flashed    downward   into    the    muscles    that    ran    over    the 
cheeks  to   the  moutli  ;    now  leapt  upwards,   when   some 
rare  sidedaugh  at  one  uf  his  mother's  thoughts  for  a  moment 
banished  the  haggard  care  out  of  li  s  face 

He  was  firm  but  Avisa  was  firmer.  On<-e  or  twice  she 
left  a  physical  collapse  threatening  her  body  ■  yet  ^he 
persisted,  and  finally  made  him  promise  u{x,n  hi.honour 
that  he  would  do  nothing  whatever  untU  he  had  spoken 
with  her  on  the  morrow.  ^ 

Then  scarcely  seeing  the  grey  dawn,  she  left  him,  went 
up  to  her  chamber  and  addressed  her  further  arguments 
ih.  //tiT  1°  ^'''  God.  Morning  was  hfted  high  upon 
the  earth  before,  in  terrible  fatigue,  she  slept.  But  ere 
he  balm  of  that  blessed  anodyne  came  to  rest  and  relieve 
the  mother,  ari  unusual  physical  event  overtook  her  •  she 
wept  long  and  bitterly.     Since  childhood  none  had 'ever 
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than  the  iwuikle  of  an  unshed  tear  on 
\ery  seldom  even  in  secret  did  sorrow  so 


seen  much  more 

her  face,  and 

express  itself  with  her. 

She  dried  her  ej-es  anon,  read  far  into  another  day,  and 
turned  the  leaves  of  her  Bible  with  swift  familiar  hands  ; 
while  her  son,  also  waking,  tossed  upon  his  bed  and  planned 
fresh  arguments  for  the  morrow. 
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CHAPTER    Xl 

Till'    LETTER 

r    "7v'f  ■;'■''  'f^  ''',"'""  ''■'  f"""^^''''l^^  mnrmn^,  though 
1^     h.>s  knpw  th,-,t  his  mother  w.,uld  speak  with  him 
e  or.  „„i,tt,.ll,     I,,  feh  shaken   but  unconvinced      sS 
did  not  guess  how  much  her  wurJs  had  infh.en.  ed'hnn   and 
a  great  physical  exhaustmn  from  winch  slie  suf/ered     n 
a  vakening,  attected  her  nnnd  and  led  her  to  take  a  hornless 
Me  V  of  the  situation.     She  grew  stronger  during  the  day 
.:nd  ner^^ed  herself  for  the  last  struggll     Littk^  net^ 
niained,  because  her  son  had  plainly  told  her  that  h.  was 
going  to   eave  .Merivalc  with  Mrs.  Holt  in  the  smal    h,  urs 
ot  the  following  morning.     JHI's  preparations  woul    d  ubt- 
icss  be  made  that  d.<v  ;   Ins  nu„,  ai  he  had  declared   were 
complete.     He  intenckd  to  be  away  from  Vixen  T^r  f,  r 
SIX  weeks;    an.i  Ins  share  of  the  money  from  the     u  ting 
of  the  oak  ...ppue  was  to  pay  l,,r  it.     By  that   time  he 
■niagmed  that  Jiil  would  be  chvorced  and\ns  wa     dea 
to  marry  lur.  -^  ' 

Rut  a  thing  hapju-ned  more  significant  than  Pomerov's 

^-dence  durmg  these  pregnant  moments  :    he  made  no  more 

nention  of  his  money  and  did  not  go  to  Tavisto,  k  to  d  aw 

t.     Hon  iy  Ins  mother  expected  him  to  ask  for  a  cheque 

mt  the  da)-  slipped  on  past  noon  and  he  took  no  ste,>      Hei' 

heart  beat  high  and  e^vn  hope  came  to  her.     As  the  tune 

advanced  ^he  ner^•..d  herself  and  secretly  prayed       at    he 

might  have  but  one  ghm,.se  into  her  boy's  L-arV  the  betfer 

.noided  her  glances  that  she  might  not  read  his  eyes  He 
slunk  liP.ugh  the  day.  as  though  ashamed  of  ke  Jit 
KdlH-i  Ih.in  tne  tutnre.  She  could  not  perfertly  apprehend 
us  attitude,  but  hoped  that  uhat  she  saw  \,"  the 
outward  sign  of  muard  suhermg.     She  suspected  that  he 
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meant  to  have  Jill  at  any  '•■>•  'i^l  was  ashamed  of  himselt 
l.,r  the  determination.  "  She  beheved  that  his  soul  was 
affirmed  to  do  evil  and  that  he  smarted  in  consequence 
and  went  heavily  till  the  night  came.  Once  again  in 
cf.mpany  of  the  women,  this  emotion— this  constraint 
and  self-contempt— would  doubtless  vanish  from  h'.n. 
But  pirecious  houis  yet  remained,  and  Avisa  thirsted  to  be 
svitli  her  son  alone. 

Tlie  mother,  however,  erred  in  this  the<iry  of  Pomeioy  s 
J, resent  attitude.      Indeed,  she  over-praised  his  true  emo- 
tion.    The  conscience  o^  Ives  it  was  that  tormented  hiin 
into  this  gloomy  condition  and  made  him  more  than  com- 
mon saturnine  and  tierce  ;    but  his  conscience  stabbed  witli 
a  very  different  weapon  from  that  Avisa  imagined.     It  may 
be  granted  that  Ives  was  suffering,  that  he  was  heaping  a 
generous  load  of  felf-contonipt  and  scorn  upon  hiinsell. 
Further  it  must  be  confessed  that  he  hated  himself   for 
what  he  was  going  to  do;    thus  far  his  mother  guessed 
. orrectly.     But  her  error  lav  in  misjudgment  of  his  reason 
for  griet.     He  had  made  up  his  mind  not  to  run  away  with 
Jill;    and  for  that  decision  he  now  loathed  himself  with 
ail   iiis   might.     He   Icjnged    for   her   still  ;     but    tite    high 
chivalry  and  the  romance  of  the  proceeding  were  dust  and 
ashes  since  he  had  sp.-ken  with  his  n    .ther.     The  poetry  of 
this  great  experience  perished  out  01  .t  when  lie  he.ird  that 
Jill's  act  was  based  on  the  sordid  circumstance  of  her  hus- 
band's uncle  and  his  plans.     It  chimed   with   a  good  deal 
else  in  her  that  had  jarred  on  the  occasions  of  their  secret 
meetings.     The  thrmght  gradually  inflamed  him  to    bitter 
anger,  \ind  having  fully  digested  it,  Ives  decided  that  he 
would  not  marrv  Jill. 

First  he  st.^ppcd  there.  He  determined  with  himseU 
that  he  would  run  away  with  her,  amuse  himself  with  her 
and  ultiinatelv  leave  her  to  her  own  de\ices.  It  was  on  the 
edge  of  sleepthat  he  came  to  this  conclusion  ;  but  it  did 
lint  l)ear  the  light  of  a  waking  mind.  He  rose  and  the 
intention  vanished.  Then  he  bt-gan  to  decide  anew.  But 
he  w.)s  now  delcnnined  not  to  marry  Jill  even  if  he 
could  do  so  ;  and  since  his  nocturnal  thought  seemed 
vain,  if  not  actually  vile,  by  daylight,  there  remained  nothing 
u.,i   i...   ..v 1   .,   iu.^   ..,Tt'.,r.iric.-    ilt,u',^thf>r      It    was   here 
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that  his  virile  conscienre  pricked  him  and  made  him 
hang  his  head.  Ht,-  was  not  in  the  least  ashamed  of  him- 
self at  the  idea  of  going  on  ;  but  the  decision  to  stop  made 
him  much  ashamed.  He  felt  a  paltry  coward  ;  he  pictured 
Jill's  opinion-.of  him  when  she  should  learn  at  this,  the 
eleventh  hour,  that  he  had  changed  his  mind.  She  would 
probably  ask  herself  whether  there  were  no  men  left  in  the 
world.  She  would  class  him  in  her  mind  henceforth  with 
that  feeble  dust,  her  husband.  To  change  now  must 
certainly  be  an  act  as  weak  as  any  that  Samuel  Bolt  had 
ever  committed.  Ives  spurred  himself,  loathed  himself, 
and  felt  unclean  m  this  determination  to  do  rightly.  Again 
and  again  he  cried  to  his  heart  that  he  meant  to  do  right, 
but  not  because  it  was  riglit.  He  believed  iu)W  most  stead- 
fastl>'  that  slie  v.ould  never  have  agreed  to  leave  h^'-  hus- 
band for  him  until  the  certainty  of  a  future  fortune  van- 
ished ;  and  upon  tliis  opinion  his  decison  was  formed. 
In  some  measure  Avisa  had  aided  this  decision.  She  had 
enlarged  his  angle  of  mind  to  the  f}uestion,  sharpened  his 
reason,  tliat  was  blunted  by  longing  for  the  woman,  and 
lifted  him  insensibly  to  higher  thinking  and  an  attitude 
more  adult  ;  but  nothing  had  really  availed  her  save  uhe 
actual  fact  wf  Jill's  suspended  decision.  Pride  easily  tram- 
ples lust  under  foot  in  some  hearts,  and  pride  conquered 
witli  Pomerny. 

He  told  his  mother  when  evening  came,  and  such  was 
his  concentration  of  mind  upon  himself,  that  he  quite  forgot 
the  other  side  until  Avisa  reminded  him.  He  had  not 
intended  to  see  or  communicate  with  Jill.  He  spoke  in 
heat  and  uttered  oaths  and  profanities  ;  he  made  it  very 
clea'-  that  his  motive  for  this  change  of  mind  was  no  desire 
of  right,  but  rather  wounded  pride.  Blinded  by  wild  anger 
he  went  back  on  his  morning  clarity  of  thought  and  declared 
that  Jill  deserved  to  be  ruined.  Then  his  mother  an- 
swered him  and  with  infinite  skill  took  care  to  utter  no 
word  that  might  add  a  pang  to  his  smarting  spirit. 

••  You  are  yourself  in  this,"  she  said.  "  And  your 
justice  was  bound  to  bring  you  to  it,  Ives.  'Tis  your 
ruling  passion,  and  always  have  been  — justice  to  men" and 
women  and  children.     I'll  not  be  talking  now,  and  I'll  not 

j;:U(^:-    y^iii    JiiUiiVCi,    DUI    i    V\"iii  Say    yuu  \f  UOlie   lue   Wisest 


THE    LETTFR 


227 


thing  >T)U 


could— for  her  as  well  as  for  yourself.     There's 


a  large  lesson  looming  ahead  for  her  too.     I  shouldn't  see 


her  to-night. 


Just  write  one  of  your  short,  swift  letters. 
And  don't  plav  about  with  reasons.  There's  nought  on 
(lod's  Ccr.th  more  dangerous  than  giving  reasons  for  some 
of  the  things  we  do." 

"  Write  to  her— why  ?     I'll  neither  write  nor  see  her. 
"  For  her  husband's  sake  more  than  her  own.     She'll 
he  going  to  meet  you,   I  suppose." 

"  I'd  forgot  that  !      When   I  gived  up  the  thought  of 
mooting  her,  it  seemed  as  if  all  the  world  must  know  it, 
and  her  with  the  rest." 
Avisa  nodded. 

"  A  very  natural  feeling  ;  but  as  yet  she  don't  know. 
.Better  write  a  line  and  get  it  to  her  to-night— to  her  own 
nand  somehow." 

For  answer  he  turned  to  the  desk  in  the  corner  >A  the 
kitchen.  It  was  a  loftv  affair  with  a  high  stool.  The  lid 
was  padlocked  and  the  receptacle  beneath  held  all  tlie 
business  papers  of  Vixen  Tor  Farm. 

Ives  wrote  several  letters,  swore  aloud  between  each 
effort,  and  tore  them  up  one  after  the  other. 

"  I  keep  0.1  giving  her  a  sting  about  her  blasted  uncle," 
ho  explained  ;  "  but  that's  a  thought  mean  and  I  can't 
lot  mvsclf  down  to  do  it." 

Avisa  did  not  answer  and  he  wrote  again. 
"  I  want  to  get  it  into  as  few  worcis  as  I  can,"  he  said. 
"  I  don't  intend  to  do  anything  small  as  a  man  to  a  woman, 
but,  in  justice  to  myself.  I  must  make  her  see  I  had  a  very 
j-iroper  reason  for  changing." 

He  wrote  and  at  last  satisfied  himself  ;  then  he  blotted 
his  letter,  sealed  it  into  an  envelope  and  set  the  single 
word  "  Jill  "  upon  it. 

He  did  not  offer  to  show  it  to  his  mother,  and  she  did 
not  reveal  the  least  interest  to  learn  what  it  contained. 
"  That  girl  will  hate  me  like  hell  after  this,"  he  said. 
"  She'll   come   to  hate  herself    quite  as  badly  after  a 
bit." 

"  Yes,"  he  said.  "  And  I  know  whai  a  damned  unpleas- 
ant feeling  that  is— nobody  better.  I  hate  myself  with 
all  my  heart  this  minute.' 
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He  rose  and  took  his  hat. 

"  'Tis  after  nine  o',  lurk,"  he  said.  "  I'll  drop  in  for  a 
tew  words  with  Saniniv,  or  take  a  message  from  you  to  his 
mother.  Then  I'll  see  that  she  gets  this  unbeknownst 
to  him." 

He  left  his  h(jme  and  went  out  into  the  summer  night. 
It  was  warm  and  somewhat  dose.  He  thought  of  the 
Windystone  .;  d  tb.e  tryst  there  appMJnted  lor  three  o'clock 
on  the  !<'li"\\ing  morning.  She  would  be  ready  with  the 
few  things  that  she  meant  to  take  packed  in  a  hag.  He 
himselt   had  bought  her  the  bag  for  that  purpose. 

The  squeak  of  a  flute  fell  on  Pomeroy's  ear  as  he  ap- 
proached Mr.  Bolt's  rottage  ;  but  Samuel  was  on  the  other 
side  of  the  road  in  his  mother's  home.  The  window  stood 
wide  ojien  and  the  room  was  lighted.  Old  Mrs.  Boh  sat 
smiling  with  her  fire  turned  to  her  son.  while  Samuel,  with 
shut  e\es  and  bulging  cheeks,  played  the  tune  of  a  hvnm  : 
"Abide  uith  mc  ;  ja\t  fjl/^  (Ik  t.cntidf."  Upon  his  arm 
he  still  wore  a  black  band  for  his  baby.  Samuel's  own 
•  ottage  appeared  to  be  dark  sa\e  for  a  gleam  of  light  ever 
the  front  door  ;  t.ut  the  kiti  hen  faced  upon  the  other  side 
and  Ives  doubted  not  that  Jill  w^as  there.  A  su'ldin  long- 
ing struck  upon  him  to  go  in  and  see  her.  But  his  desires 
towards  her  and  his  new  knowledge  of  her  could  not  live 
t"gether.  He  had  only  to  summon  the  (jne  to  cool  the 
other.  Xow  he  slipped  his  letter  under  the  lottage  door, 
waited  till  Sanuiel's  fhite  was  uttering  a  shriller  note  th.m 
usual,  then  rapped  loudly  thrice  and  went  his  way.  She 
was  bound  to  hear  and  must  see  the  letter  when  she  entered 
the  lamp-lit  passage. 

But  Jill  neither  heard  nor  saw.  All  was  ready  for  her 
flight.  At  two  o'clo.  k.  when  her  husband  slept,  she  meant 
to  leave  li^r  home  aiKJ  return  no  more.  She  had  gone  to 
bed  very  early  that  she  might  enjoy  a  few  hours  of  sleep 
before  the  great  exodus.  From  the"  other  side  of  the  road 
her  husband's  flute  squeaked  faintly,  as  it  ranged  over  his 
mother's  favourite  tunes  ;  and  Jill's  last  waking  thought 
was  one  of  thankfulness  that  slie  wuuld  never  hear  the 
odious  sound  again. 

When  Ives  went  home,  Avisa  had  gone  to  bed.  She 
knew  thai  he  would  not  want  her  any  mr>re  on  ihis  ni.^bt. 
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Theieturc  she  uithdiew  ller^elt  and  ho  was  rUuI.  He  feh 
sore  with  his  mother.  The  cniot!"U  shamed  hiin,  but  he 
knew  thu  it  was  real.  He  Ihou^lit  of  Jill  roadmg  liis 
letter  and  writhed. 

Meant une  the  husband  it  was,  and  not  the  wife,  who 
tniuid  that  latelul  note.  Sammy  returned  hnme  soon 
liter  ten  o'clock.  The  house  was  silent  and  he  did  not 
■  I'liilit  that  Jill  had  f.;one  to  bed  aredidin.L;  to  her  habit. 
A.>  lie  locked  the  front  door  his  eye  cauj^ht  si^ht  of  an 
envelope  on  tlu'  floor  ;  and  he  i)icked  it  up  and  stared  at 
ifv  solitary  woril  "  Jill  "  written  large  across  it.  Samuel 
did  not  know  the  hand  but  lelt  somewhat  interested. 
letters  seldom  cime  to  his  house,  and  when  they  did.  his 
witc  or  himseli  \v(Mild  open  them  as  chance  willed.  He  took 
down  the  lamp  from  a  plaster  bracket  representing  an 
ant^el,  and  went  into  the  kitclun.  Then  he  drew  hinT-elf 
li  dt  a  pint  of  beer  and  oijencd  Pomeioy's  letter  to  his 
wile. 

Samuel  read  every  word  tluoush  five  times,  .\fter 
doing  so,  he  set  down  the  page  and  stared  before  him. 
So  silent  and  so  still  he  sat,  that  two  mice,  s-nirrying  hither 
and  thither  like  shadows,  drew  near  his  boots,  found  a 
fragment  of  food  .md  nibbled  there. 

Thus  wrote  the  lover  : — 


DiAK  T:ll, — 

■  .1  good  deal  lias  happened  in  iii\-  mind  since  we 
planned  to  be  olt  together  to-night.  I've  thought 
about  a  few  sides  of  the  subject  that  I  hadn't  thou^dit 
of  before,  and  I  shan't  be  at  the  Windystone  to-morrow 
morning  at  thrc'e  o'clock  as  arranged.  You'll  live  to 
see  we  are  better  a])art  and  that  there  is  nothing  to 
be  gained  by  ruining  yourself  on  my  account.  Be- 
cause your  poor  husband  would  never  take  a  divorce, 
and  that  being  so  ...  I  haven't  chang'^d  my  mind 
because  I'm  afraid  of  anything,  or  want  to  do  right 
or  any  nonsense  like  that.  It  is  not  tiecause  I  care  n 
curse  for  anybody,  or  anything  anybody  can  do.  All 
the  same  I've  got  a  very  good  reason  for  changing  my 
tnmu,  Hiui  li  by  ciiancc   you  Cctn  l   guess  \l  ana   ininK 
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you'vo  a  rifilit  to  know  it,  I  should  not  hesitate  to  tell 
you.  Aiul.  though  I'm  domg  thi^.  I  lov^d  you  a  lot 
more  than  ever  you  loved  n^e  reallv,  for"  all  ^•our 
speeches,.  But  I  won't  say  any  more  than  to  hone 
you  11  he  happy  some  day  or  other.  As  i..r  me  I  don't 
expect  it  and  don't  look  for  it. 

"  I  VI..-,    POMEKOV." 


Mr.  HMJt  rame  slowly  to  himself  alter  helplessly  reading 
and    u   loading    this    communication.     At    fir'^t"  he    wis 
f.ightcnrd  rather  than  angry.     Once  he  rose  and  put  on  his 
hai  ;    lint  he  remembered  that  his  mother  would  long  since 
be  asleep.     Then  he  deeded  that,  as  became  a  man    he 
xvoud    thresh    out    this    tremendous   ( in  iimslance   single- 
handed.      II.'   paused  to  wonder  at  his  own  courage    then 
asked  himself  what  he  must  ,1m.     Re  read  the  letter  again 
and  tiled  to  grasp  how  mu<  h  h.id  gone  hefure  it      It  was 
clear  that  Ives  Pomeroy  and  jill  had  arranged  to  run  auay 
that  night,  and  that  Ives,  at  the  last  moment,  had  (han-ed 
his  mmd.     iie  must  have  come  himself  with  the  Iet?er 
heard  >amuers  flute  and  felt  it  safe  to  leave  the  letter  for 
Jill.     .Mr.    Bolt    then   permitted  himself  to   wonder   what 
sort  of  relations  had  obtained  in  the  past  between  the  pair 
1  his  hue  of  thought  awoke  emotion.     It  was  perhaps  hardly 
worthy  to  be  called  anger,  but  he  was  .ertainly  very  mu(  h 
irritated.     He  struck  the  letter  in  the  face  with  his  f^st 
railed  Pomeroy  a  scoundrel  and  walked  up  and  down  the 
kilrhen  ;    but  hrst  he  took  off  his  boots  that  he  might  not 
waken  Jill  overhead.     Suddenly  a  cold  sweat  burst  Out  all 
over  him.     Perhaps  she  was  not  overhead  ;    possibly  she 
had  already  gone  to  the  Windvstone.     He  crept  ujVstairs 
to  see  and  stood  at  the  open  bedroom  door.     She  was  in 
bed   and   sound   asleep.       He   heard   her   steady,    regular 
breathing.  '^ 

Samuel  descended  again,  saw  his  beer  and  drank  it  He 
mopped  his  forehead  and  read  the  letter  once  more  He 
thougtit  for  yet  another  half-hour  ;  then  his  mind  began 
to  wander  and,  to  his  surprise,  he  grew  sleepy.     He  started 

!Z.!."ui"u"!!l'.  T'^^l  !}'^  ^^^^"^^  ^?^'"  and  ^egan  saying 
111---:--  :.ia.izii  iii;;;go  (ji  ioiucioy  under  his  breath.     Never- 
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theless,  he  felt  tliankful  that  Ives  had  changed  his  mind, 
uiuJ  lie  began  to  wonder  what  had  made  him  d(j  so.  Samuel 
loiuul  his  spirit  grow  milder  as  the  night  advanced.  He 
even  ventured  to  hojje  that  it  was  God  who  hod  worked 
this  miracle  m  the  mind  of  Pomeroy  and  thus  saved  all 
parties.  He  felt  weak  and  quite  worn  out,  but  yet  realized 
that  he  could  hardl)'  retire  without  taking  some  definite 
step.  For  the  moment  Pomeroy  might  be  disregarded, 
since  he  was  not  going  to  the  W'indystone  ;  but  without  a 
(Inubt  Jill  intended  to  dt)  so.  He  nuist,  of  course,  stop  that 
and  have  it  out  with  her.  In  his  present  weary  condition 
the  necessity  for  this  terrible  deed  depressed  hmi.  He 
tried  to  work  himself  into  a  fury  with  her  and  failed.  He 
dri'W  himself  some  more  beer  and  read  the  letter  again. 
His  head  kept  nodding,  and  jne-sently  he  passed  beyond 
recover\-  and  fell  very  soundl>'  asleep.  For  nearly  two 
hours  he  thus  remained,  and  then  woke  to  find  the  lamp 
smelling  and  the  light  of  it  reduced  to  an  azure  bead  ot 
hre. 

Samuel  came  slowh'  to  his  senses  and  sought  inspiration. 
He  felt  that  t(j  fall  into  a  tierce  quarrel  with  Jill  at  this  time 
of  night  was  physically  impossible  lor  him  ;  his  system 
cried  aloud  for  sleep,  and  he  hardly  knew  how  to  get  up- 
stairs to  bed.  But  his  mind  gave  an  expiring  flash,  even 
as  the  lamp  had  done,  and  he  had  a  great  idea.  He  lighted 
a  Candle,  locked  up  the  letter,  and  went  to  bed.  He  had  de- 
cided upon  a  terrible  revenge.  For  a  moment  its  dimensions 
frightened  him,  and  the  probable  result  made  him  nervous  ; 
but  he  was  too  far  gone  even  to  fear.  He  decided  that  he 
would  do  nothing  at  all  !  Though  in  itself  a  plan  unheroic, 
yet  the  consequences  must  be  very  considerable.  His 
silence  meant  that  Jill  would  presently  rise  and  go  off  to 
the  W'indystone.  Samuel  fumbled  at  his  buttons  and 
dragged  off  his  clothes. 

"  People  may  think  it  harsh,"  he  mumbled  under  his 
breath  to  himself,  "  but  let  'em  ;  I  don't  care  what  they 
say.  'Tis  a  fine  summer  night  and  warm  as  milk  from  the 
cow.  Let  her  go  and  sit  there  and  wait  for  naught  !  He 
won't  come  ;  but  us'll  hope  the  Lord  will,  and  show  my 
wife  her  great  cruelty  and  wickedness. 

When    he    iay    by    sleeping    Jiiis    side   and    heaid    iier 
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breathing,  Samuel's  spirits  sank  and  he  wept.  The 
Hiunensity  of  this  wrong  overwhelmed  hun.  He  began 
t(j  argue  that  it  was  ii(;t  Jill's  fault  at  all,  but  the  man's. 
Me  had  tempted  her  with  lies,  and  the  devil  had  helped  ium. 
S.imuel  felt  cold  and  wretched  after  his  sleep  below  ;  but 
he  did  not  creep  close  to  Jill  for  warmth  as  was  his 
custom.  "  No !  1  got  my  dignity,"  he  said  to  him- 
self. 

Some  while  afterwards  she  woke  him  getting  up,  despite 
the  sttalthiness  of  her  movements.  He  pretended  to  be 
still  asleep.  She  dressed  m  the  dark  and  left  the  room. 
He  heard  her  open  and  shut  the  door  ;  then  her  f<-et  sounded 
outside.  He  peeped  from  the  window,  but  k  ;s  too  dark 
to  see  her.  His  mood  had  changed.  He  felt  rested  and 
leireshed.  An  emotion  of  light-heartedness  overtook  him. 
He  surprised  himself  by  actually  laughing  at  the  picture  of 
[ill  waiting  for  one  who  would  not  come.  He  gut  back  intii 
bed  and  rolled  (j\er  to  the  warm  lair  that  Jill  had  left, 
lb-  was  just  going  to  sleep  again  when  a  new  idea,  some- 
what splendid  at  Inst  glance,  made  him  sit  up  and  rub  his 
eyes.  ••  How  would  it  be  if  I  was  to  get  in  my  chjtlies  and 
go  after  her  and  f(jrgive  her  and  bring  her  back  ?  "  he  asked 
himself.  He  even  went  so  far  as  to  litjht  a  candle  and  put 
on  his  S(,Kks.  Then  he  took  them  olt  again  and  blew  the 
candle  out.  "Won't  risk  it- might  be  dangerous  and 
tragical,"  he  murmured  regret full>'.  "  She'll  be  expecting 
that  bad  fellow,  and  if  I  come  up  and  tell  her  that  he  ban't 
coming,  'tis  any  odds  she'll  lose  her  temper  with  me,  and 
say  things,  or  even  do  things,  that  iis  both  should  much 
regret.  I'll  leave  her  in  the  Lord's  hands.  I'll  kneel  on 
my  knees  and  lift  my  soul  to  Him  ;  I'll  .  .  .  I'll 
'  Vengeance  is  mine,  saith  the  Lord.'  Shall  us  poor 
worms  ..." 

Here  he  sank  finally  to  i:leep  and  did  not  wake  again 
until  the  sun  had  risen. 

Elsewhere  Ives  Pomeroy,  sleepless,  tossed  and  turned. 
,inrl  sometimes  standing  at  his  open  window,  looked  through 
the  darkness  to  where  westerlv  the  Windystone  stood  on 
the  edge  of  the  Moor.  He  thought  of  the  silence  that  two 
voices  had  meant  to  break  there.  He  pictured  the 
ancient  granite  brooding  alone  under  night,  and    t  whim 
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\V(jke  in  him  to  ro  fnith  ;in<l  k<v|)  tlip  piiuni^rd  appoint- 
nitnt,  evrii  tlMimh  lu-  km  w  that  the  wdiiiaii  would 
not  now  do  so.  He  sneead  at  his  folly  and  iftuincd  to 
bed. 
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IN  a  f,'np  of  the  hills,  nif^li  Feather  Tor  and  westerly  of 
th.'    \i\fn,    stands    an    old,    crooked,    granite    post. 
The  W'iiulvstonc  is  seven  feet  high  and  fiuni  afar  suggests 
some  giant  human  figure  bending  forward  as  he  tramps  tlie 
desolation  ;    but  sei'n  at  hand  this  memorial  of  the  middle 
ages    resolves    itself    into     the    sym})ol    of    Christianity 
Shaft   and  arms  are  octagcjnai   and  in    fair  prese-rvatioii 
Tenturies  of   wild   weather,    flood   and   frost,   have   driver, 
the  (  ross  out  of  the  ]HTj)endi<  ul;ii       tinK-  has  fretted  its 
angles;  ni.an  spirits  have  bitten  the  broad  arrow  into  its 
base;    but  still  the  grey  stone,  elad  in  ven(  rable  vesture 
of  jade  ami  blnk  lichens,  shall  be  seen  to  stand  iK^bly  upon 
the  heath.     It  glitters  by  day  with  the  transparent  quartz 
rrystals   that    form   a   part   of  its  amorphous  substan,  e  ; 
and   by   night    withdraws   into   a   brooding   and    formless 
shadow  against  the  sky.     A  streamlet  winds  beside  it  and 
sings    the    primeval    sfing    of    moving    water.     Tiit    burn 
raiTies  (jn  her  breast  shining  star',  of  <  rowfoot,  and  tliese 
open  their  little  silver  eye;;  almost  at  the  foot  of  the  cross 
lifted  above  them. 

Hither  came  Jill  Bolt  under  the  Ntars  and  sat  her  down 
and  waited.  She  used  the  Windystone  for  a  support, 
cast  her  new  bag  beside  her,  and  turned  her  fai  e  t(i  the 
east.  Thence  must  come  Ives  Pomeroy  and  the  dawn, 
and  she  felt  as  sure  of  the  one  as  the  other.  Their  future 
together  had  been  pretty  fully  planned  on  the  assumption 
that  Samuel  would  divorce  Jill  at  the  earliest  opportunity. 
Then  Ives  had  arranged  to  marry  her  and  bring  her  home 
to  Vixen  Tor  Farm  as  his  wif,\     He  had  rather  more  than 
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This  was  her  own,  and  she  carried  it  in  her  pocket  now. 
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Jill  was  early  and  lathrr  rrt,!ftt'"d  that  she  shouia  lu^e 
first  arrived.    "She  spent  the  nnnntes  that  separated  her 
from  the  man  bv  ronsiderint,'  hor  attitude  towards  him. 
She  liked  him  well  enough  ;    it  might  even  he  said  that 
she  loved  him  ;  but  her  present  desperate  prorr.-ding  was 
purely  s-  Itish.  and  shr  hid  not  ftn.illv  det.-rminrd  to  trust 
herself  with  him  until  all  hoj.e  of  worldly  pmsperitv  with 
Samuel  was  at  an  .-nd.     Had  Mr.  Bolt's  un.le  remained  a 
bachelor    and    (ontinued    ralmlv    to    decline,    she    would 
have   endured   S.unud  until  the  last  ;    and  this  the  more 
readily  because  she  suspected  that  lirr  husband  him^ell 
was  not  likely  to  be  a  long-lived  man.     Ur  coughed  a  great 
deal   and     as   his   wife,    she   maiked   many    si«ns    whi«  h 
pointed    to    low    vitahtv.     But    now    that    the    i'lymouth 
bookseller  was  about  to  mairv,  the  hoj^e  of  the  Bolts  had 
disappeaied,  and  Jill  pen  cived  that,  even  though  she  waited 
for  Samuel's  death,  it  must  leave  her  a  widow  nearly  penni- 
less     Pomeroy  promised  no  very  great  earthly  prosperity  , 
but  he  was  a  man,  and  \'ixen  Tor  Farm  appealed  a  good 
deal  more  to  Jill  than  her  home  at  Mcrivale.     What  Mrs. 
Poincroy   woiild   say   or  do,   she   did   not   1  onsider.     The 
subject"  indeed     often     struck     her    mind    through    these 
desperate  days,  but  she  banished  it. 

»^ampford   Spiney   ( hun  h   dock   struck    three   and    Jill 
strain(>d  her  ears  for  the  step  of  Ives.     Light  began  to  be 
felt  rather  than  seen  and  the  (-astern  hills  were  dehning 
themselves  ;   but  the  world  still  slept  ;    th.'  stars  still  shone 
overhead  and   the  water  at   her  feet  still   lefierted  their 
lieht.     The  moining  wind  awoke,  sighed  out  of  his  deep, 
hungry  heart,  and  roamed  restless  until  dawn  shoukUome 
and  throw  her  rosy  loveliness  into  his  bosom.     Waking 
creatures  shambled  past  ]\\].     Mares  and  little  foals  went 
by  ;    cattle  stirred  and  blew  sleej)  from  their  nostrils  and 
rose  out  of  their  beds  in  the  fern.     They  loomed  gigantic 
in   the  darkness  and  their  sounds  slowly  sank  away  as 
they  passed  to  their  haunts.     Jill  got  up,  shivered  a  httle, 
took  her  bag  and  walked  to  the  granite  ledges  of  Feather 
Tor  where  they    extended    al)Ove    the    Windystone.     She 
felt  uneasy,  for  the  man  was  ten  minutes  late— a  circum- 
sfnnrf^  v°rv  h.-^rd  in  understand  at  '^urh  a  time.     Pure  silver 
hf'ht  stole"  over  the  sky  and  drowned  the  stars,  but  the 
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earth  was  still  very  dark.  Bii  ds  railed  ;  thr-  world  revnl\-cd 
to  the  sun  and  soon  a  rusty  red  lattice  and  Um^h'  of  dun  tue 
fretted  the  east.  The  hour  was  half-past  tliiee  and  the 
Moor  stretched  stark  to  Vixen.  Every  stone  .ind  l)u?h 
shone  clear  acainst  the  in' teasing  plorv  of  the  day  :  but 
no  sign  of  Ives  app.-ared  upon  the  path  that  he" should 
have  trodden  an  hour  ago. 

Jill  stared  at  the  skv,  and  anger  heated  her  l.jood  and 
banished  the  cold  b.>gf,t  of  nighl'v  vigil.     Fal.c  and  per- 
jured always  fron    his  youth  u[i,  he  liad  bofu  tru<'  to  hi.Ti- 
self  even  at  this  crisis,  had  rejec  ted  the  thing  so  I.„ig  hun- 
gered and  ye.uned  for  even  at  the  moment  when  it  became 
his  own.     Her  insulted  womanhood  had  no  laig(^  inuii(>- 
diate  choice  of  action.     The  sun  would  be  shining  in  half 
an  hour,  and  it  bee  ame  necessary  for  Jill  to  di.sappear  in 
rro  direction  or  another.     To  run  away  alone  was  absurd  ; 
th  ief.,ie  she  chose  the  alternative  and  went  (pnetly  back 
tr.   Mernale  before  the  village  should  W  waking.     Even 
as  she  went  she  turned  often  and  looked  <iIong  his  way 
But  he  did  not  come.     At  last  the  road  was  hidden  and  she 
walked  on  and  felt  that  a  vital  chapter  of  her  life's  story 
had  slipped  from  it.     The  chapter  that  she  had  sketched 
so  carefully,  Fate  refused  to  insert  in  her  life.     A  void  must 
henceforth  exist  :    a  section  i^lanned  but  never  executed. 
She  strove  to  hold  he--  judgment  in  suspense,  but  failed. 
She  tried  hard  to  assume  a  good  reason  for  the  absence  of 
lyes,  but  could  not.     Nothing  but  death,  or  some  physical 
catastrophe  that  had  deprived  him  of  the  power  to  come  to 
her,  might  e.vplain  his  defection  m  any  manner  to  be  en- 
dured.    But  she  felt  positive  that  no  misfortune  had  over- 
taken him.     She  chose  rather  to  remember  his  unstable 
(  haracter  and  to  suspect  that  he  had  really  changed  his 
mind  at  the  last  p-oFsible  moment  and  not  been  at  the 
trouble  to  let  her  know  it.     She  hated  him  very  heartily 
as  she  went  home.     That  he  should  not  have  prevented 
her  from  keeping  the  tryst  seemed  to  Jill  at  that  moment 
a  thing  as  bad,  if  not  worse,  than  that  he  should  have 
failed  to  come  himself.     He  had  made  her  a  fool  in  her  own 
eves— perhaps  in  the  eyes  of  others.     She  determined  on  a 
bitter  reckoning  if  he  could  not  clear  himself      It  is  to  be 
recorded  that  the  Tiothcr  of  Ives  did  not  intrude  at  all  upon 
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tcned  home  and  steaklaiy 
At  notiin-.^  (lid  she  associate 


Mrs.  Brill's  speculations  as  she  h 

entered  her  husband's  house. 

Avisa  with  the  matter.  , 

1,11    luund    h-r    husband    sleepms    very    hcavil> .     ^h<^ 
restored  to  their  usual  places  the  things  m  hor  bag.  she 
ocked  up  her  money  in  a  little  desk^     She  .hanged  h 
^,nvn   and  hid  her  soaking  boots  and    -to- knig.   tm    the 
piesent.     Then  she  went  down  and  lighted  t lie  lire. 
^Interesting  emotions  overtook  her  sp.nt   during  these 
processes.     She  moved  among  objects  to  which  she  had 
bidden  eternal  farewell;  she  perio;med  duties  wh^  h  >h 
hadseen  and  felt  herself  perform  for  the  last  time.        he  an    - 
,  limax  sic  kened  her.     For  -elief  she  Hung  herself  into  the 
;!;,l"  to^m    tliat    no.   filled   her   heart   against    IVmero^. 
Furious    hies    burnt    in    her  soul.     She    rag.'d,    and    the 
w    le  heat  and  s- on  h  of   her    spuit    di.l    her    good    and 
sweei-ned     the     su  k     air     ol     her    mind.      Ih'^    toinado 
mssed      She    smoothed  her    forehead    and    prepared    her 
^Xnd's  breakfast.     He  was  late  and  she  -"     "ut  te 
Mie  cottage  door  for  a  time  and  spoke  to  a  ne.ghlvair.     Her 
obiert  was  to  learn  if  anvthing  unusual  had  been  repc^rted 
?rom  Vixen  Tor  Farm,  but  there  came  no  news   good  o 
bad       Till,  however,  heard  something  that  interested  he^  not 
a  little  and  promised  a  p.^ssibilily  of  hght  m  the  darknes 

Mr    loel  Toop   who  always  r.^se  an  hour  earlier  than  his 
br;lher.  appealed  driving  a  cart.     He  -as  laku^  a  sow 
and  h-r  litter    into    Tavistock    marl  "t.     Jill    ex(  hanged 
ereetiim^  and  Mr.  Toop  cxplaii-d  his  fzloom. 
^-  You'll  see  me  looking  wi.ht  and  down  in    he  mouth 
Mrs    Bolt.     This  is  a  black  day  for  me  and  Peter  and  /^. 
tlly    Huntsme,,.     '  Fo.    why  ?'  you    ^^^  J'^^^'^'^'^f, 
;illv\voman,  Ruth  Rendle,  be  leaving  us^     \\  h-  er  w ould 
have  thought  that  a  creatine  reckoned  to  be  lull  ot  sense, 
really  had  so  little  when  it  came  to  the  point  r- 

'.'.  Yes"^to^  be  ^i' sort  of  all  round  useful  help  and  com- 
panion to  her  friend.  Mrs.  Pomeroy  at  Vixen  Tor^  1  ne^v^ 
Would  sanction  it  and  T  don't  now.  It  s  a  great  come  dou n 
fr-m  the  Jollv  Huulsmen-evoiyhodv  must  see  that. 
However,  she's  going-tor  a  time-shor':  or  long.  We  ve 
got  a  new  barmaid." 
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He  went  on  his  way  and  Jill  tlmught  that  she  began  to 
apprehend.  It  was  not  news  to  her  that  Ruth  was  goinR 
to  Vixen  Tor.  Ives  had  told  her  all  about  it  long  ago  and 
rejoiced,  on  his  mother's  account,  that  it  should  be  so 
because  Ruth  would  take  his  place  while  he  was  away  with 
Jill.  But  now  the  fact,  from  being  insif,  .iiicant,  swelled  at 
every  outline  and  bulked  huge  as  a  thundercloud. 

Still  the  exhausted  Samuel  slept ;  therefore  lill  wakened 
him.     He  sat  up,  rubbed  his  ej-es  and  stared' 
"  You  !  "  he  said. 

"  Vi's,  I  suppose  so.     Who  should  it  be  ?  "  she  asked. 

"Get  up— your  meats  cold— 'tis  nearly  seven   o'dock." 

1^  Ban't  going   to  work   to-day."   he   answered  slowly. 

"  Not  going  to  work— why  not  ?  " 

"  For  a  lot  of  reasons.     Firstly,  the  engine's  not  to  be 

out,  and  what  I've  got  to  do  to  it  I  can  do  on  Monday 

early   afore    I   get    steam  ;    at   least    that's   not    the   hrst 

reason,  but  'twill  serve  well  enough." 

He  began  to  dress.  A  strange  sensation  struck  him 
that  It  was  improper  to  put  on  his  clothes  before  this 
woman  any  more  ;  she  had  gone  out  of  his  life.  Then  he 
perceived  that  she  had  evidently  come  back  into  his  life 
again.  Hope  rose  in  liim.  She  might  have  run  away  alto- 
gether ;  instead  she  had  choi^cn  to  return  of  her  free  will 
and  without  tne  least  interference.  This  argued  well 
in  Samuel's  opinion.  He  rose  and  descended  ^o  find 
Jill  outwardly  in  a  m  st  placid  mind.  She  had  pre- 
pared a  good  breakfast  for  him,  and  he  marked  one  or  two 
little  spcrial  actions  that  she  had  performed  on  his  behalf. 
These  were  often  omitted.  Doubtless  this  terrihc  lesson 
began  to  'oear  fruit  already.  He  fancied  that  Jill  hail  a 
slight  cold  and  expressed  a  fear  to  that  effect.  She  assuicd 
him  that  it  was  not  so.  He  felt  himself  yielding  and  anger 
dropping  from  his  heait. 

''  Drink  another  cup  of  tea  along  \vi'  me,"  he  said. 
She  obeyed. 

He  found  the  letter  on  his  lips  a  score  of  times,  but 
delayed  that  horror  as  long  as  possible. 

Jill  began  to  wash  up  and  Samuel  watched  her. 
"  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?  "  she  asked. 
"  Nothing  in  particular— unless  .  .  ." 
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An  idea  suddenly  struck  him.     He  dimly  guessed  the  un- 
'1  suppose  you  wouldn't  care  to  come  to  Tavistock 

'■"RathTto  his  surprise,  and  much  .0  his  satisfaction,  she 

consented. 

■■  ^L'af'^  l'l/r^hrthl°"LVli  smarten  up  a  bit  and  get 

off  in  an  hour's  time." 

The  da^'  passed  prosperously,  and  Jill  was  glad  to  meet 

wi?e  and  spent  a  good  deal  of  money  on  her  account  ;  bu 
Soy  Po^eroy-s  letter  ^a^^^^^^^^^  t^ 

loomed  large  and  destroyed  his  content.     Indeed  he  giew 

'";r;L' i::;;Ttn"o-c;S  when  they  returned  home  and 
nea-lveleve  before  they  had  finished  their  supper.  Then 
Salel  x-nt  to  his  desk,  unlocked  it  and  produced  the 

^'^- 'l=m  sorrv  I've  got  to  end  this  beautiful  day  in  rather  a 
1  m  sorrv  i  _ve  g  ^^  ^^         ^^^^  t 

Srto'brjut  o«  tof  long'and  this  is  one  of  'em  in  my 
opm  on      Metre's  a  letter  from  Ives  Pomeroy  to  you   JiU. 
^^Thewoman  started  and  put  out  ^-J  hand  for  it^ 

"  I  must  tell  you  that  it  corned  pretty  late  last  nignt 
wheJ  yofwas  i^  bed  and  asleep.  ^  A.d. as  your^  husband 
and  a  man  Irom  who  you  ousuu.  i  ■<.o  ;;av-  =•-•---•  •;  -  - 
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it  wlicn  I  got  home,  and  I  read  it.  I  may  tell  you,  Jill, 
that  it  ujKet  me  a  great  deal,  and  I  ban't  going  to  make  light 
of  it  even  now,  M\'  tirst  thought  was  to  do  something  rash 
and  desperate  ;  but  I  didn't.  Please  to  read  it  through  ; 
then  I've  got  a  bit  more  to  say." 

She  took  the  letter  and  read  it  slowly  ;  then  she  put  it 
down  on  the  table,  leant  bac  k  in  her  chair  and  crossed  her 
hands  over  her  breast. 

"  Cio  on,"  she  said.  Jill  believed  that  she  had  long  since 
fathomed  Samuel,  but  here  was  a  depth  of  pusillanimity 
almost  inconceivable.  Mr.  Bolt,  however,  did  not  think 
so.  He  evidently  held  that  his  (ourse  of  action  had  been 
r.ither  severe. 

"  You  see  how  'twas.  I  came  home  to  find  you  on  the 
verge  of  destruction,  but  this  here  letter  told  me  the  de- 
stroj'er  had  changed  his  evil  mind.  And  what  had  ehanged 
it,  d'you  reckon  ?  Why,  the  onl\-  Person  tliat's  got  the 
power  to  do  such  a  thing,  namely,  (Jod  Almighty.  So  that 
settled  the  matter  as  far  as  Ives  Pomeroy  was  concerned. 
I  left  him  in  better  hands  than  mine,  Jill,  though  I  feel 
a  bit  dangerous  still  when  I  think  of  him.  Then  I  had  to 
consider  about  you.  Well,  of  course  I  knowed  that  some- 
how he'd  got  you  to  promise  to  do  this  wicked  thing. 
You  was  the  weaker  vessel,  and  you'd  always  had  a  bit  of 
a  feeling  for  the  man,  and  no  dijubt  his  cunning  words 
foxed  you  into  thinking  that  he  lo\  ed  you  better  than  what 
I  do."" 

"  Why  for  didn't  you  wake  me  last  night  and  have  this 
out  then  ?  " 

"Because — for  se\'eral  reasons.  One  was  I  hadn't  the 
heart.  You  must  remember  tins  corned  as  a  terrible  shock 
to  me  ;  it  made  my  flesh  water  .ind  my  bones  jelly.  I've 
gone  my  way  and  never  dreamt  of  such  a  thing  in  all  my 
life.  I  quite  thought  that  you  and  me  and  mother  was 
all  settling  down  again  and  getting  along  perfectly  smooth 
and  comfortable.  Especially  since  mother  promised  only 
to  come  in  onre  a  week.  And  I  felt  very  low  about  it,  I 
I  an  tell  you,  last  night  at  midnight  with  the  silence  of 
the  grave  all  round  about  and  not  a  .and  to  comfurt  me." 
\Mi\  liidnt  \ou  (time  upstairs  and  pull  me  nut  of  bed 
by  the  hair  and  cut  my  ttnnat  .■*  " 
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"  'Twould  only  have  been  one  more  nastiness  in  the 
newspapers.  I  hope  to  God,  whatever  happens,  I  sliall 
never  get  Hi  print  ;  besides.  I'm  not  that  sort.  But  I  said 
to  myself,  stern-like,  that  you'd  got  to  suffer,  Jill.  You 
mustn't  take  it  too  harshly  in  me,  but  I  felt  very  strong 
that  mv  bounden  duty  was  to  let  you  suffer  a  bit.  So 
what  di  1  I  do.  but  just  harden  my  heart  against  you,  and 
go  to  bed.  and  let  you  march  off  to  cool  your  heels  and 
wait  for  the  rascal  ?  And  I  thought  the  cross  of  Christ 
up  along,  in  the  shape  of  the  Windystone,  might  very  likely 
do  the  rest  ;  and  I'm  sure  I  hope  it  have,  Jill.  And  I  don  t 
think  as  a  reasonable  woman,  who's  just  escaped  making 
a  proper  mess  of  her  life,  that  you  can  say  the  punishment 
!  ordained  was  too  heavy  for  you.  To  be  frank  with  you, 
I  very  nearly  rose  up  and  came  to  fetch  you  after  dayli-ht  ; 
but  'no  '  I  said  to  myself.  '  I'll  let  her  suffer  to  the  bitter 
,^nd  for  her  soul's  sake.'  'Twas  my  unsleeping  love  for 
you  made  me  do  it,  Jill  and  you  oughtn't  to  think  none 
tlie  worse  of  me  for  it."  ^^ 

"  I  siiiipose  I  was  mad  to  dream  of  doing  it. 

"  You'  was  ;  but  th-'V  smooth-tongued  men— very  few 
can  stand  against  them.     However,    God   don't    forget  a 

sparrow."  ^  •       ^     f 

•'  And  what  next  ?  "  she  asked.  "  Be  you  going  to  for- 
give me  for  this  bit  of  wickedness  ?  " 
'  "  Certainly  I  be,"  he  answered.  "  I  forgived  you  this 
morning  when  you  woke  me  and  told  me  that  breakfast 
was  ready  I  can  see  how  all  this  has  looked  from  your 
point  of  view.  Of  course  'twas  a  great  disappointment  in 
Its  way  ;  but  take  my  word  for  it,  he  wouldn't  have  worn 

very  well."  ,, 

"Never  mention  his  name  again  to  me. 

"  I  don't  want  to.  Let  him  go  to  his  reward.  Ven- 
geance is  mine,  sayeth  the  Lord.'  But  the  thing  is  to  know 
how  us  all  stand  now.  You  see,  if  he's  to  hear  that  I  had 
\our  letter  and  that  I  read  it,  then  he'll  naturally  expect 
ine  as  a  wronged  husband,  to  do  something  sharp.  There  s 
a  worldly  side  to  this,  and  there's  my  manhood.  At  the 
least  I  ought  to  go  to  the  length  of  being  vexed  with  the 
man  in  public.  I  ought  really  to  pull  his  nose  afore  the 
PL'ui)le." 
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"  You  ought  to  break  his  blasted  nerk." 

"  No,  Jill.  I'm  a  Christian  lirst  and  a  husband  after- 
wards, as  we  all  should  be." 

"  Best  way  out  is  to  let  him  think  I  had  the  letter  and 
never  went  to  the  Windystone  at  all." 

"  I'm  afraid  'twould  be  acting  a  lie,  however." 

She  stared  at  him. 

"  God's  truth  !  What  stuff  be  you  built  of  ?  "  she  said. 
"  Not  true  ?  Perhaps  not ;  but  a  long  way  better  than 
the  truth,  I  should  reckon.  You'm  such  a  peace-loving 
and  patient  man  that  you  ought  to  jump  at  it.  That 
plan  lets  you  out  altogether.  Nobody  need  ever  know 
the— the  pretty  truth." 

"  Of  course  I'd  very  much  rather  have  it  so,  if  'tis 
within  the  bounds  of  honestv." 

"  Certainly  'tis.  To  hide  the  truth  ban't  to  tell  a  lie. 
Leave  the  rest  to  me  ;  and  leave  the  man  to  me.  .My 
quarrel's  quite  so  big  as  yours — maybe  bigger." 

"  I  must  ask  you  to  liave  nothing  more  to  do  with  him," 
said  Mr.  Bolt  firmly  ;  "  that  I  demand,  Jill.  I  have  my 
feelings,  too,  and  they've  been  a  good  bit  rasped  by  this 
job.  I'll  go  further  and  order  you — order  you  on  your 
oath — to  swear  you'll  never  speak  to  him,  or  write  to 
him,  or  open  a  letter  from  him  as  long  as  you  live,  so  help 
you  God.  What  he  meant  to  do  to  me  is  only  too  clear  ; 
and  we've  got  to  thank  the  Almighty  that  it  didn't  hap- 
pen," 

"  Better  leave  it  at  that  then.  I'll  swear  anything  you 
like.  You're  a  good  sort,  under  your  awful  softness — 
too  good  for  such  as  me,  anyway." 

"  So  be  it,"  he  answered.  "  Now  tear  up  that  letter  and 
we'll  go  to  bed." 

"  I'll  read  it  again  once  in  the  morning,"  she  rephed. 
"  There's  a  lot  to  be  learned  of  men  in  general  and  their 
wicked  wavs  from  such  a  letter." 

"  And  the  ways  of  God  in  their  hearts  also.  Remember 
that.  'Twas  God,  and  only  God,  prompted  him  to  go  back 
on  his  planned  wickedness.  And  I  dare  say  his  mother 
helped  the  Almighty,  as  such  women  can." 

At  this  speech  Jill  began  to  wonder  what  was  really 
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Ives  to  write  it.     She  felt,  however,  that  these  qtiestions 

could  hardlv  interest  Samuel. 

"  As  you've  been  so  bip-hearted  over  this,  I'll  ask  you 

one  thing,"    Till  said.     "  Ban't   the  time  for  me  to  beg 

favours,  I  know.     I  ought  to  be  on  my  knees  afore  you  ; 

but  all  the  same,  I  do  beg  and  pray  of  you  not  to  tell  your 

mother,  Samuel.     Don't  make  me  out  any  wickeder  in  her 

eves,  just  when  she  is  beginning  to  think  a  bit  lictler  of  ni'-. 

I'm  a  rcjicntant  and  contrite  woman  and  God  knows  it." 
•■  I  never  meant  to  tell  her,"  he  answered.     "  Not  my 

motlier  or  any  other  person  will  ever  hear  of  last  night's 

work  from  me." 

She  put  away  the  little  presents  that  he  had  bought  her 
at  Tavistock,  slipped  Pomeroy's  letter  into  her  pocket, 
e.xtinguishcd  the  lamp,  and  followed  her  hn-^ltand  upstairs. 
"  I  wish  I  could  pray  a  bit  aloud,  as  some  men  have  the 
art  and  gift,"  said  Samuel  presentlv  as  he  prepared  for  bed. 
"  But  I've  no  skill  that  wav.  However,  when  I  go  on  my 
knees  presentlv.  vo\i  mav  lie  sure,  Jill,  I  shall  be  thanking 
the  Lord  for  his  mercies.'  And  I  beg  to  hope  you'll  do  the 
same." 
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CTIANTE  timed  Ruth  Rcnrlle's  (oming  to  Vixon  Tor  so 
that  it  st-tveil  a  f^ood  purfiose  to  the  man  slie  loved. 
Never  hafl  Ives  stood  in  smh  need  nf  (hstrartion  from  his 
own  mind  as  at  the  -iresent  ;  never  had  he  so  fretted 
and  beat  the  unhendint;  hars  of  c  ir(  umstance.  His  spirit 
was  very  sore  ;  for  some  time  he  ( <Mitiniied  impatient 
of  his  mother's  (ompany,  and  she  well  understood  with 
what  he  associated  her  and  kei)t  out  of  his  way  as  much  as 
possible.  The  task  was  the  more  dithrult  for  Avisa  because 
she  knew  what  Ives  did  not  :  that  her  illness  pained 
upon  her  imseen.  For  a  time  his  own  tribulations  blinded 
Itim  :  then  rose  the  dawn  of  other  interests,  and  after 
Ruth  Rendle  had  been  a  month  at  the  farm  he  began  toper- 
reive  the  signihcance  of  her  presence.  She  avoided  him, 
but  she  discussed  him  when  Avisa  or  old  Mrs.  Pomeroy 
desired  to  do  so,  and,  unknown  to  herself,  Ruth's  secret 
swiftly  slipped  from  her  into  the  keeping  of  the  mother. 

They  spoke  together  one  night  while  Avisa  sat  up  for 
Ives.  Of  late  it  was  Ruth  who,  under  Mrs.  Pomcroy's 
direction,  prepared  the  young  man's  suppers.  Then,  at 
the  sound  of  his  (oming.  she  vanished  to  bed  and  Ives 
enjoyed  speech  with  his  mother.  She  had  denied  herself 
these  evenings  for  some  weeks,  that  she  might  not  force 
the  past  ujHin  him  i>y  her  j-irescnce.  Then  the  son  expressed 
a  desire  for  her  company  again,  and  thankfully  she  granted 
it. 

I'pon  this  night  the  talk  first  ran  on  Northmore.  He  had 
broken  his  collar-bone  in  a  fall  when  hunting.  Ives  visited 
him  and  found  him  frankly  unfiiendly:  Mr.  Peter  Toop 
also  called  upon  the  sufferer,  and  to  him  Matthew  had 
!*^'jr!!^rcQ  ^inH  !i:itr^d  ct^  '^fe       .At  the  f.^rmer's 


:44 


THi:    TIDE    EBBS 


245 


.•ainrst  entuatv  Ruth  Rendle  also  went  to  see  Matthew; 
and  slie  took  a  little  ^itt  of  heather  honey  from  Mrs.  Pome- 
lov  Atterwards,  though  she  concealed  much  that  passed 
between  them,  she.  too.  related  to  Avisa  how  Noithmore 
had  cried  against  his  fate  and  cursed  the  business  of  living. 
"  Cruel  changed  from  what  once  he  was,"  she  said. 
"  And  he  haven't  got  a  word  of  thanks  for  his  fortune  in 
light  of  his  trouble/though  Mr.  Toop  tells  me  he's  wonderful 
niosperous  with  liis  cattle."  . 

"  That's  an  everyday  case,  Ruth.  Folk  down  on  their 
lu(  k  lind  no  time  to  sort  the  good  ihat  happens  to  'em  fiorii 
the  I'l.  And  if  you  remind  'em,  they  think  you  hard- 
hearted.    Past  good  fortune  never  yet  healed  present  bad." 

"  I  feel  like  a  murderess  when  I  look  at  him."_ 

"  Terrible  obstinate— a  man  of  one  idea— more's  the  pity. 
One  might  almost  think  the  old  saying  '  Lucky  in  hfc, 
luilutky  in  love'  was  true." 

"  What  can  I  do  ?  " 

"  There's  nothing  vou  can  do— unless  .  .  .  However,  we 
can't  help  you   there.     'Tis  something   none   can  do   for 

you  .  .  . 

Ruth  guessed  her  meaning. 

"  'Twould  be  oetter  if  he  was  to  marry— not  if  I  was  to. 
There's  a  plenty  would  be  proud  to  take  him." 

"  He's   marrying   the   whisky   bottle,    'tis   hinted,   poor 

fellow." 

"  Can't  you  go  and  see  him,  such  power  as  you  have, 

Mrs.  Pomeroy  ?  " 

A\  isa  shook  her  head. 

"  'Tis  no  use,  Pm  afraid.  Wc  understand  one  another. 
Pin  fond  of  Matthew  Not  thmore— always  was.  There's 
a  great  deal  of  high-mindedness  in  him.  'Tis  a  terrible 
thing  when  a  man  comes  to  love  hopelessly  at  his  age. 
A  young  chap  can  get  over  his  disappointments  in  time,  at 
least  I  pray  God  'tis  so  ;  but  such  as  him  are  different. 
After  love's  melted  'em  once  into  its  mould  and  they've 
run  hard  into  it,  there's  no  changing.  They'll  break,  but 
they  can't  thaw." 

"He'd  not  be  angry  with  you  if  you  spoke  serious  to 

him."  ,     ,       ,        ^,  .   , 

<i  rj,.i.  i_..-  -.5-.-.-.-.1.-?      Mars  nr  \vaTT\?.p.  can  t  brook  i*  tnircl 
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{'arty  in  such  a  iii.itlcr,  rs]itMJnllv  if  the  thirrl  party  comes 
with  advice.     Besides,   I'm     he  knouv" 

There  was  a  silenre  and  Ruth,  pursuing  th-  thread  of 
tiioughts  wakened  hy  this  last  remark,  remembered  hk  i- 
derils  now  far  past  and  made  an  artless  confession. 

"  I  was  cruel  vexed  with  you  once,  if  you  can  believe  it. 
Right  down  savage,  and  on  that  very  man— Matthew 
Northmore  I  mean — I  poured  out  m>'  anger." 

You  '  right  down  savagt','  Ruth  !  'Twas  a  funny 
sight,  I  should  think.  How  did  I  come  to  aw^er  j'ou  so 
much  ?  " 

"  'Twas  that  terril'le  sad  business  long  ago  when  Ives — 
uhtn  he  went  away  for  a  hit— you  remember." 
Ves,  I  remember.     And  do  j-ou  ?  " 

Ruth  rose,  sat  beside  the  mother  and  took  her  hand. 

"In  my  wicked  ignorani  ■■  and  i)assion  I  stood  up  in 
the  bar  tliat  night  to  T/u-  j<  Uy  Huntsmen  and  forgot  my- 
self afore  the  men  there,  and  rated  Northmore  and  stung 
him  with  the  l^itteresl  words  I  could  call  up  '  Ves  ;  he 
said  you  was  right  and  a  brave,  good,  true  mother  to  do 
what  you  did  do  ;  and  I  flamed  out,  like  the  fool  I  was, 
and  spoke  mimaidenly  and  dared  to  tell  'cm  you  was  no 
true  mother-God  forgive  me." 

Avisa's  hand  tightened  on  the  other's.  For  some  time 
she  did  not  answer  ;  then  she  asked  a  question. 

"  D'you  think  so  still  ?  " 

"  No,  indeed — you  were  right." 

Another  still  lengthier  silence  fell  and  Mrs.  Pomeroy 
leisuiely  considered  all  that  was  hidden  in  Ruth's  confession. 
For  a  moment  she  guessed  that  the  girl  had  chosen  this 
way  to  make  implicit  confession  of  the  truth  ;  then  she 
dismissed  the  idea.  No  such  subtlety  belonged  to  Ruth. 
She  had  let  out  her  secret  innocently,  and  the  question 
next  ro^e  in  the  mother's  mind  whether  to  ignore  or  to 
acknowlr(i;;e  it.  .She  suspended  her  inclination  and  only 
argued  with  herself  for  the  greatest  good  lo  Ives.  She 
had  time  to  wonder  with  herself  at  two  things  :  how- 
she  h.Td  failed  to  read  this  truth  long  since,  and  how, 
under  the  circumstance  of  loving  Ives.  Ruth  Rendle  had 
been  able  to  live  at  \'ixen  Tor.  An«;wers  came  to  both 
problems  swiftly.     She  suspected  that  her  own  physical 
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miseries  might  be  lending  to  dull  perception  and  modify 
her  old  swiftness  of  mind,  even  where  Ives  was  concerned. 
Tlicrefore  she  liad  missed  this  sif^milicant  fact  ;  while  with 
regard  to  tlie  girl,  Avisa  guessed  that  Ruth  founc'  love  too 
strong  to  light  agains'  and  Knild  not  c  hoose,  when  chance 
offered,  but  be  drawn  into  the  little  system,  where  Ives 
shone  as  the  sun.  To  a  mother's  heart  this  seemed  a  most 
natural  circumstance  and  she  rejoiced  with  great  joy  at  the 
discovery.  She  did  not  doulit  very  long  as  to  her  own 
action,  but  turned  suddenly,  put  her  arms  round  the  other's 
neck  and  kissed  her. 

"  And  yet  you  could  come  here  ?  '  asked  Avisa.  But 
Ruth,  ignorant  of  tue  connecting  links  in  Mrs.  Pomeroy's 
nnnd,  supi^osed  this  question  related  to  the  speaker  heiself 
and  her  past  adverse  opinion. 

"  I  (ould.     I'd  have  come  across  the  world  to  you." 

"Ruth,"  she  answered;  "you've  told  me  what  I'd 
rather  have  heard  tlian  anything  human  speech  could 
utter,  but  one  thing.  Ruth,  you  love  Ives  and  'tis  the 
most  blcsseii  thought  to  me  that  you  love  him.  Go  on 
loving  him,  for  God's  sake.  Never  stop  loving  him  ;  be 
patient  ;  be  true  and  leave  the  rest  to — not  to  me — but 
to  the  Lord.  Oh,  woman,  he's  good — better  than  you 
know.  There's  a  power  of  right  thinking  growing  up 
in  him,  and  a  love  of  justice,  and  worship  of  his  mother. 
From  you  much  may  be  hid,  but  not  from  me.  He's  a 
hig-hearted  man,  and  life's  teaching  him  a  lot  of  precious 
tilings.  He's  done  brave  deeds  that  only  I  know  about, 
and — and  .  .  Go  on  loving  him,  Ruth.  My  love  has 
been  rowarc'  d  above  my  highest  hoj^es  and  prayers  .  .  . 
yours  .  .  .  But  I'm  seltish  .  .  .  'Tis  beautiful  of  you 
to  love  him,  Ruth — to  love  him  so  secret  and  so  stead- 
fast despite  all  that  life  tempts  you  with.  'Tis  beautiful, 
and  only  my  own  Ruth  would  rise  to  it.  .  ." 

The  girl  did  not  answer.  She  was  crying,  half  in  shame, 
half  in  joy. 

"  Forgive  me,"  she  said  at  last.     "  I  oughtn't  to  have 

come  here,  but  you  called,  and  my  heart  and  duty  seemed 

to  jump  together.     Don't  fear  about  it.     I've  let  it  out  to 

you,  like  a  fool ;  but  he'll  never  know.     Trust  me  for  that." 

lie  s  growing  Wiser  ai'iu  wiser,  ivutn.     iwiCc  a  ciay  i 
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prav  tliat  he'll  f^'iow  wise  rnnueh  to  otft-r  you  marriage 
aloi'e  1  die.  But  if  he  (Lm't,  I'll  still  die  haj.py,  even  if 
'tis  a  veiyscltish  hai-iMntss,  h.  cau>e  you've  told  me  this 

They  kissed  each  other  aL;ain,  and  Ruth  disappeared  at 
the  sound  of  Ives  approaching.  He  came  in  moody  and 
..ut  of  temper,  and  his  darkness  clouded  the  happiness 
(.f  Avisa's  spirit.  She  turned  her  mind  swiftly  to  his, 
stilled  the  joyful  throb  of  hope,  sat  heside  her  s(<n  with 
fcilded  hands  and  listened  to  the  <  ircumstances  that  had 

tried  him.  .  ,      ,,  ,  , 

"  You'm  glum,  dear  heart,"  she  said.  Ihaven  t  seen 
that  darkness  on  your  brow  these  many  dr-ys." 

•'  Because  you  haven't  sought  it  then.  Yes,  I'm  glum, 
and  there's  enough  to  make  me  so.  If  a  man  has  inidrd 
himself  on  being  a  man  and  he  breaks  down  and  sinks 
awav  tiom  manliness,  'tis  enougii  U>  make  him  glum. 
A  cur— a  (owiid  .  .  1  was  trying  to  forget  it  ;  but  — 
t,, -night— I  met  one— I  met  two— as  made  me  remember 
it  cruel  sharp." 

"  Rat  a  bit  while  you  tell  me." 

He  began  his  supper  and  ate  and  drank  for  some  time 
without  more  words.  Then  he  put  down  his  empt>  mug 
abruptly  and  spoke. 

"  I  came  face  to  face  with  her  this  afternoon— in  a  spot 
without  any  eye  to  mark  us.  I  felt  I  had  a  right  to  know 
if  she'd  seen  the  sense  of  my  letter,  not  to  mention  its  inner 
meaning.  I  lelt  I  had  a  right  to  laiow  if  she  wanted  to  hear 
any  more.  I've  always  hungered  to  tell  her  the  Lruth 
about  wh>'  I  did  it,  andlet  her  know  her  infernal  sellishness 
wasn't  hid  Irom  me.  So  I  -poke  straight  and  bade  her 
•  good  afternoon  'quite  civil.  Then  t  said,  if  'twas  all  the 
same  to  her,  I'd  like  to  have  a  live  minutes  tell  with  her. 

"  I  can  guess  the  rest,"  said  Mrs.   Pomeroy. 

"  I'll  swear  you  can't  :  nobody  alive  could." 

'•  She  didn't  heed  :  she  didn't  speak  ;  she  just  went  by." 

■•  You're  right,  by  God  !     She  looked  through  me  at  the 

Moor,  as  if  I  was  a  pane  of  glass.     Not  a  tremble,  not  a 

wink  of  her  eyelashes.     By  she  went  with  a  cloam  pitcher 

of  water,  and  t'other  arm  stretched  out  to  balance  the 


.:i..^i 


T-»4-     r\y     F. 


Wcigni.        iwub  I.--      --  ^  - 

will  be.     I  could  cut  my  throat  for  pride  to  think  that 
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I've  made  my  r.ame  stink  in  any  woman's  iDstiils  so  ! 
Cut  me,  with  such  a  srorn  a^  I  nt-ver  dreanit'd  ol  ;  and  the 
mark  of  her  loathini;  in  her  srtfwod  up  i'.  se  -as  if  some- 
thing was  dead  and  -^he'd  just  got  a  wlutf  of  it.     Hell  and 

fury  !     I'll  strangle  her  if  ever  she  goes  by  me  like  that 
III 

agam  ! 

They  talked  far  into  that  night,  and  presently  Ives  began 
to  smoke.  The  circumstance  brought  his  mother's  mind 
round  to  Ruth  again,  because  among  the  jnesents  received 
by  Ives  on  his  last  birthday,  w.is  a  little  matchbox  from 
her  hand.  This  trifle  Avisa  renienibere.V  and  now  she 
maikedthat  her  son  carried  it. 

Mrs.  I'omeroy  made  no  mention  of  Ruth  that  night,  or 
tliat  week,  although  the  girl  was  hot  in  her  heart.  She 
delayed  until  a  fitting  moment.  But  meantime  the  grand- 
niotlier  of  Ives,  coming  to  certain  comlusions  without 
assistance,  actually  did  the  thing  Avisa  delayed  to  do,  and 
challenged  the  man  bluntly  and  strongly  on  the  subject  of 
Ruth  Indeed,  she  went  much  fuithei  than  her  daughter- 
in-law  would  have  dreamed  of  going  ;  and  the  rer^ult  was 
f.ir  trom  successful. 

They  were  alone  together  and  Ives,  putting  his  hand  into 
his  pocket,  was  reminded  of  a  circumstance  by  something 
he  found  there.  With  an  exclamation  of  contempt  he 
drew  forth  a  little  pamphlet  of  a  few  pages.  On  the  out- 
side was  a  picture  of  a  moon-faced  youth,  wIk;  wore  large 
whiskers  and  stared  ujion  the  spectator.  At  his  right  an 
angel,  wearing  a  w^hite  robe  and  large  wings,  pointed  up  a 
stt  ( p  hill  on  the  summit  of  which  stood  a  cross  ;  at  his 
left  a  black  fiend,  all  claws  and  tail,  appeared  and 
directed  the  young  man's  attention  to  a  lake  on  which  a 
boat  nnle  at  anchor.  A  seductive  young  woman,  with  her 
hair  down,  sat  languidly  in  the  stern  of  the  vessel  and  waited 
to  see  what  course  the  jiilgrim  would  take. 

Ives  flung  his  tract  across  the  table  to  old  Jane,  who  put 
oii  her  glasses,  examined  it  and  read  ttie  text  beneath  the 
picture  . — 

"  W/wrewifhal  shall  a  young  man  cleanse  his  way? 
By  taking   heed  thereto  according  to  thy  -d'urd." 


r»;,i 


she  asked. 
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"  '  Pick  it  up  !  '  No.  A  man  gived  it  to  me.  And 
who  d"you  think  'twas?  But  you'll  not  guess.  Going 
through  Merivale  a  bit  ago,  Sammy  Bole  stopped  me  and 
asked  for  the  favour  of  a  word.  Then  he  said, '  Will  you 
b*^  so  very  kind  as  to  premise  to  do  me  a  service,  ..Ir. 
Pomeroy  ?  '  Of  course  I  said  I  would  if  I  could.  Then 
he  pops  this  twaddle  into  my  hand.  '  You've  iMomised 
he  said.  '  And  I  hope  you'll  keep  your  word.  AL  I 
want  for  you  to  do  is  to  read  every  syllable  of  that  message. 
With  that  he  made  off  so  fast  a?  his  legs  could  carry 

him."  ,  .   „ 

"  You  promised,  so  you'll  have  to  read  it. 
"  I  might  say  '  damn'the  cheek  of  the  man,'  but  coming 
from  taat  source  'tis  rather  funny— for  private  reasons.     In 
fact,  a  good  bit  funnier  than  Bolt  himself  knows." 

"  Nothing  funny  about  it.  He'ni  like  a  good  few  others 
that  would  do  you  a  service  and  willingly,  if  you'd  but  let 
'em.  Never  was  suc'^  a  man  as  you  for  getting  between 
hisself  and  the  light.  Come  in  the  garden  out  of  earshot 
and  give  me  your  arm.     I  want  to  talk  to  you." 

He  rose. 

"  Talk,"  he  said  ;  "  what's  the  good  of  talking  ?  There's 
only  one  subject  and  only  one  person  I  care  about  in  this 
world  now  ;    and  that's  nother." 

"  Well,  let's  talk  about  her  then.  You  want  to  make 
her  happy,  don't  you  ?  A  id  the  happier  she  is.  the  better 
her  health's  like  to  grow,  for  doctor  specially  baid  she  must 
be  peaceful  and  calm  and  do  no  work  and  have  nothing  to 
fret  her." 

"  What  more  can  1  do  ?  I've  let  it  be  known  that  it 
anybody  frets  her,  by  so  much  as  a  hair,  I'll  be  the  death 
of  "'em." 

"You  might  do  a  bit  more,  notwithstanding.  \o\i 
know  what  your  mother  thinks  of  Ruth  Rendlc." 

"  Quite  .ight  too.     Ruth's  a  Godsend  here." 

"  A  proper  li'l  fairy  in  the  house,  I  call  her." 

"  All  that— so  good  as  that  fat,  white  angel  on  poor 
Sammy's  tract.  Bat  I  -^  n't  like  angels  myself— got  no 
v^se  for  'em.  I  lay  the  gul  waiting  in  the  boat  be  better 
company." 

"  Don't  talk  so.     You  know  'twould  grieve  her — your 


THE    TIDE    EBBS 


251 


mother  by  going— that's  a  clever 


mother      I  tell  you  -  there  'tis— how  can  I  put  it  afore  you 
—you  so  blind  and  deaf  as  you  are  !  " 

"  You  mean  Ruth  Rendlc,  and  you  want  me  to  marry 
her  ?  Well.  I'm  off  all  that  for  evermore,  grandmother. 
I  hate  all  the  women  now  as  much  as  I  used  to  like  'cm. 
Once  bit  twice  shy.  I'll  kt'cp  clear  of  them  henceforth. 
You  can't  plan  these  things.  I've  got  a  great  respect 
for  Ruth,  because  she  don't  know  enough  about  men  to 
flout  'em  and  scorn  'em  vet.  .^nyway,  I'd  wish  her 
a  better  husband  than  the  likes  of  me.  She's  good  and 
straight.     She's  learnt  a  lot  from  mother." 

"  You'll  never  get  a  better  ;    you'll   .  .  ." 

He  began  to  grow  violent  and  use  evil  language. 

"  Stop  it,"  he  said.  "  How  can  you  be  so  damned 
c^elfish— to  the  girl  ?  Like  enough  Ruth  hates  the  sight  of 
me  and  well  she  may.  I  won't  hear  no  more  of  this  from 
anybody.  Another  sy  ble  and— and  I'll  get  out  of  it  and 
not  come  back." 

"Go,  and  kill  your 
thought." 

Ives  stormed  for  ten  minutes,  then  he  went  off.  When 
he  returned  later,  the  old  woman  had  gone  to  bed  and  he 
spent  the  evening  with  Avisa  and  Ruth.  He  made  the 
latter  read  Samuel's  tract  aloud  and  he  watched  her  face 
while  she  did  so.  She  had  some  beauties  that  he  had  not 
marked.  Her  hands  were  pretty,  and  if  her  lips  did  not  bud 
into  one  of  those  delicious  mouths  that  cry  for  kisses,  yet 
+hey  were  red  and  ripe.     Her  voice  was  sof  c  and  clear  also. 

the  women  chid  Ives  when  he  scoffed  at  the  sermon, 
but,  for  once,  his  mother  seemed  less  blight  and  swift  of 
mind  than  usual.  Guessing  that  she  suffered,  her  son 
made  her  go  to  bed,  '-1  when  she  had  gone,  he  talked 
with  Ruth  a  Uttle  an^  ried  to  get  a  glimpse  of  her  heart. 
But  he  failed.  She  .lad  long  grown  accustomed  to  his 
presence  and  could  bear  herself  with  perfect  self-control 
before  him.  Life  under  the  same  roof  with  him  taught 
her  a  great  deal  more  concerning  his  moods,  failings  and 
vi  Uips  than  she  had  ever  known.  It  helped  her  to  under- 
stand him,  but  it  did  not  in  the  least  hinder  her  trom 
loving  him.  .     . 

She  spoke  now  of  his  mother  and  could  not  find  it  in 
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her  to  echo  his  hope-  for  the  future.  Then,  marking  that 
she  did  not  agree  with  him,  Ives  went  to  the  opposite  pole 
and  became  pessimistic. 

"  I  try  to  hide  what  I  think,"  he  said,  "  and  take  a  cheer- 
ful view  ;  but  don't  suppose  I  don't  really  know  all  that 
you  know  and  much  more  too.  She  can't  hide  anything 
from  me.  I  know  her  far  better  than  anybody  else  in  the 
world  knows  her.  And  I  always  have  done  so.  No  nature 
in  her  now,  the  darling  dear.  Always  finger-cold  on  the 
warmest  day,  and  lier  face  do  seem  yellow  to  me  instead 
of  the  nut-brown  it  used  to  be.  I  see  it— I  see  it  all  sharper 
and  deeper  far  than  any  of  you  women." 

She  consoled  him  and  grew  hopeful  in  her  turn.  She 
s])oke  of  little  incidents  to  show  the  mother's  vitality  and 
energy  were  still  strong  ;    but  he  would  none  of  them. 

"  Such  things  she  docs  for  love  of  her  kind  and  by  great, 
terrible  efforts.  You  see  the  things  done,  but  only  I  know 
what  goes  to  'em.  Her  bravery  keeps  her  going,  and  her 
Inavery  will  keep  her  living  ;  but  it  can't  support  the 
strength  of  the  liody.     She's  fading  out." 

Three  days  later,  as  if  to  prove  Pomcroy  in  thp  right, 
there  came  cold  news  that  Avisa  could  not  ii  c.  She 
had  not  slept  and  felt  it  would  be  better  to  stop  in  bed 
until  midday. 

Ives  rushed  up  at  once,  and  having  seen  her  haggard 
face,  departed  to  Tavistock  for  a  doctor. 

"  'Tis  the  beginning  of  the  end,"  said  Jane  to  Emmanuel 
Codd,  \.hcn  he  had  ridden  off.  "  Her  light  be  burning  low, 
and  when  it  starts  to  flicker,  'tis  only  a  question  of  time 
how  long  afore  'tis  gone." 

"  And  my  pension  never  settled,"  he  answered.  "  It 
ought  tt)  have  been  done  years  ago  ;  but  there's  terrible 
poor  hopes  for  me  if  I'm  to  lie  at  his  mercy." 

"  She  forgets  nought  ;  even  in  her  hours  of  little  ease 
she's  always  caUing  home  somebody,"  replied  Jane. 
"  You'm  thought  upon  long  ago,  I  expect." 

Ives  returned  with  the  physician  and  waited  impatiently 
for  an  hour  until  he  heard^  the  truth.  Then  he  learned 
that  bis  mother  might  live  till  Christmas,  or  even  into 
another  year.     But  her  end  was  at  hand 
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"  She  knows  it,"  said  the  doctor  kindly  ;  "  and  she 
knows  the  time  better  than  I  do,  for  she  t  an  judge  her  own 
reserves  of  strength  in  a  remarkable  manner.  She  is  calm 
and  content.  I've  made  everything  clear  to  the  young 
woman  upstairs,  and  your  mother  will  not  suffer  again 
as  she  suffered  last  night.  I'll  send  a  nurse  this  evening 
and  come  myself  next  week." 

Pomeroy  did  not  go  to  Avisa  then,  but  took  his  horrified 
hear*^  with  him  to  the  Moor,  when  a  lifeless  and  sodden 
hour  in  late  October  brooded  over  fitting  theatres  for 
grief.  Heavy  concourse  of  vapour  smothered  the  high 
points  of  the  land  and  emptied  secret  cisterns  upon  the 
peaks  and  ridges  of  the  mountains.  From  the  tors  ran 
down  mu<  h  water  to  the  valle\'s  ;  earth  was  drenched 
with  the  libations  of  the  hills,  and  all  the  grey  world  we])t. 
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A  VISA  POMEROY  still  ruse  and  descended  to  the 
house-j'lace  wlien  her  strength  perniitterl  it  ;  but 
these  orcasions  grew  rarer  and  ]'vesently  ceased.  A 
nurse  assisted  Ruth,  and  sim  e  the  neither  could  no  longer 
move  among  her  people,  tlie  life  of  the  farm  c^me  to  see 
her,  and  still  revolved  about  her  sinking  lires. 

Once  Jane  Pumeroy  sat  with  her  daughter-in-law  and 
told  her  a  story.  It  happened  that  Ives  was  also  beside 
the  invalid  at  the  time.  This  fact,  however,  did  not  hold 
his  grandmother's  tongue,  f'  r  she  was  not  sorry  that  he 
should  hear  what  she  had  to  say. 

"  I  was  ;dong  with  Rachel  Bolt  having  a  tell  last  night 
on  the  way  from  Sampford  Spiney,"  she  saiC.  "  and  the 
bitter,  ancient  creature  was  speaking  things  that  wouldn't 
have  been  over  pleasant   for  your  ears — either  of  you.  ' 

"  You  oughtn't  to  heed  an  old  soft-head  hke  that. 
Who  tells  her  anything  ?  "  asked  Ives. 

"  Her  son  and  her  son's  wife  ;  and  'twas  Jill,  I  behave, 
as  she'd  got  tliis  from.  My  word,  but  there's  an  edge 
to  it  '  They  are  saying  you  and  that  big  girl  what  teaches 
at  Pnncetown  school  .  .  .  She'd  got  chapter  and  verse 
for  it,  and  'twas  rumoured  that  you'd  been  teaching 
her  and  that — somebody — I  forget  the  man's  nani'— be 
going  to  he  behind  a  hedge  for  vou,  Ives  Pomcrc)y." 

"  I'll  have  this  cleared  up  in  double  quick  time  !  "  said 
the  man. 

His  mother  smiled  and  shook  her  head. 

"  You'm  past  thai  stage.  A  false  bit  of  she-news 
like  this  isn't  going  to  make  you  hot,"  she  declared  posi- 
tively. "  No  men  ever  say  such  foolish  things — only 
.^illy  women.     Take  no  no-.i^'^  of  it." 
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"  And  let  myself  be  judged  by  her  lies  !  " 

"  Lies  do  fly,"  she  answered,  "  and  truth  only  crawls 
most  times  ;    but  this  is  a  lie  without  wings." 

He  took  the  incident  ill,  however,  and,  indeed,  at  this 
period  of  his  career,  the  young  man  terribly  tried  all  those 
with  whom  he  had  to  deal.  He  was  surly,  morose  and 
utterly  absorbed  in  his  own  supreme  miseries.  As  the 
time  for  his  mother's  departure  grew  nearer,  his  anguish 
increased,  and  many  leared  to  aii{)roach  or  address  him. 
He  kept  much  apart,  when  not  with  Avisa,  and  he  wan- 
dered far  atield.  His  thoughts  led  him  to  the  inevitable 
loneliness  so  e:  >se  at  hand,  and  he  debated  of  his  own 
life  when  she  should  be  gone  out  of  it.  Then  he  cursed 
himself  for  such  deep  selfishness  and  asked  himself  how 
lie  could  think  of  life  at  all  without  her.  Of  late  years  she 
had  grown  to  be  a  large  part  of  his  days.  He  turned  to  her 
more  and  more  as  he  grew  older  :  he  proved  again  and 
again  that  she  was  ever  on  the  side  of  wisdom  and  justice. 

rhristmas  approached  and  the  folk  began  to  regard 
any  chance  sight  of  Avisa  Pomeroy  as  the  last.  Niost 
of  those  who  knew  her,  sought  opportunity  to  see  her 
once  again  and  speak  with  her  ;  but  the  person  she  her- 
self sought,  refused  to  ( ome.  Lizzie  and  her  husband 
arrived  at  Cluistmas  and,  without  the  knowledge  of  Ives, 
his  mother  sent  a  private  message  to  the  younger  Mrs. 
Bolt  by  Lizzie.  She  begged  that  Jill  wouM  call  to  see 
her  ;    but  Samuel's  wife  declined  the  invitation  cautiously. 

"  You  can  tell  your  mother  that  I'm  not  coming.  I 
mind  very  well  that  she  was  kind  and  useful  to  me  in  small 
tilings  ;  but  I've  got  nothing  to  say  to  her  ;  and  what 
she've  got  to  say  to  me  I'll  take  as  said." 

After  this  speech  Jill  thought  a  few  more  words  ;  but 
she  did  not  utter  iheni.  In  her  mind  she  reflected  that 
those  laugh  best  who  laugh  last.  She  continued  to  ignore 
Ives,  and  enjoyed  to  pass  him  as  though  unconscious  of 
liis  presence;  but  she  guessed.  Avisa  once  gone,  tl.at 
it  might  be  pos-^ible  if  '^l.<'  pleased  again  to  waken  his 
sluml)ering  fires.  Herein,  however,  she  largely  erred. 
The  man  was  not  destined  ever  more  to  desire  her  ;  and 
his  mother  knew  it.  Lizzie  dehvered  JiU's  message, 
wjiicn  «as  a  iiiysiciy  iujui  iiei  poiui  oi  view,  and  Avisa 
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regretted  the  fruitless  errand  but  assured  her  daughter 
that  this  answer  caused  her  no  surprise.  The  sick  woman's 
fachng  thoughts  only  concerned  her  son,  and  she  did  not 
guess  the  difficult  problems  that  he  presented  to  the  rest 
of  the  household  when  beyond  earshot  of  her  room. 

Arthur  Brown  especially  provoked  Ives,  and  the  'atter, 
now  unhinged  somewhat  and  more  than  usually  dead  to 
reason  and  patience,  often  found  his  brother-in-law's 
rcflectiuiis  and  comments  on  the  situation  to  be  more 
than  he  could  bear.  Brown's  principles  were  quite  equal 
to  the  strain,  and  his  complacent  and  magisterial  calm 
awoke  e.xplosion  after  explosion,  though  no  sound  of 
these  eruptions  reached  A  visa 

There  came  a  day,  early  in  the  new  year,  when  Lizzie 
broke  down  and  wept  before  the  company  at  dinner. 

"  You  are  too  much  in  the  house,  my  dear,"  said  Arthur. 
"  This  afternoon  I  must  ask  you  to  come  for  a  short  stroll 
with  me,  to  take  the  air  and  fortify  your  nerves." 

Her  husband  never  sjwke  twice  to  Lizzie,  and  presently, 
drying  her  eyes,  she  walked  out  with  him.  The  day  was 
cold  and  the  Moor  stretched  sleeping  round  about  them. 
A  light  wind  shrilled  in  the  dead  heath  bells  ;  the  sky 
beetled  bla^k  and  low,  but  the  air  was  very  clear  beneath 
it.  Day  died  slowly  and  no  flame  of  sunset  woke  the 
west  upon  that  eventide.  They  passed  along  upwards 
and  presently  reached  the  Windystone  and  the  stream 
that  crept  beside  it.  A  sort  of  suspended  life  inhabited 
all  things  and  marked  even  the  running  water.  The 
v.orld  rolled  sonmolent  and  drowsy  on  the  edge  of  hiber- 
nation. 

.Mr.  Brown  found  a  sheltered  spot,  and  sat  down  with 
his  face  to  the  cross  ;  while  Lizzie  took  a  seat  beside  him. 

"It  is  most  necessary  that  those  who  nurse  the  sick 
should  themselves  keep  in  rude  health,"  said  her  hus- 
l)and.  "  You  must  consider  that  and  not  allow  your 
natural  and  proper  love  for  a  good  mother  to  blind  you 
to  the  laws  of  physical  health.  Ives  also  has  to  be  reckoned 
with.  I  pray,  afler  the  sad  event  is  a  thing  of  the  past, 
that  he  may  bee  me  more  reasonable  and  more  Chris- 
tian ;  for  the  moment,  accustomed  as  I  am  to  lifting 
and   enlarging   immature   intellects,    I   must   own   myselt 
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defeated.  It  has  always  been  so  ;  I  have  never  succeeded 
in  penetrating  his  natural  stubboinne.-s  of  perception. 
And  I  have  regretted  it,  as  vou  are  aware,  I  vzie." 

"  God  knows  what'll  become  of  him  when  mother  dies." 

"Exactly:  God  knows.  We  have  "ha*  inestimable 
certainty.  Though  the  future  may  look  grave  from  'Un 
stantlpoint.  .   ." 

"  But  what  will  happen  ?  \\  hat  will  he  do  ?  "  sh-  cried 
out. 

Arthur  was  gently  annoyed. 

"  You  interrujited  me  :    that  is  not  like  you,   Lizzie." 

She  revealed  a  sort  of  helplessness  ol  mind  and  body. 
He  said  no  more  for  some  moments  ;  but  suddenly  he 
caught  sight  of  a  little  ragged,  brown  colt  that  rubbed 
its  flank  against  the  old  cross. 

"  Youth  aiul  age — the  newborn  creature  and  the  vener- 
able monument.  .  ."  he  began.  Then  he  paused  to  collect 
illuminating  thoughts  pon  this  theme.  His  wife,  how- 
ever, spoke  and  asked  a  question. 

"  D'you  think  I  ought  to  stop  with  him  for  a  while- 
after  ?     Of  course  Ruth  can't." 

"  I  have  already  considered  the  point,"  he  answered. 
"  I  have  decided  that  you  stop  with  him  exactly  'ne 
fortnight  subsequent  to  the  decease — no  more  and  no  jSs. 
I  shall  permit  that  ;  indeed,  I  wish  it.  The  vacation 
ends  four  da^'s  henc^'  and  I,  of  course,  return  to  my  duties. 
You  will  stop  and  close  your  mother's  eyes,  just  as  I  did 
for  my  own  good  mother.  And,  from  the  date  of  th 
interment,  you  will  remain  fourteen  days  with  your  poor 
brother." 

"  It  is  very,  very  good  of  you,  Arthur,  to  let  me." 

He  did  not  contradict  her.  The  pony  had  gone  and 
Mr.  Brown  abandoned  the  subject  of  youth  and  age.  In- 
stead he  preached  of  the  pitfalls  of  youth  in  general ;  ran 
lightly  over  the  seven  deadly  sins  ;  traced  their  main 
arteries  in  the  human  mind  and  confessed  that  none  of 
them,  in  all  their  protean  and  most  attractive  shapes,  had 
so  much  as  tempted  him  to  the  slightest  experiment. 

"  Perhaps,  if  1  have  a  besetting  weakness,  Lizzie,  it  is 
intellectual  pride,"  he  admitted.  "  You  will  remember 
that   I   was  accused  ot   it.      Vet   tor   my  part,    1   cannot 
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honestly    feel    mv    conscience   charges   me   with   such   a 
thing." 

"  You've  got  wonderful  self-respect,  Arthur." 

"  Thank  you,  Lizzie  :  tliat  is  certainly  a  prettier,  and, 
in  my  case,  a  truer  word.  Self-respect  woke  very  early 
in  me." 

"  Your  good  conduct  prizes  when  you  was  a  hoy  show 
that." 

"  Yes  ;  and  now  I  try  to  preserve  self-respec*^  with  poor 
Ives.  Of  course  nothing  is  harder  than  to  keep  it,  when 
arguing  with  soniebodv  who  doesn't  know  the  meaning 
of  the  word.  Still  one  must  go  on  treating  him  as  a  grown- 
uj)  child  and  striving  to  be  hopeful." 

"  His  tenderness  with  mother  is  beautiful,  Arthur. 
She'd  rather  ha\-e  him  touch  her  than  the  nurse." 

"  Maternal  instinct,  Lizzie.  She  thinks  a  great  deal 
about  him,  even  when  I  am  discussing  other  matters 
with  her." 

"  He  can't  look  forward.  He  can't  look  back.  He's 
terrible." 

"  I  detect  indications  of  remorse.  In  itself  remorse 
would  be  a  healthy  mark  of  progress.  But  it  appears 
to  make  him  so  exceediii'^dy  short-tempered.  That  may 
be  an  outward  and  visible  sign  of  inward  and  spiritual 
grace — I  say  it  tnay  be." 

"  There  is  Ives."  said  Lizzie.  "  He's  been  riding  to 
Tavistock  and  come  back  by  this  way.  He  goes  down 
for  nice  things,  and  poor  mother  tries  terrible  hard  to 
eat  'em." 

"  Oon't   clip   your   words,    love — remember." 

"I  ra  sorry,  i.rthur,  but  I  seldom  clip  now.  She  tries, 
but  it's  cruel  kindness,  if  he  only  knew  it." 

Ives  saw  them  and  showed  no  inclination  to  join  them. 
He  was  walking  his  horse  and  Lizzie  called  to  him  to  stop. 
They  approached  him  then  and  all  returned  together. 
The  young  man  carried  a  few  parcels. 

"  I  got  some  black  grapes — best  berries  in  Tavistock," 
he  said.  "  You  must  make  her  eat  a  few,  Lizzie.  Thev'll 
freshen  her  up  maybe." 

"  I  shouldn't  force  her,  however,  if  I  riiav  advise,"  said 
the  schoolmaster.     "Nature  tells  the  sufferer.  .  .* 
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"  Who  v/ants  to  force  Iut  ?  Black  grapes  are  the 
proper  thing  lor  sick  people,  and  they  always  ciy  out 
for  em.  Very  like  she's  longing  for  'em,  only  wouldn't 
ask." 

They  kept  silence  for  some  time  until,  beside  a  hedge, 
where  the  naked  blackthorns  were  brushed  with  ripe 
fruit,  Mr.   Brown  spoke  again. 

"  A  pity  to  see  tliis  harvest  of  the  hedgerow  neglecteil," 
he  remarked.  "  Sloes — the  fruit  of  prunns  spinosa— -make 
an  e.xcellcnt  cordial  ;  or  fierhaps  it  would  he  more  <-or- 
rect  to  say  that  an  excellent  cordial  may  be  made  from 
them." 

Ives  uttered  a  sound  of  intense  exasperation. 

"  Oh  hell  !  "  he  said.  "  I  can't  stand  much  more  of 
you,  Arthur.  When  do  vou  go  hack  to  teach  the  chil- 
dren ?  Thank  the  Lord  I  was  born  too  early  for  you  to 
teach  me." 

"  I  wish  I  ccald  teach  you,  Ives,"  answered  his  brother- 
in-law.  "  But  life's  the  only  schoolmaster  will  ever  get 
anything  into  your  head,  Lm  afraid." 

"  Don't  fear :  you're  doing  your  share  too.  You're 
part  of  life  and  you're  teaching  me  a  trifle  here  and  there  : 
teaching  me  to  be  patient  and  meek  as  Moses — teaching 
me — oh,  a  deuce  of  a  lot  of  things  not  worth  knowing." 

"  I  wish  I  could  make  you  forget  one  or  two  things 
also,  Ives." 

"  Wish  you  could  with  all  my  heart.  You'll  make  me 
forget  how  to  laugh  afore  long  ;  though  'tis  a  lot  else 
beside  you  be  doing  that." 

"  Little  enough  to  laugh  at  in  the  world,  certainly." 

"  Little  that's  pleasant  ;  so  them  as  must  laugh  will 
have  to  fall  back  upon  what  ban't — such  things  as  you 
for  instance." 

"  Nobody  but  a  fool  laughs  at  a  wise  man." 

'  But  I  reckon  all  men  may  laugh  at  anybody  who 
thinks  himself  wise,  and  calls  himself  wise.  There's  a 
rod  in  pickle  for  all  you  perfect  chaps.  We'll  live  to 
see  you  come  a  mucker  yet,  Arthur — if  the  devil  thinks 
you  worth  tempting,  which  f  doubt." 

With  this  prophecy  Ives  left  them  and  rode  forwai  d.  For 
once,  Brown  had  put  him  into  a  good  temper,  for  Pomeroy 
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uas  cons'  ious  of  li.ninp  beaten  his  brother-in-law  in  armi- 
ment.  He  returned  home,  thciefore,  in  a  spirit  more 
imiahle  than  usual. 

It  remained  for  Emmanuel  Codd  to  allay  this  humour, 
Neget  irritation,  and  fret  the  current  of  Pomeroy's  muid 
mto  its  accustomed  cross  sea.  Mr.  Codd  wanhed  his 
mistress  sink  with  mingled  emotions.  She  was  perha|is 
the  only  human  being — certainly  the  only  woman — he 
lesiiected  in  the  world  ;  but  his  jealousy  woke  at  the 
spccta<  le  of  su(  h  universal  sorrow.  He  cheapened  this 
far-flung  giiof  .ind  tried  to  explain  it  away.  Chance  made 
him  essay  this  task  even  before  Ives,  and  the  result  was 
another  disaster. 

They  spoke  together  as  Ives  dismoimted,  for  Codd  uas 
in  the  stable  at  tlie  time.  First  the  <;ld  man  sneered  at  life 
in  general  and  what  he  conceived  to  be  the  empty  truth 
( oncerning  all  liunian  hearts.  Thus  far  his  master  qui'e 
agreed  with  him.  But  tlien  Codd,  moved  by  a  restless 
demon  to  annoy  the  younger  man,  turned  upon  him  and 
took  him  as  the  staring  example  of  much  to  be  avoided. 

"  You'm  so  bad  as  the  rest,"  he  said,  "  for  all  you 
think  you're  not.  Your  memory  be  no  stronger  than 
another's,  and  often  and  often  you  do  the  very  thing  you 
chide  me  or  Johnson  for  doing.  D'you  think  I  don't  see 
the  truth  of  people  ?  'Tis  out  of  sight,  out  of  mind  with 
you  when  a  few  years  be  jiast.  You  thought  you  was 
only  living  for  that  wife  of  Bolt's  a  bit  ago  ;  but  how  is 
it  now  ?  Whv,  you'm  a  darned  sight  more  interested 
in  your  shcepflog." 

"  Better  mind  your  own  business." 

"  Ah  !  Truth  bites,  don't  it  ?  But  --ven  truth's  self 
is  hollow  and  empty — like  the  carnages  that  a  few  of  the 
qualit\-  will  send  to  walk  after  your  mother  when  she 
goes  down  to  the  grave.  Empty  coaches  in  a  row — sent 
to  honour  their  owners,  not  the  clay  in  the  colhn  ;  and 
because  'twill  make  the  neighbours  think  better  of  their 
owners,  not  the  dead.  Her  in  her  grave  won't  know — 
she  ..." 

"  You  adder  ! — always  the  same — always  fattening 
on  other  folks'  grief !  A  poisonous  plague  that  vou 
are ! "  '  '  '     " 
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"Go  on — pom  mit  ymii  ( riiel  spite  .ij^Miiist  nic  anri 
truth.     We  I  ,111  Ihmi    it," 

"Truth  di'ii't  w..  I  yciur  iilthy  friendship,"  said  Iv,  s. 
Then  he  found  Mr  (  awker  and  his  daughter  waiting  in 
the  1  itchcn.  They  poured  some  balm  upon  his  soul,  for 
they  ljelon!:;>  (1  nior-  to  hi^  own  spiritual  race  than  either 
Fmmanuc.  or  the  st  hoolinasler. 

Moll  -^kin  had  brought  a  brace  of  golden  i)lover. 
We've  veiiturefi  to  ax  if  the  missi-.  ca  see  us  for  a 
few  seconds,"  he  said.  "  From  all  accounts  it  may  be  the 
last  time,  and  'twill  be  good  to  know  to  our  own  dying  hour 
we've  ji.iid  that  great  woman  a  bit  of  lespect.  Can  she  let 
dow  11  food  still  ?   These  here  beauties  was  kilk  1  yesterday." 

"  Thank  you  for  coming." 

"  And  if  you  please,  my  mother  sends  respectful  words  ; 
and  slie  prays  to  meet  Mrs.  Poni'Toy  on  the  golden  shore 
afore  long,  Mr.   Ives,"  said  Mary. 

'  Her  V  '111  shines  through  your  mother's  body,  like 
the  moon  through  a  ghost,"  'eclared  Moleskin.  "  'Twas 
always  so  with  her.  A  fool  can  read  su'  .  goodness  ;  'tis 
the  very  writing  of  God  on  the  forehead — like  the  light  that 
broke  out  on  the  fa'  :  o  Moses.  'Tis  a  gr*  at  addition 
to  life  to  have  known  he.    " 

"  And  I  love  her,  Mr.  ive^  because  she  seed  so  swift 
that  Rupert  Johnson  was  getting  addicted  to  me,  and 
let  him  walk  home  with  me." 

Ives  nodded. 

"  'Tis  all  ti  ue,"  he  said.  "  You  and  this  here  woman  " — 
he  })ointed  to  Ruth,  who  had  just  entered — "  you  three 
people  ;  ai  d  myself,  and  another  here  and  there  ;  be  the 
only  ones  who  really  understand  all  that  my  mother  is. 
Never  was  sui  h  another,  and  never  will  be." 

"  The  birds  be  shot  undc  a  licence,  I  must  tell  you," 
.  Ided  Moleskin.  "  't  wasn't  very  likely  that  I  should 
hav(  brought  her  any  '  ther  sort  at  such  a  time,  not  to 
mention  the  fact  that  1  m  holding  on  Uke  grim  death  to 
righteousness  still — birds  or  no  birds." 

"  Mrs.  Pomeroy  would  like  to  see  you  both  now,  Mr. 
C.iwker,"  said  Ruth. 


Une  by  one  the  triends  and  closer  acquaintance  ol  her 
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life  tot.k  leave  of  Avisa  :  thm  .  anu-  a  Sat-rday  when  her 
snn-u.-law  hch.I.I  he.    alive   l-.r  ihe  last   tune 
.1,.   K   ')'?  "''"^I'^l'.V  well  upon  this  foici..,,,,.   aiul   those 
so  best  loved  asseiu  Med  be.ide  her  and  listened  to  her 
nZ        '^    Y^'   thuu^hts   turned   a  good   deal   upon    the 
past    and  she  gave  her  rluldren  glimpses  of  her  husband 
a.id    heir  own  rhildl.ocd  that  interested  them  very  deeply 
__       How  quickly  ,t  has  run  away-my  life  !  "  she  said 
Like  water  after  rain-hkc  a  stream  in  the  sand.     Seems 
mt  yesterday  I  was  a  little  maid  to  school.     Then  coined 
the  wonder  of  courting,   and   falling  in  love  and  losing 
Awful   my  time   looked  when   your   father  d.ed-awfully 
long  and  awfully  empty.     Such  a  cruel  Nvnght  of  years  for 
one  po„r  widow's  back  it  seemed.     But  h're's  the  I  nVo 
cm-shpped  away  like  a  dream-and  I'll  be  seeing  him 
again  long  afore  the  birds  pair."  ^ 

r,M   M '"  '  D  ""'"'^    "'^  messages,   won't   'e,   dear  ?  "   said 
1  Mrs.   Pomeroy.     "  Don't  like  to  trouble  vou  with  a 
lot  of  things  on  such  a  journey  as  you  be  going  to  take 
yet— pist  my  word  to  him.  .  ."  b      b  i"  laKe, 

;;  Don't  you  fear  I'll  forget  it,  mother." 

.n^  ;^'','i''^'  "^  ^'fy  P'-f'Per  wife  to  him  always,  Avisa 
and  his  life  uas  the  better  and  happier  by  you.     That  s 
a  great  blessing  for  you  to  remember  " 

I  brought  laughter  to  him,"  said  the  mother  "  'Tis 
rn.!M  .  I  "l^-  '",;*'  ''-'>'•  '  ^^^°  "^^"  "tarried  to  my  wife 
words."'  '  '°°  '"■'"''•'  ^^^^"  h^  ^^id  thein  v'ery 
ever'^dfd  *v^f    words,"    answered    Jane.     "Not    that    he 

A   moH     f         '    ^'""l"'^  "'■"'■  '""^'>'   ^^-^^  in   his  youth 
A  modest  man    much  given  to  hanging  back,   he  was 
and  >f  you  made  him  laugh  at  himselt  one  c^ay,   Jou'd 
waken  m  his  heart  a  higher  conceit  of  hi.self  the  next 

of  a  man"ff°^  '^T  "°T^"  "'^^  ^^"  ^""^  °"t  the  flavour 
\visa  All  Lf"  ^°7  ^""'l  t  S'-'^'  fellow-feeler  you. 
*^':!'^-;  .  ^^  f^^'J"e'-  cf  people  have  found  that  out." 

h.Jl  °/if"  ^^i"  ^°^^  th^t  dearly  love  to  come  over 
here  lor  a  teU  with  you,  mother,"  said  Lizzie 

Ives  spoke  not,  but  he  listened  intently 
_.  °"^A^*^''''^',^'  h^  remembered  the  chance,  latter  utter- 
^^..^=  ui  iiib  momer  anu  siiung  them  together  in  his  mind 
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Tn  him  tlu-y  \vt  10  a  tlircad  of  prerioiis  gems,  ea<h  (lu-  bright 
liMmc  1)1  a  iiuni'iiy.  The  last  thi 'lights  of  Avisa's  fadmi^ 
hr.iin  Sfiincd  sacred  things  to  him.  Ht;  trt-asund  thc-m 
and  ne\er  furg(jt  them. 

On  this  occasion  she  spoke  of  Mr.  Joel  Toop,  after  her 
son  Iiad  grumbled  about  him. 

"  'Tuas  always  the  same  :  full  uf  proper  qualities,  but 
11(1  general  largeness  of  mind  to  go  along  with  them,  poor 

fellow." 

"  Won't  praise  a  cabbage  in  a  neighbour's  g.iiden  : 
but  always  expects  people  to  make  no  end  of  fii>T  when 
they  see  his,"  said  Ives. 

'  Tiuie's  a  lot  like  that  :  they  shut  one  eye  when  they 
look  at  other  people's  good  things — to  make  'ein  seem 
smaller,"  she  answered. 

Presently  Arthur  Brown  read  the  Bi'ole  to  her  while 
the  rest  listened,  and  Ives  well  remembered  his  grand- 
mother's horror  and  the  schoolmaster's  uneasiness  at 
Avisa's  C(jmments  on  a  (ertain  scene.  Arthur  rehearsed 
a  chapter  from  Kings  that  told  of  Elisha,  the  rude  little 
ones  and  the  beasts  : — 

"  And  there  came  forth  two  she  bears  out  of  the  wood, 
and  tare  forty  and  two  children  of  them,"  he  concluded 
without  emotion. 

"  'Twas  a  wonder  some  of  they  poor,  frantic  mothers 
didn't  tear  the  prophet,"  said  Avisa  Pomeroy.  As  she 
spoke,  the  faint  humorous  image  of  her  old  self  shone  in 
her  eyes  a  moment,  like  after-glow  of  sunset. 

None  saw  her  actual  leave-taking  of  Mr.  Hr(jwn,  for 
she  sent  them  out  while  she  bade  him  farewell. 


CHAPTER    XV 
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NOW  Avisa  Pomeroy  constantly  planned  to  have 
lu  T  son  and  Ruth  beside  her.  She  sank  into  length- 
ened silences  at  the  turn  of  th  new  year,  and  the  old  swift 
play  of  her  mind  grew  slower.  Ive^.  cfteii  read  aloud  ; 
an(i  while  he  did  so,  his  mother's  eyes  alone  moved  as  she 
turned  them  from  her  son  to  Ruth,  from  the  j'oung  woman 
Iiack  again  to  Ives.  It  seemed  as  though  her  darkening 
glances  sought  to  spin  a  bond  between  them,  and  played, 
like  a  shuttle,  back  and  forth,  to  entangle  these  two  hearts 
in  one  net  of  love.  But  grief  reigned  over  both,  and 
close  linked  thtnigh  they  were  through  these  days  by 
circumstance,  it  was  a  shared  sorrow  and  love  of  another, 
not  Joy  and  a  mutual  love  ihat  drew  Ruth  and  Ives  into 
present  harmijny. 

Avisa  saw  each  of  those  who  had  entered  into  her  life 
and  took  farewell  of  many  humble  men  and  women.  The 
folk  departed  from  her  with  tears,  and  the  strain  became 
intolerable. 

She  faded  slcnvly.  Then  the  end  seemed  at  hand  and 
Lizzie  wrote  to  her  husband  in  secret  and  implored  him  to 
I  lime  down  again,  if  only  for  a  few  days.  He  obligea  her 
and  arrived  to  stop  from  Saturday  until  Mor,  '  ly. 

Ives  received  him  ungraciously  ?.nJ  h's  coming  pre- 
(  ipitated  some  of  the  frenzy  that  had  slowly  gathered 
head  in  the  younger  man'^-  spirit.  They  sat  in  the  kitchen 
and  Lizzie  made  tea  for  her  husband,  while  Arthur  de- 
scribed his  journey  with  much  worthless  detail.  Then 
tlie  schoolmaster  tinned  to  Ives  and  endeavoured  to 
console  him. 

"  Lizzie  tells  me  that  your  dear  mother  suffers  but 
little.     That  is  a  great   blessing,    Ives,   though  of  course 
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extrome  weakness  is  in  itstlf  a  form  of  suffering.     How- 
ever. .  ." 

"  You  needn't  tell  me.  I  know  everything  about  her — 
far  more  than  anybody  else.  She's  all  right  ;  she's  coming 
to  her  own  and  'twill  soon  tax  her  God  to  think  of  things 
good  enough  for  her." 

"  A  good  and  pious  woman,  and  a  noble  mother  for  you 
to  remember,  my  dear  fellow." 

Ives  pursued  his  own  thoughts  aloud.  There  was  great 
anguish  in  his  eyes  as  he  spoke  to  Lizzie. 

"  'Tis  all  one  to  the  lamp  when  it  goes  out — but  them 
that  be  left — the  darkness.  .  .  But  us — us  that  walked 
by  the  light  of  her — and  must  ge  blind  evermore.  .  .  Tis 
us  that  be  struck  to  death — not  her.  Oh,  Lizzie,  Lizzie, 
and  me  a  bad  son — a  bad  s'.n  I've  been  to  her.  That's 
the  heart  of  this  trouble  for  me.  That  precious  mother 
to  have  juch  dross  for  a  son  !  " 

"  Don't  think  so,  dear  Ives.  She's  been  jiroud  of  you 
all  your  life,  and  she  olien  tells  over  the  good  things  you've 
done  for  love  of  her  and — and — the  good  things  you  be 
going  tc  do." 

"  Her  work's  done,"  he  said.  "  Her  wonderful,  beauti- 
ful deeds  be  all  ended  now,  and  she've  led  a  better  life 
than  any  born  woman  did  afore.  She've  dono  with 
being  ahve.  'Twas  worth  while  to  the  earth  her  being 
alive.  The  whole  world's  better  for  it.  But  us  poor, 
helpless,  useless,  thirgs — what's  going  to  hap  to  us  now  ?  " 

He  went  out  from  them  after  asking  the  question  and 
his  sister  wept,  but  not  all  for  grief. 

'Tis  good  he  feels  it  so  crael,"  she  sobbed.  "  My 
heart  aches  for  him  and  yet,  and  yet  'tis  well  he  should 
be  struck  so  hard." 

"  I  hope  so,  Lizzie.  Indeed,  I  think  so  too.  These 
are  good  signs  and  I  supp(jse  we  must  not  mind  that  in 
his  misery  he  confuses  other  people  with  himself,  and 
tries  to  make  us  all  share  in  his  weakness  and  past  wrong- 
doing. We  are  not  helpless,  useless  things,  thank  God, 
v.-hatever  he  may  have  been.  Perhajis,  if  he  is  spared, 
Ivjs  will  live  to  see  that  I.  .  .  however,  this  dismay  on 
his  part  is  a  sign  of  grace  certainly,  and  I  forgive  him,  as  I 
always  do,  for  b(  iiig  rather  silly  and  illogical  in  his  grief. 
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At  times  of  grief  you  may  notice  that  a  man's  real  rhararter 
comes  oUl.  If  he  woufd  hke  to  stop  with  us  presently. 
to  enjoy  our  society  and  see  your  new  home,  I  shall  have 
no  objection." 

"  You  are  so  wonderfully  patient  with  dear  Ives,"  she 
said. 

Avisa  sank  slowly  into  unconsciousness,  and  her  mind, 
withdrawn  from  the  present,  wandered  alone  through 
the  shadowy  avenues  of  the  past.  There  now  she  dwelt, 
and,  by  the  windows  of  words,  those  who  watched  her 
sometimes  dimly  perceived  her  hidden  course  and  gained 
ghmpses  of  her  maiden  days,  her  love  time,  her  mother- 
hood and  the  hours  of  her  bereavement.  Once  there 
sat  with  her  Ruth  and  h-es,  and  her  son  fancied,  from  a 
smile  that  woke  upon  her  face,  that  she  knew  him  ;  but 
it  was  not  so.     She  tightened  her  hand  on  his,  no  more. 

As  usual  now,  she  spoke  at  intervals,  but  did  not  know 
that  she  spoke. 

"  Bear  up,  father,"  she  said.  "  Our  poor  baby  be 
happy  as  a  songbird  now,  and  heaven  her  school  instead 
of  earth.  She'll  know— she'll  know  and  count  the  days 
till  her  mother  and  father  come  to  her.  Us'Il  meet  her 
up-along.  I  had  a  fore-token  she  was  going  far  away. 
And  yet  not  far  neither  ;  for  heaven  b-i  very  home-by 
earth.  Us  do  |live  close— close  to  them  we  love- 
maybe  closer  to  the  dead  ones  than  the  living,  if  faith's 
strong  encugL.  They  dear  spiri:.s  can  count  the  beating 
of  our  poor  hearts  if  they  will.  .  ." 

Presently  she  laughed  and  her  joy  was  terrible  to  them. 

"  Look,  father,  there  comes  the  boy!  So  sturdy  a::d 
strung  he  goeth  on  his  legs!  Do  'e  see  his  little  flea- 
coloured  coat,  as  I've  made  out  of  that  old  blanket  ?  'Twill 
do  bravely  when  he  walks  to  day-school  in  winter.  .  . 
Lizzie's  your  own  darter,  father  ;  and  the  boy's  mine- 
mine." 

She  laughed  again. 

"  What  a  Jakes  of  a  mess  they'm  b_+h  in,  poor,  dear, 
li'l  j)igs  !     Palstring  through  the  mud  they've  been.  .  ." 

Her  hands  worked  at  the  bed-clothes  and  creased  and 
creased  tirelessly. 
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"  No,  no,  no,  no  .  .  .  never  that  !  I'd  see  Iiim  dead 
sooner.  .  .  A  good  end,  mother.  Your  son  died  hke  he 
hved.  I  do  envy  you,  olu  mother,  for  your  journey  back 
to  him  is  like  to  he  far  shorter  than  mine.  .   ." 

Jane  Pomeroy  entered  a  moment  later  and  Ives  spoke 
to  her. 

■'  Pity  you  didn't  come  in  a  minute  sooner,"  he  said. 
'  i'or--  name  was  on  her  hps  a  minute  agone.  My  father 
'....il  ]L.3t  died  and  she  was  saying  as  you'd  see  hii.i  again 
1)0  to  re  her." 

"  And  well  she  might  think  so.  Look  !  Look  !  Do  'e 
mark  the  pattern  her  hands  have  pinched  in  the  counter- 
pane ?     Tliat's  the  iold  of  the  dying — she's  at  her  end." 

Twelve  hours  later  the  men  were  called  at  earliest  day 
and  hastened  up  to  find  a  leaden  and  ri'luc  tant  da'..-n 
strne;gling  with  the  candle  light.  A  change  had  hap- 
pened when  the  morning  wind  awoke,  and  dayspring 
came  as  a  messenger  to  A  visa  Pomeroy. 

She  was  conscious  now  but  dumb,  and  she  desired  in  vain 
to  speak  with  Ives.  For  a  full  hour  he  l-nelt  beside  his 
mother  with  his  right  arm  gripj^ed  round  her.  Those 
of  her  household  were  also  about  her,  but  she  and  the  man 
were  only  conscious  each  of  the  other's  j^resence.  People 
came  and  went,  whispered  and  wept  and  watched.  Then, 
when  one  might  say  that  day  had  broken,  Avisa  rela.xed 
suddenly  upon  her  son's  shoulder,  tu'ned  her  face  to  him 
in  pain  and  so  sank  to  everlasting  silence  with  his  lips 
upon  her  cheek. 

Loiig  he  sustained  her  and  would  not  yield  her  up  ; 
because  to  him  it  seemed  that  the  clay  in  his  arms  held 
some  iaint  fragrance  still  of  his  mother's  vanished  soul. 
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A  MAN'S  inlio'itaine  nia\  he  i(iuf,'lily  appraised  under 
three  heads  :  his  pn-liisti)ii(  hercchly  ;  his  pos- 
terior heredity,  (ir  parcntaj^e  ;  ami  tli'  cnvinuiinent  into 
whirh  (  hance  throws  him.  To  th^  lirst  belDiifif  those 
rommon  quahties  transmitted  to  all  men  from  their  remote 
ancestry  in  the  pal.x-olithir  past  ;  and,  concerning  Ives 
Pomero\-,  it  remained  to  be  seen  whether  this  anterior 
heritage  was  the  "  corpse  in  the  cargo  "  destined  to  foul 
all  and  bring  his  life's  history  to  ruin.  Against  it  might 
be  set  the  bkjocl  in  his  veins,  and  the  companionship  of 
his  mother,  who  for  cight-and-twenty  years  had  been  the 
sgis  of  his  existeni  e  and  the  moral  stimulant  of  his  environ- 
ment. Whether  her  part  in  him  would  prove  antiseptic 
enough  to  conquer  and  subdue  that  primal  endowment  •  n- 
thinking  persons  charged  upon  Ives  himself  and  blamed  him 
for — those  qualities  anti-social  and  even  brutal  which  be- 
longed in  full  measure  to  his  character,  remair.;.d  to  be 
seen.  By  thousands  oi  years  the  child  is  nearer  than  the 
man  to  his  first  direct  ancestors  ;  and  thus  it  happened 
that  this  man,  still  laigely  a  child  in  many  directions, 
revealed  familiar  qualities  usually  masked  or  subdued 
at  his  age.  He  represented  a  vcr\'  abrupt  variation  from 
his  stock  and  was  the  most  original  Pomeroy  the  recent 
race  recorded.  His  originality  indeed  might  end  the 
race  altogether,  for  suc'^  a  variation  seemed  ill  calculated 
to  advance  his  welfare  or  prosper  his  progeny. 

The  time  had  come  when  a  single-handed  life's  struggle 
must   seriously   begin  ;     and   those   who   knew   him   best 
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n-aideJ    his    future    u,th    the    ioast    hnp,.      peter 
voi,e(l  Rcneial  npmicni  in  a  pi,  tuiv.quc  p^na^^  ■ 

strait-  h^s^'"'^^'"^^^^ ''^^^^^^-P' ^•-^-- 
But  ,t  was  a  deeper  saying  than  he  knew  or  those  guessed 

veJv  lull  of  '  ^''""'''  i"  ^.  '^"^^  '"^^^t  ^-'^-J-  ''^«  '^>^W  '^ 
%erv  full  of  grar.ous  and  gnm  ghosts-spectres  n.ahgnant 

o    benign-that  hover  over  human  hfe.  hke  the  after  ^dovv 
of  sunset  or  the  baleful  frniges  of  a  thur.der-doud.     fhc-v 
kkJ  hl^  atm-sphcrc  higher  and  sweeter  than  that 

possible  to  any  physical  or  psychir  presen,  e  ;  they  ron- 
tml  or  d(.stroy  after  a  fashion  above  the  strengtii  of  nw. 
and  beyond  the  ambition  of  devils.     From  within   these 

E  r!f  f""  fV''  "■"'^'"  ''"''  ^^''''  P^^^''-^'-^  depend  upon 
seaet   fnundations  as  yet  beyond  human   ken   to   probe 

the  ro?d    J  7   ^r'"^   *^'   "^''"^   ^P'^'*  •     ^hey   indi.ate 

he  road   ahead.     From   the   battle   of   natures   adve.se, 

NKtoiy  steadily  sets  m  on  the  side  of  the  socal,  and  out 

snrm.  fh^  ""'u  ^"PP'^'f^i""  ^^^  Society's  enemies,  there 
spiing.   the   welfare   and  advance  of  humanity's   ^nend. 

pro-ret  ""^"'■"  ^^^^  '^^^''d'  ^  ^'''''^^''' 

mc!irr'''h-'%rif''^''T'.^''^''"^  doubted  for  him;  his 
mother   herselt    had    died    without   doubt.     In    his   heart 

TZToTl"  '•'"'"t^  ^"^  '^  ^  '^'""'^^^'^  ^^^^■""'  that  she  had 
trusted   him^    He  remembered   the    failing   tones  of  her 

when  .T^  '^l  ^''K'-  1  ^^^^"^^'^  '^-'^  '^^'  into  hem 
when  she  spoke  of  his  future 

est^noirr^Th"?  ^'''  f'^T-''""^'-  ''^^^^^'^"^  ^^  his  weak- 
Z  ?fr.n.  1  V"'  "^  ^''  ^'^'*  resistance  will  sometimes 

be  strange  y  and  unexpectedly  barred  ,  the  bulwarks  of 
his  greatest  strength  will  sometimes  perish  of  a  secret  rot 
Ihere  is  no  absolute  certainty  or  stabihty  in  chararter! 
Our  greatness  and  our  littleness  are  welded  together  and  a 
Zl?ri  "^^'f  P^^'t^d  n..y  ;evelop  at  ary  age  before  the 
climacteric  to  sweeten  or  vitiate  the  whole.  Out  of  petti- 
sh!]) "f/  T'?^  °"[  ^^^^■''it''^"  •  out  of  greatness  our  ruin 
shall  often  be  traced.  And  again,  our  greatness  may  save 
us,  since  the  lightning  does  not  strike  all  who  challenge  it  • 
or   some    evil    constituent    suddenly    generated    in     the 
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crucible  of  life  may  destroy  us  and  prove  the  fatal 
poison.  Men  have  indeed  risen  from  the  dust  to  higher 
things,  when  the  transmitted  seed  has  found  plare, 
season  and  climate  to  germinate  and  thrive  ;  but  they 
have  descended  from  higher  things  as  often  ;  because  a 
seed  of  another  sort  has  suddenly  found  an  ianer 
dung-heap  hot  and  ready  wherein  to  f  ourish  and  bring 
forth.  It  is  never  too  late  to  mend  or  to  mar,  so  long  as 
man  is  virile  and  his  physical  and  menial  life  are  healthy 
and  open  to  impression.  Thus  the  environment  is  as  vital 
as  the  inherited  instinct;,  if  not  more  so,  and  it  must  serve 
miglitily  to  promote  or  retard  both  the  precious  and  the 
useless  germs  stored  within  all  men.  Yet,  since  human 
L-nviriMunent  is  daily  bettered,  the  spuit  of  the  hour  may 
well  be  one  of  hope.  No  State  has  so  far  learned  to  live 
for  the  unborn,  but  Nature  invarial)ly  pursues  this  plan, 
and  men  cannot  ruin  the  future  humanity.  We  are 
sa\ed  from  ourselves  by  the  Law. 

fves  PonuToy  belonged  to  the  order  of  fighters  and  he 
manilested  an  acute  and  ill-regulated  sense  of  justice, 
born  of  instinct  rather  than  intelligence.  Avisa  had 
built  her  hopes  u[)on  it  and  upon  her  knowledge  of  her 
own  young  self  ;  but  whether  now  tlie  man's  environment 
and  I  ircuinstanci  s  would  bieecf  new  stuff  ot  t!ie  suul  and  dull 
the  better  part  in  him,  or  serve  to  brighten  it,  none  could 
know.  All  foretold  catastrophe  and  watched  him  with 
uneasy  and  unhopeful  eyes  as  he  still  stood  in  spirit  on  the 
brink  of  h's  mother's  grave. 

The  problcTn  was  simple  and  easily  stated.  What,  lirst, 
would  lie  the  lessening  power  of  Avisa's  self  from  tlie  pit,  as 
time  performed  its  inevitable  work  of  attrition  upon 
memory  ?  And  what,  in  tlie  second  place,  would  be  the 
increasing  power  of  her  motherhood  in  his  head  and  heart 
during  the  process  of  his  mental  development  and  general 
growth  ?  Lastly,  how  would  the  lot  in  life  to  which  chance 
called  him  affect  the  sit'iation. 

It  is  to  be  remembered  that  as  man  does  not  inherit 
disea'M',  but  the  constitution  or  diathesis  favourable  or 
ininiii.i!  to  ,1;  so  we  ma.-  not  aftiiin  that  giod  or  evil 
possibilities  of  mind  are  transmitted  save  potentially. 
Thev  depend  for  tiif  ir  soqiici  on  ciii.umstances  often  be- 
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yii.ul  human  power  to  gaii;,'e.  Good  or  evil  alike  abort  or 
nnsiariy;  aiul  to  sow  tlie  wind  is  not  with  tertainty  to 
reap  the  whirlwind.  Environment  to  the  nurture  ot  char- 
aiter  is  wh.it  fixjd  may  he  to  a  plant  :  it  cannot  alter 
mtrinsic  attiil)utes,  but  it  .an  <levelop  or  dwarl,  encourage 
or  deaden,  ini  ite  or  restrain. 

Ives  Pomcroy  went  through  his  mother's  papi-rs  and 
found  auK^ng  tnem  not  a  tew  fviden.  is  (.1  her  thought  for 
the  future.  Evtiything  was  in  oriler  ;  she  left  all  power 
to  her  son,  and  the  knowledge  that  she  had  dune  so 
rejoiced  him,  because  it  spoke  of  her  large  trust.  Among 
certain  annuities  was  one  for  Emmanuel  Codd  when  he 
hnallv  thought  proper  to  stop  work  ;  but  the  amount  had 
been  Kit  tor  I\-es  to  determine,  and  while  Emmanuel  took 
a  black  view  of  this  circumstance,  his  master  rejoiced  at  it. 

"  She  understood  me,"  he  said.  "  You're  safe  enough  in 
ny  hands.  I  know  what  she  thought  of  you,  Codd.  You 
needn't  put  on  that  hang-dog  look." 

The  old  man  growled  and  said  something  that  Ives  could 
not  hear. 

"  I  should  like  to  kn  "•  what  the  figure  is  to  be,  if  it's 
all  the  same  to  you,"  he  added. 

"  Plenty  of  tiu'e,  ple.ity  of  time,"  answered  Pomeroy. 
"  You're  not  going  yet  awhile." 

But  Emmanuel  had  no  intention  to  stop.  There  were 
changes  ir  the  air  and,  like  the  rest  of  the  household,  he 
found  \'i\en  Tor  Farm  a  naked,  m.ouinhil  and  twiht  place 
now  that  the  mother's  sun  had  set.  Ruth  Rend!.-  for  t'e 
present  went  back  t(j  her  cousins,  and  Peter  was  very  glad 
to  receive  her,  and  Joel  was  not  A  servant  had  to  be 
engaged  at  the  farm,  and  for  the  rest,  old  Mrs.  Pomeroy 
surprised  herself  and  everybody  else  by  a  great  access  of 
energy.  Siie  stro\-e  with  nuich  courage  to  take  the  place 
of  her  daughter-in-law  ;  and  she  pleased  herself  but  nobody 
else.  Ives  openly  deplored  this  sudden  display  of  energy 
and  begged  his  grandmother  to  be  more  restful  ;  while  she 
grew  e.xciteil  at  her  own  rejuvenescence  and  insisted  on 
controlling  the  mner  life  and  order  of  the  farm. 

Li7zie  stopped  witfi  her  biother  for  the  tune  that  Arthur 
Brown  h.id  promised.     Then  she  returufMi  home  and  spoke 
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hopefully  of  Ivt's  and  his  alten-d  attitude  to  life.  She 
declared  that  he  had  become  more  solemn  and  more 
thoughtful,  iff  was  much  alone  ;  lie  was  easier  to 
manage  ;  his  grief  had  aged  him  a  great  deal  ;  but  he  was 
quite  helpless  in  many  minor  particulars. 

"  Does  he  ollude  in  his  coriversation  to  Miss  Rendle  ?  " 
Arthur  asked. 

"  No  ;  she  went,  and  he  said  '  good-bye  '  witliout  any- 
thing much  in  his  voice.  He  said  it  before  me,  as  though  it 
was  nothing.  All  the  same  he  saw  her  again  the  next  day 
and  took  her  dear  mother's  beautiful  mlaid  desk  for  a 
keepsake." 

Mr.   Brown  was  gently  annoyed. 

"  You  ought  to  have  had  that.  You  ought  to  have 
insisted,  Lizzie." 

"  It  was  left  in  the  v.ill  for  I^uth." 

"  Then,  of  course,   I  say  nothing  ;    still.   .  ." 

"  Dear  mother  left  me  he.  vvatch  and  chain  and-  the 
nieincv." 

"  Ear  be  it  from  me  to  criticise  the  dead,  Lizzie.  You  will 
remember  that  when  I  h-jardwhat  we — well,  I  said  nothing." 

"  You  were  disappointed." 

"  I  may  have  been  ;  but  all  wa.;  just — from  a  woman's 
point  of  view.  Justice  is  a  condition  of  the  mind  very 
rarely  to  be  met  with  in  the  female  sex.  However,  we  were 
talking  about  your  bi  )ther.  There  is  no  doubt  that  Mrs. 
Pomeroy  much  wished  to  arrar.ge  a  match  between  Ives 
and  Miss  Rendle.  Bui  these  things  never  happen.  In 
fact,  with  a  man  of  tlie  stamp  of  Ives,  nothing  ever  happens 
but  the  unexpected." 

"  He  was  very  grateful  to  her  and  I  was  wrong  when  I 
said  he  never  spoke  of  her.  I  forgot  he  once  told  me  tnat 
if  i  had  as  much  brains  in  my  head  as  Ruth  had  in  her 
little  finger,  it  would  be  a  blessing.  But  that  was  before 
mother  died.  He's  soft  and  kind  now.  I  think  if  you  was 
to  ask  him  .  .  ." 

"  If  I  u'^re  to  ask  him,  Lizzie." 

"  I  think  he'd  come  to  us  for  Christmas,  .\rthur." 

"  We  will  see,  my  dear  ;  we  will  see.  The  rites  of  hos- 
pitaHty.  .  ," 

He  j-.rocoeded,  but  her  thoughts  were  with  her  brother, 
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and  Arthur  was  presently  irritated  to  perceive  tliat  his 
wite  had  heard  nothing  concerning  the  rites  of  hospitahty. 
She  pictured  Ives  all  day  long  and  hn  heart  ached  lor  him. 
She  piayed  to  God  to  send  him  to  Ruth,  and  she  hoped, 
when  his  rare  letters  reached  her,  th.it  they  might  contain 
the  II. 'ws  of  his  engagement.    Iiuleed.  the  man  was  thinking 
about   Rutii  and  living  over  the  last  days  of  his  mother's 
lite  with  her.     As  he  retra.  .  d  them,  he  perceived  how  large 
a  j)art  of  the  lime  Kuth  h.id  hlled,  and  ac  nraf.-ly  guessed 
at  her  loyal  labours  and  unceasing  devotion  ot  daj-s  and 
nights  dediiated  to   the  love  !   and  fading   presence.     His 
heart  warmed  to  her  often,  but  he  had  in  it  no  abiding 
place  for  love  of  woman  at  this  moment.     His  mother's 
death  grew  daily  inttj  a  thing  more  desolate  and  terrible. 
It  submerged  him  abruptly  at  all  times  and  in  all  places- 
it  drowned  his  soul  suddenly,  like  a  seventh  wave.     Then 
he  would  battle  up  and  out  of  his  grief  again  and  go  on 
living  and  labouring  ;  and  he  would  forget  altogether  some- 
times for  an  hour  or  so,  when  nature  in  pity  loosed    her 
grip  on  memory  and  gave  a  respite.     And  then,  if  an  inci- 
dent, or  a  word,  or  a  phrase  brought  it  all  back,  he  w.iuld 
curse  himself  for  letting  his  gri»^f  slip  for  a  moment.     By 
night  dreams  revi\-ed  her  bodily  shape  until  he  woke  and 
his  arms  seemed  to  litt  to  her  ;  i  haiice  words  also  serwd  to 
paint  her  picture  so  cruelly,  so  brightly,   that  the  world 
was  but  a  black  curtain  stretched  behind.     If  he  laughed 
at  some  chance  happening  of  life,  the  laugh  always  brou-ht 
her  back  and  stabbed  him— in  that  he  could  dare  to  laugh 
and  his  mother  dust. 

He  fought  the  bitter  tiqht  that  all  large  hearts  have 
fought,  and  he  came  very  slowly  to  a  rational  survey  of  his 
future  and  its  duties.  For  a  time  he  j)lanned  to  leave  \'ixen 
Tor  ,  then  he  de.  ided  not  to  do  so.  He-  knew  no  other 
world  than  this  and  felt  no  immediate  heart  or  hunger  to 
seek  one. 

A  month  after  Avisa's  dr.,tli  old  Mrs.  Bolt  came  to  see 
Jane  Pomeroy,  and  she  brought  with  her  an  item  of  news. 

"  If  Peter  Toop  hawn't  over-mastered  that  girl  Ruth 
and  got  her  to  go  back  m  the  bar!  " 

"  I  w  ish  to  God  she'd  come  back  here,"  said  Mrs.  Pomeroy 

"  The  lady  they'd  got  didn't  suit  'cm.  so  it  all  fitted  in 


^jWry 


THK    rKOBI.EM 


vs 


very  sucnt  aiiri  (omtni  talilc  And  now  that  <  h<ip,  Matthew 
N'orthmnre,  may  win  her  yet.  He's  been  after  her  these 
years  and  years,  so  Samuel's  wife  tells  me  " 

"  I  wish  'twas  our  Ives  was  going  to  take  her." 

"  He  ought  to  be  married,  for  certain— time  and  more 
than  time.  And  a  sensible,  steady  girl,  and  dear  Avisa 
thought  a  lot  upon  her.  Sh'  t'>ld  me  mv  e  'twould  h'\  and 
th.it  God  had  treated  her  like  Moses  and  let  her  get  a  glnnpse 
of  the  Promised  Land-meaning  hfs  married  to  that 
maiden." 

"  She  is  a  girl  in  a  thousand.  I  onl\  hope  Northmore 
won't  snaj)  her  up  afore  Ives  gets  scum-  and  tries  to  have  her. 
She'd  take  him,  mind  you  ;  and  'tw^  uld  be  a  great  blessing, 
as  my  daughter-in-law  well  knowed." 

Mrs.   Bolt  sighed. 

"  'Tis  a  wisht  house  without  her.  God  knows  what  you 
must  have  suffered.  We  an(  ient  <  reaturcs  be  left  lagging, 
Jane,  and  the  useful  f)nfs  are  taken.  'Tis  a  strange  way  of 
ProvidiMKe  to  leave  us,  that  none  wants  and.  .  ." 

Kut  the  other  old  woman  interrupted  sharply  : 

"  Speak  for  yourself  !  "  she  said.  "  I  ban't  left  lagging 
that  I  know  about.  I'm  so  busy  and  useful  an  old  woman 
as  you'll  hnd  in  the  kingdom  ;  and  my  grandson  could  no 
more  do  without  me  than  your  boy  could  do  without  you. 
And  all  the  eighty-four  years  what  the  Lord's  given  me — I've 
never  wasted  an  hour  of  'em  1  And  that's  more  than  some 
of  us  lipe  folk  can  say." 
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CHAPTER    II 


MR.    CODD    RECEIVES    NOTICE 


NIGHT  hid  the  land  as  Pomcroy  returned  home  from 
Ta'istock.  A  single  lamp  burned  at  the  cross  roads 
known  as  Moor  Shop  ;  and  above  it  hung  the  stars.  The 
man  turned  now  into  unfamiliar  paths  of  reflection.  He 
did  not  follow  them  far,  for  abstract  thought  was  largely 
foreign  to  his  bent  ;  but  a  wider  outlook  dawned  from 
experience,  and  at  fitful  seasons,  as  now,  when  alone  and 
cut  off  from  the  world  by  the  accident  of  night,  he  used 
his  brains  and  dimly  glimpsed  at  hidden  things  and  ana- 
logies ;  at  unsuspected  wrongs  within  him  and  without 
him  ;  at  the  ways  of  the  world  and  the  profound  uncertainty 
of  all  human  affairs.  His  mother's  death  had  aged  him 
and  advanced  her  life's  work  in  his  heart.  He  believed  in 
the  religious  dogmas  that  she  had  most  steadfastly  held,  and 
they  quickened  for  a  short  season  upon  her  passing  ;  then 
they  abated  their  force,  and  now  they  were  hibernating 
through  the  winter  of  his  grief.  Church-going  wearied  him 
for  the  moment.  He  seldom  went  nearer  the  porch  than 
his  mother's  grave  ;  and  there  he  stopped  and  listened  to 
the  Sunday  humming  from  within  and  set  every  grass- 
lilade  in  its  place  above  the  dust  of  her. 

Ives  looked  at  the  little  oil  lamp  and  he  looked  at  a 
bright  star  that  flashed  aloft  above  the  distant  shoulders 
of  Dartmoor.  The  higher  light  marked  his  way  ;  at  the 
lesser  a  moth  wheeled  and  worshipped  after  her  manner. 
And  the  man,  with  his  mind  for  a  moment  empty,  considered 
the  case  and  peiccived  how  a  lamp  might  be  a  world  for 
one  earth-born  wanderer,  and  a  world  might  be  a  lamp  for 
another.  He  pitied  the  moth  and  he  pitied  himself  more  ; 
because  his  lamp  was  out  and  he  went  in  darkness.  The 
stars  were  cold.     He  was  trying  to  do  his  duty  with  a 
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lively  hope  that  his  mother  knew  it.  He  clung  to  the  c  on- 
viction  that  she  watched  and  was  not  in  reality  so  far  olt  as 
he  felt  her  to  be  ;  but  lite  rolled  dull  and  deadly.  The  soft 
moth  tapped  at  the  lamp  and  flashed  hither  and  thither 
awhile  ;  then  it  vanished.  Ives  went  on  his  way,  climbed 
a  great  hill  under  Cock's  Tor,  hesitated  about  returning 
home  immediately,  and  instead  kept  to  the  main  road  and 
presently  descended  into  Merivale.  He  had  been  alone 
nearly  all  day  and  the  mood  was  on  him  to  see  men  and  to 
see  Ruth. 

For  the  time  she  was  back  with  her  cousins  and  found 
Peter  attentive  and  agreeable,  Joel  indifferent.  Her 
position  was  altered  and  the  distraction  and  steady  work  of 
the  bar  proved  healthy  to  her. 

Ives  made  fast  his  horse  and  entered  The  Jolly  Huiils- 

men. 

A  man  had  preceded  him  by  half  a  minute,  and  Mole- 
skin was  speaking   .0  Mr.  Peter  Toop  as  Ives  appeared. 

"  Just  a  hair  of  the  dog  that  bit  me,  my  dear.  I  was 
bosky-eyed  last  night  up  to  Princetown,  or,  to  put  it 
honestly,  a  httle  drunk.  All  over  an  argument  about  a 
married  woman  !  Of  course  I  took  her  side,  bless  her,  as  I 
always  do  take  the  petticoat  side  in  every  argument  ;  and 
I  proved  my  case  and  showed  she  was  as  good  as  gold. 
But  it  took  a  power  of  words  and  made  me  uncommon 
thirsty." 

Mr.Cawker  was  supplied  as  usual,  and  Ives,  having  bade 
the  company  "  good  evening,"  accosted  his  old  friend. 

"  What's  this  about  a  threat  to  turn  you  out  of  your 
house  ?  "  he  said. 

"  To  be  frank,  it's  true.  As  you  know,  I've  stuck  very 
close  to  the  church  now  for  i^retty  near  on  two  years,  and 
I've  given  work  a  fair  chance  and  turned  my  hand  to 
twenty  honest  trades  ;  but  for  some  high  reason  hidden 
from  human  eyes,  matters  have  failed  out  criss-cross,  and 
I  can't  deny  it." 

"  Something  will  ha\-e  to  be  done." 

"  So  it  will.  Don't  you  suppose  I'm  not  putting  my  mind 
to  it.  A  fore-handed  man  me,  with  all  my  faults.  I've 
gived  parson  a  last  chance  to  mend  the  job  and  do  his  duty. 
If  he  fails  me,  'tis  the  church  that  fails  me.     I  shall  be 
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very  sciny  to  leavt-  it  ;    but  with  a  wife  and  darter  depend- 
in.r;  on  my  usefulness.  .  ." 

"  Howj-ou  do  deceive  yourself !  "  cried  Emmanuel  Codd 
from  his  corner.  "  All  "the  same,"  he  added,  "  I'm  not 
blaming  you.  I've  got  a  (row  to  pick  with  the  Establish- 
ment myself,  as  all  know.  Every  man's  a  right  to  justice, 
and  since  he  don't  get  it  in  this  world  oik  e  in  a  generation, 
he  must  look  to  the  next  for  it.  But  I,  with  uiv  lifelong 
religion,  ban't  in  any  better  ( ase  than  you,  as  took  it  up 
at  a  whim  and  seem  like  to  drop  it  again." 

"  What's  the  natter  with  you  ?  "  asked  Peter  ;  "  we've 
always  rc(  koned  you  to  be  one  of  the  lurky  ones, 
Codd.  Good  work  and  I'nnd  wages  lor  over  half  a  ( entury, 
anrl  good  health  and  no  relations— what  more  can  a  poor 
man  e.xpec  t  from  Providence  ?  You've  got  a  lot  more  than 
your  share,  if  you  ask  inc." 

"  As  to  good  work— yes,"  said  Mr.  Codd.  "  Plenty 
of  work  ;  and  the  more  I  ilo,  the  inoie  I  may  do.  A  willing 
horse  I've  been  all  my  life,  and  dri\en  accordingly.  Bv!t 
when  you  speak  of  good  wages.  .  ." 

He  looked  straight  at  his  master  and  Ives  was  quite 
ready  for  the  (  hallenge.  There  had  been  half  a  do/x-n 
minor  disturbances  since  the  death  of  Mrs.  Pomeroy,  but 
her  son,  mindful  of  her  methods,  had  exercised  an  unusual 
patience.  To-night  he  felt  not  patient,  and  since  others 
heard  the  indictment,  he  turned  to  Ccdd. 

"  Well,  go  on.     What  about  wages  ?  " 

"  Every  man  in  this  here  bar  knows  what  I  get,  I  believe. 
You've  always  had  money,  and  tons  of  it,  Ives  Pomeroy, 
so  you  can't  tell  what  it  is  to  be  grey-headed  and  >et  only 
scrape  a  few  shillings  a  wcik  like  what  I  do.  You  can't 
live  with  money  like  you  t  an  with  man,  equal  and  friendly. 
It  bosses  you,  or  else  you  bo'^s  it.  And  it's  bossed  you 
more  and  more  since  your  mother  died.  I  will  say  fhat 
afore  the  nation.  You're  greedy  of  it,  or  you'd  doable  my 
wages." 

Moleskin  spoke. 

"  You're  a  liar,  Codd,"  he  said.  "  This  young  man, 
whatever  else  he  may  be,  don't  'arc  for  money  more  than 
any  other  dirt.  And  I  speak  from  my  knowledge  of  him. 
The  half-crowns.  .  ." 
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"  Shut  up,  Cawker,"  interrupted  Ives.  "  Don't  come 
between  me  and  this  fool.  He's  been  courting  trouble 
ever  since  my  mother  went,  and  now,  by  God,  he  shall  have 
it.  Look  here  "—and  he  turned  to  Codd— "  when  you 
gave  notice  a  month  agone  and  I  treated  you  same  as  my 
mother  would  have  done  and  took  no  heed,  what  did 
you  do  ?  " 

'■  I  st(i]->ped  on  out  of  respect  to  her  memory,  that's 
what  I  did." 

"  You  went  poking  round  to  every  farm  this  side  of 
Tavistock  to  see  who'd  take  you  on.  And  you  found 
not  half  a  dozen  that  wanted  you  and  not  one— «o/  one 
who'd  give  you  the  wages  I  do." 

Mr.  Codd  looked  as  angry  as  an  old  man  can. 
"  You  hound  !  "  he  said,  "  ycj've  been  spying  upon 
me  and  hearing  lies  or  inventing  'em.  Work,  indeed  ! 
'Tis  a  damn  disgrace  to  you  as  I  should  be  expected  to 
work  at  my  age.  Any  other  master  would  pension  me  off 
with  full  wages,  as  your  mother  meant  to  do,  and  told 
me  so  with  her  own  lips." 

"  Then  why  for  did  she  leave  your  pension  for  me  to 
decide  ?  " 

"  Be  that  as  'twill,  I  give  notice,"  answered  Emmanuel. 
"  Here,  afore  these  men,  for  the  last  time  I  give  notice  and 
won't  call  it  back.     I  go  this  day  month." 

"  No,  you  won't  call  it  back,"  answered  the  other,  who  was 
quite  as  wrathful  as  Codd.  "  You'll  go  to-morrow,  and 
if  you  and  your  box  ban't  outside  my  gate  afore  noon. 
I'll  set  the  dogs  on  you.  You  crooked-minded,  evil  old 
snake  !  How  I've  suffered  you  all  the-e  years  the  Lord 
knows.  But  no  more.  You've  done  tor  yours<  It  now. 
Take  notice— that's  what  you've  got  to  do.  I'm  tired  of 
hearing  you  give  it." 

"  Find  a  better  man,  that's  all."  said  the  veteran. 
"  And  that's  what  I  shall  do.     There's  better'n  you  on 
every  hedge." 

Peter  here  intervened 

"  You're  taking  up  too  much  of  the  conversation,  if  I 
may  say  so,"  he  remarked.  "  'Tis  my  way  to  let  everybody 
have  his  part,  and  I'm  sure,  Ives,  you  know  your  manners 
t()o  well  to  wash  dirty  linen  in  public  like  this." 
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"  As  good  as  a  pantomime,' 


said  a  thin  labourer  in  the 
ccrner.  ■  And  I'll  take  his  job,  it  you  please.  I  didn't 
catch  what  money  he  gets  exactly  ;  but  no  doubt  'tis  a 
good  few  shillings  bettcr'n  mine." 

"  You  shut  your  mouth,  mate,"  answered  Moleskin 
"  You're  a  foreigner  in  these  ]>arts  and  Mr.  Pomeroy 
wants  a  man  with  known  chararter  and  qualifkatit)ns.  I'm 
the  lad  for  his  money  !  He  won't  have  to  look  further 
than  me  fc-  a  new  man." 

Ives  laughed. 

"To  think  of  you  in  harness!  No,  no,  my  old 
night-hawk,  I  dcMi't  want  you  working  for  me  no  more. 
What  you  call  work,  I  call  play.  You  spend  all  your 
time  working  hard  to  escape  hard  work — that's  what  you 
do." 

The  reformed  poacher  smiled. 

"  A  very  good  joke — and  true  in  a  sense.  But  'tis 
wrong  that  I  should  have  to  be  troubled  about  money. 
I'm  not  the  nature  to  oe  pinched.  I  don't  thrive  on  it. 
I  ax  to  be  treated  in  a  large,  generous  spirit  to  bring  out  my 
flavour.  If  there's  to  be  trouble  about  rent  and  food,  I 
-hall  be  spoilt  and  my  nature  will  suffer." 

Mr.  Codd  had  departed  and  Pomeroy,  under  the  genial 
influence  of  the  inn,  soon  recovered  his  \^mper.  He 
rather  enjoyed  the  respect  paid  to  him  as  a  man  of  some 
means.  He  found  himself  w^ith  three  hundred  a  year  from 
UKiuey  saved  by  his  inunediate  ancestors,  and  he  believed 
that  Vixen  Tor  Farm  might  be  made  to  yield  more  than 
was  at  present  the  case.  Finally  to  have  done  with  Codd 
wiis  a  relief  to  his  mind,  and  those  present  were  very 
rjady  to. approve  his  detmite  action. 

A  clever  but  a  cranky  man,"  declared  Peter.  "  Looks 
at  human  nature  in  a  very  unkind,  sour  spirit,  and  always 
'^;d.  Nothing  anybody  does  t  an  have  a  good  motive  to  it  in 
■  is  opinion.  Why,  he  can't  give  a  httle  child  a  smile— a 
sure  sign  of  a  bad  heart  that." 

"  And  as  for  the  female  sex,"  declared  Moleskin,  "  well, 
there's  no  doubt  some  dashing  she  must  have  used  him 
shameful  in  his  youth." 

•'  And  no  doubt  he  deserved  it,"  said  the  thin  labourer. 
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?u(  h  men,  though  nunc  with  so  murh  sloe  in  'em  as  him. 
Th.'  world's  a  feast  to  the  likes  of  him,  betause  other  i)eople's 
misery  and  trouble  be  his  food.  A  joke  to  lum  are  his 
fell(nv-(  reatures  ;  but  he's  no  joke  to  them  ;  and  for  my 
part,  if  1  was  set  in  justice,  I'd  knock  such  fellows  on  the 
head  once  for  all  and  use  'em  to  manure  turnips.  Codd 
would  be  better  in  that  shape  than  on  two  legs,  running 
about  to  worry  people." 

None  questioned  these  sentiments,  and  then  Moleskin 
changed  the  subject.  As  for  Ives,  he  soon  returned  to  his 
horse  and  overtook  Mr.  Codd  on  the  way  home.  He 
was  passing  without  further  speech  when  Emmanuel  spoke. 

"  Since  i'm  gomg  after  light  to-morrow,  I'll  thank  you  to 
name  my  ammity.  And  I  tell  you  man  to  man  to  be 
honest.  Your  mother  and  your  father  have  gone,  and  I  be 
left   at   your   mercy,  owing  to  your  mother's  wi;akness." 

"  Don't  you  say  that." 

"  I  do  say  it.  She  didn't  know  you,  though  she  thought 
she  did.  What  be  you  going  to  allow  me  tor  my  natural 
life,  that's  what  I  ax  you  ?  " 

"  I'd  give  you  the  price  of  a  rope  if  you'd  promise  to 
hang  yourself." 

"  That  would  be  to  meet  you  t'other  side  the  grave,  and 
I've  no  wish  to  doit.  I  despise  you  and  I  defy  you.  I've 
done  with  you.  I  call  on  you  for  mv  lawful  rights,  and 
that's  all." 

"  You  can  have  more  than  that.  You've  no  lawful 
rights,  and  if  I  let  you  go  in  the  workhouse  none  could 
blame  me.  I'll  give  you  half  a  crown  a  week  while  you 
live — for  my  mother's  sake." 

"  You  wicked  rogue  !  "  burst  out  the  old  man,  "  you 
damned  robber.  Enough  to  make  your  mother's  bones  .  .   ." 

The  younger  roared  him  down. 

"  Leave  my  mother  alone  !  You  to  mangle  her  name 
on  your  poisonous  tongue.  My  mother  never  knew  the 
man  you  were,  or  she'd  have  turned  you  adrift  twenty 
years  ago.  And  don't  you  come  in  my  sight  again,  or, 
old  as  you  are,  I'll  skm  you  with  my  horsewhip.  You've 
tormented  my  life  ever  since  I  could  walk,  and  I'm  thank- 
ful to  be  rids  of  you  ;    and  half  a  crown  a  week  is  half  a 
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"  The  kingdom  shall  ring  with  this  !  And  you,  pretend- 
ing as  you  cared  fur  your  poor  mother  and'  laughing  at 
her  wishes  the  moment  she'm  in  the  ground." 

For  answer  Ives  struck  at  the  other  with  all  his  might, 
but  it  was  dark  and  Codd  stood  out  of  range.  The  whip 
hissed  through  the  air  and  Emmanuel  hastened  from  the 
footpath  and  crouched  behind  a  furze-bush. 

"  Don't  you  see  my  face  again,"  cried  Ives  ;  then  he  went 
on  his  way,  and  not  until  he  had  returned  home,  stabled 
his  horse  and  entered  the  house,  did  the  old  man  creep  back 
and  get  up  silently  to  his  attic. 

Pomeroy  found  his  grandmother  waiting  and  a  bowl  of 
soup  on  the  hob.  Jane  was  asleep  and  her  grandson 
wakened  her.  He  did  not  perceive  her  weariness  and 
began  a  long  and  furious  tirade  against  the  world  in  general 
and  the  monstrous  things  that  happened  in  it. 

He  mentioned  a  case  of  cruel  injustice  at  Tavistock  ;  lie 
swore  at  Arthur  Brown,  who  had  lately  thought  it  desirable 
to  send  him  some  pamphlets  upon  the  subject  of  chemical 
manmes ;  he  blamed  Matthew  Northmore  because  the 
farmer  had  refused  to  oblige  him  in  tlie  matter  of  a'sale  :  he 
cried  out  that  the  world  was  a  hotbed  of  gross  injustice. 

"  Look  where  you  will,  you  see  the  poor  bullied  by  the 
rich,  the  weak  ill-treated  by  the  strong.  It's  a  damned 
world,  grandmothci-,  and  nobody  be  doing  anything  to 
make  it  better." 

The  ancient  woman  yawned  and  looked  to  the  door. 

"  'Tis  all  in  Higher  Hands  than  ours,"  she  said. 

"  Why  don't  the  Higher  Hands  do  something  then  ?  If 
God's  a  just  God,  why  should  these  things  happen  ?  " 

"  Us'll  know  some  day,  Ives." 

"  Perhaps  we  shall  ;  but  that  don't  better  it.  Is  it 
right  for  wrong  things  to  happen  ?  That's  the  big  ques- 
tion. If  we  ban't  allowed  to  do  wrong,  why  can  God 
Almighty  ?  " 


And  up  aloft  Mr.  Codd,  out  of  the  bitterness  of  a  wounded 
and  outraged  heart,  also  arraigned  his  God  on  the  subject 
of  the  annuity  and  this  sequel  to  fifty  years'  hard  work.  He 
put^his  Sunday  clothes  into  a  wooden  box  that  was  covered 
vviiu  a  spare  piece  oi  uld  wali-paper.     ilie  box   was   not 
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large,  but  he  owned  hardly  enough  to  till  it.  There  remained 
ample  room  for  the  <-)ld  beaver  hat  that  he  wore  on  Sundays. 

"  It  I  han't  upsides  again  with  that  anointed  scamp  afore 
he'm  a  year  older,  may  the  Dowl  forgive  me  !  "  he  '-.aid  to 
himself  while  ho  packed.  "  If  I  can't  do  it  no  other 
way,  I'll  burn  his  ricks  come  autumn.  And  damn  his 
mother  too  !  She  ought  to  have  had  better  sense  ;  'twas 
her  womanly  im'.nness  done  it.  No  saint,  after  all — just 
like  all  the  rest  of  human  creatures.  She  knowed  well 
enough  he'd  do  somt.'thing  like  this." 

At  earliest  dawn  Mr.  Codd  took  his  box  on  his  back  and 
left  Vixen  T(jr  without  ceremony.  He  went  to  The  Jolly 
Huutsmai  and  had  breakfast  there  ;  then  he  looked  about 
to  hire  a  room  and  seek  employment.  The  room  he 
(]uii  kly  secured  in  the  house  of  a  quarryman  ;  but  to 
luid  wcik  was  not  so  easy. 
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THE  evolution  ot  morals  is  a  f<n  t  patent  to  anv  student 
of  human  nature  and  human  history,  tor  the  opera- 
tion of  this  stupendous  law  persists  alike  in  the  worlds  of 
matter  and  of  mind.  Parental  sympathy  has  been  shown 
the  matrix  and  starting  point  of  all  love  ;  and  as  the 
coral  insert,  building  under  the  darkness  of  great  waters 
with  steadfast  instinct,  reaches  into  the  light  at  last, 
to  make  a  home  for  fair  creatures  with  wings  and 
fronds,  so  sympathy  for  offspring,  working  blindly  in  the 
fish  and  fowl,  in  the  great  ape  and  vanished  being  whose 
eyes  first  glowed  with  conscious  intelligence,  has  fought 
upwards  and  brought  man  to  the  moral  altitude  where  now 
he  stands.  His  zenith  is  not  vet,  but  the  rational  spirit 
looks  forward,  and  hope  grows  justified  when  the  dark 
history  of  the  past  is  contrasted  with  the  brighter  story 
of  yesterday  and  the  noble  prophecy  of  to-morrow. 

Ives  Pomeroy  had  been  endowed  with  such  a  wealth  of 
parental  svmpathv  as  falls  to  the  lot  of  few  men,  and  the 
effect  of  this  treasure  became  manifest  in  his  relations  with 
other  per)jjle.  He  grew  somewhat  more  considerate  ;  he 
showed  more  reserve  in  his  attitude  to  women  generally. 
His  mother's  memory  raised  his  respect  for  her  sex  ;  but  he 
was  fond  of  women  and  did  not  live  without  them. 

The  man's  chief  interest  bepan  to  be  permanent  marriage, 
and  in  this  connexion  he  thought  often  of  Ruth  Rendle. 
His  increasing  sense  served  as  a  mirror  wherein  outlines, 
formerly  indistinct,  at  last  displayed  their  true  contours. 
When  she  left  the  Vi.xen  he  missed  her  presence  ;  but  such 
a  minor  deprivation  was  merely  felt  as  a  shadow  swallowed 
by  the  greater  eclipse  of  his  mother's  death.     Her  individu- 
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u  woman,  and  to  Pomtrov,  lum^rlt  vouiig,  Rulli  .Inl  nut 
seem  a  slight  presence.  To  a  child  another  child  app.Mis  tu 
ha\e  plenty  of  character.  Now  Ives  thought  "pun  lu-r  a 
groat  deal,  and  her  virtues  grew  considerable  to  him  m 
the  hght  of  his  own  riper.ing  understanding.  Ho  began  tn 
rcspecc  her  more  distinguished  attributes.  He  also  knew 
that  she  was  a  handsome  girl— though  with  a  beauty  differ- 
ent from  the  sort  of  beauty  he  affected. 

Lastly  Ives  never  forgot  what  his  mother  thought  ol 
Ruth  and  what  his  mother  once  had  hoped  with  respect  to 
her  and  him.  The  man's  interest  matured  slowly  ;  then  an 
event  served  to  quicken  it.  As  he  became  more  occupied 
with  the  affairs  of  Ruth  Rendle's  life,  he  grew  to  under- 
stand that  much  was  hidden  from  hiin,  and  he  set  to  work  tn 
find  the  truth  of  the  matters  concealed.  She  was  not  a  happy 
woman  and  he  did  not  know  the  reason.  In  course  of  time 
he  came  approximately  to  see  it  and  guessed  that  Matthew 
Northmore  was  fn  some  measure  responsible  for  Ruths 
darkness  He  watched,  and  he  noted  not  seldom  in  the  bar 
of  The  Jolly  Huntsmen  that  Matthew's  advent  checked  the 
girl's  spirits  and  reduced  her  to  uneasiness.  She  was  deferen- 
tial and  apologetic  to  Northmore,  as  though  she  owed  him 
something.  She  suggested  one  who  went  under  an  obhga- 
tion  But  Ives  soon  convinced  himself  that  Ruth  suffered 
persecution,  and  that  Northmore  continued  to  shadow  her 

hfe 

Doubt  turned  to  certainty  when  Ruth  finally  left  Men- 
vale  and  took  a  situation  in  a  pastrycook's  shop  at  Tavis- 
tock He  tried  hard  to  make  her  confess  that  she  had  fled 
from  Northmore,  but  she  would  not.  She  parried  his 
attack  until  she  annoyed  him.  __ 

"  There  were  more  reasons  than  one  for  my  going, 
she  said  steadfastly  ;  "  but  they  are  personal.     I'm  better 
here    Ives      Mrs.    Foster   is  kindness   itself  ;    the   work  s 
interesting  to  me,  and  I  shaU   do  well,   though  'tis  a  slow, 
heavy  air  after  the  Moor." 

He  left  her,  and  a  dav  later,  while  still  much  concerned 
at  Ruth's  departure,  Ives  met  Northmore  beside  the  river. 
It  was  an  encounter  unfortunate  in  every  respect,  for  here 
clashed  two  men  who  were  moved  by  mutual  secret  resent- 
ment, and  who  both  believed  liial  ihe  othc 
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for  a  pcisonal  disa'^ter.  To  Noi  lliinnrt'  Ruth's  dt'p.ii  tare 
meant  tragedy  :  and  he  blamed  Pomerov  for  it  ;  while 
from  the  standpoint  of  Ives,  Matthew  and  only  Matthew 
had  (  ausf^d  the  girl  to  depart.  It  was  a  bar!  day  in  the  heart 
and  trmper  of  both,  and  the  woither  chimed  with  their 
spirits  ami  inspired  to  harshne^^.  For  a  ticrie  wind  from 
the  ea^t  hari  blnwn  winter  back  into  spring  for  a  se.ison  and 
banished  all  the  joy  (it  May.  The  Moor  scuwled  with  a 
leaden  f.u  e  ;  the  skv  wa^  lighter  of  hue,  yet  leaden  also  ; 
the  liver  ran  sulky  giey  aninnt^st  the  hills  and  seemed  to 
chatter  curses  where  the  treezing  wind  luttled  its  pools  and 
backwaters.  But  the  plovers  niewe<l  in  the  marhh  and 
whirled  above  their  nests  ;  the  wind-blown  lark  s.mg 
aloft  ;  the  golden  gorse  brakes  held  up  their  flame  against 
the  darkness  and  seemed  to  w<um  tlie  wind  a  little. 

Northmore  on  foot  was  passing  Ives  with  an  inarticulate 
gnuit  of  recognition.  Tiiey  had  hardly  spoken,  sav'p  en 
business,  since  Mrs.  Pomeroy's  death  until  the  jiresent,  but 
now  Ives,  in  the  vein  to  quarrel  and  much  iinf)ressed  with 
the  justice  of  his  cause,  struck  out  into  speech  much  as 
another  man  might  ha\'e  struck  out  into  blows  He 
hungered  to  have  a  passage  at  arms.  His  blood  cried 
fi>r  it  ;  iind  swiftly  he  got  more  than  he  bargained 
for. 

D'you  know  what  you've  done  ?  "  he  began  vir)lently. 
"  But  I  supf)ose  you  do,  if  you're  not  blind.  I  mean  Ruth — 
why  the  hell  couldn't  you  let  her  alone  ?  Always  after  her 
in  season  and  out,  thc)ugh  you  must  have  seen,  if  you  had 
eyes  in  your  head,  that  you  was  troubling  her  cruel.  Why, 
cheerful  though  she  might  be  in  the  bar,  and  merry  even, 
for  her,  the  minute  you  came  in  with  your  fiddle  face  she'd 
shrink  up  and  her  mouth  would  go  tight  and  her  eyes  would 
go  sorrowful,  and  she'd  look  at  you  out  of  the  corners  of  'em, 
as  girls  can  without  moving  their  heads  an  inch.  Fright- 
ened her — that's  what  you  did  ;  and  now  you've  fright- 
ened her  away  altogether,  and  be  damned  to  you  !  " 

Northmore  gasped  before  this  sudden  and  terrific  attack  ; 
then  he  answered — 

"  Same  as  ever,  I  see.  Always  poking  your  nose  into 
other  people's  affairs  and  readinsr  evervthinsr  wronsf  and 
trying  to  make  mischief  and  hurt  people's  feelings.      A  bad 
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you'd 
Now 

You — 

lixiiig. 


day  lor  you  when  your  mother  ditd,  Pomeroy.     She  stood 
between  you  and  many  a  well-deserved  thrashing." 

"  Don't  talk  fool's  talk  about  thrashmg  grown  men. 
D'you  think  I  don't  know  'twas  a  bad  day  for  me  wIku 
my  nKjther  tlitd  ?  If  I  dai't  kn<iv\  it,  who  should  ?  You 
tan  leave  that  and  mind  your  own  business;  and  tht.-  man 
wlu.d  hke  to  thiash  me  is  quite  welcome  to  try— y<.u 
with  the  rest.  You've  ruined  the  girl's  life  with  (.tt<ring 
youi:,elf  to  her  when  she  dfiit  want  yvu  ;  and  il  you 
were  a  dei  tnt  man,  insteail  of  a  selfish  coward, 
have  kept  away  from  her  and  let  Ikm  bak-  in  peace, 
she's  gone  and  ..." 

"  And— what?  For  the  likes  of  you  to  talk! 
you,  who  know  less  about  her  than  anybody 
You,  who  never  cared  for  any  mortal  thing  but  your  own 
sellish  self  and  your  own  evil  passions  and  amusements. 
Why,  damn  you,  how  do  you  dare  to  stop  me  and  lecture 
me  ?  You  tell  me  to  mind  my  own  business— like  your 
cursed  cheek.  And  what  about  yours  ?  Is  the  girl  your 
business  ?  Did  you  e\'Lr  give  a  thought  to  her  ?  Do 
you  know  what  she  is  ?  She's  an  angel  from  heaven,  too 
good  to  breathe  the  same  air  with  such  as  you.  And  yet 
she  chd,  and  was  under  the  same  roof  with  you,  and  yet 
you  couldn't  see  .  .  .  But  of  course  you  couldn't— a  vicious 
low  blackguard  like  you.  How  should  a  mind  like  yours 
understand  the  wonder  of  a  woman  like  that  ?  " 

Ives  was  staggered  at  this  answer,  but  he  soon  found 
words. 

"  Of  course  nobndy  but  Matthew  Northmore  knows 
the  good  points  in  a  woman.  Such  a  clever  chap  at  'em 
as  him  !  And  so  successful  with  'em.  Poor  girl-  no,  I 
don't  know  how  good  she  is.  No  man  knows  how  good  a 
woman  can  be.  But  I  know  she's  got  enough  sense  t(j 
give  you  a  wide  berth,  and  I  hope  you'll  take  the  hint 
and  keep  away  from  her.  And  you'd  better !  She've 
got  no  chap  to  look  after  her  and  so  I  mean  to — for  my 
mother's  sake." 

Northmore,  long  convinced  that  Pomeroy  had  no  scrap 
of  affection  for  Ruth,  was  struck  to  absolute  dumbness 
by  this  statement.  The  irony  of  it  crushed  him.  Here 
was  he  ready  to  tight  and  shed  every  drop  of  his  blood 
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for  the  woman  he  worshipped,  wliile  this  man,  who  cared 
not  a  jot  for  Ruth,  out  of  regard  for  his  mother,  now 
l)roposed  to  play  the  part  of  her  protector.  This  f-^ulty, 
passionate  fool  actually  stood  here  and  lectuied  him — 
him,  Matthew  Northmore,  whose  heart  was  worth  a  thou- 
sand heart'--,  like  that  of  Ives,  and  whose  imperishable 
love  was  lo  the  futile  and  fickle  flame  of  Pomeroy  as  the 
light  of  the  moon  to  the  fire-streak  of  a  shooting 
star. 

He  stood  silent,  then  burst  into  rage. 

"  You  rascal,  to  stand  there  before  your  betters  and 
teach  them  !  Get  out  of  my  sight,  you  and  your  mean 
knowledge  of  bad  women !  Wnat  have  I  to  do  with 
you,  you  worthless  straw  ?  And  what  have  she  to  do 
with  you  ;  poor  woman,  if  she  only  I'ucw  it  !  I  wish  to 
(iod  she  understood  the  tri-  .  of  you,  as  she  knows  the 
truth  of  me— then  .  .  .  That  girl's  a  mill-on  times  more  to 
me  than  ever  she  was  or  could  be  to  your  mother  ;  and 
her  good  is  more  to  me  than  my  own,  or  any  food  on  earth. 
Therefore  you  keep  from  her  also  !  Herd  with  your  kind  ; 
tro  on  with  your  own  useless  life  and  let  her  see  the  sort  of 
man  she  puts  before  .  .  ." 

He  broke  off,  sensible  even  in  his  exUemity  of  rage, 
that  he  was  saying  too  much.  He  stopped,  choked 
down  the  torrent  of  words  at  his  lips  and  went  his  way, 
while  Ives  stood  and  stared  after  him.  He  too  had  been 
beside  himself ;  but  ht^  apprehended  something  of  the 
possible  meaning  in  the^e  last  syllables,  and  he  cried  out 
no  last  word.  He  stood  still,  his  physical  and  mental 
heat  both  cooled,  until  the  east  wind  broke  into  his  thoughts 
and  struck  a  shiver  through  him.  Then  he  proceeded 
about  his  business. 

The  men  were  destined  to  meet  once  more  before  the  day 
was  done.  They  elbowed  by  chance  at  the  inn  after  night- 
fall, and  the  smouldering  fires  burst  forth  again  at  another 
point.  They  wrangled  concerning  a  third  party,  at  present 
imder  arrest  for  some  susi)icious  dealings  with  a  pony, 
and  Northmore  spoke  to  Peter  Toop. 

"  I'v.  had  my  suspicions  of  that  man  a  good  long  time. 
In  fact,  I  told  one  or  two  to  keep  their  eye  on  him." 

"  Your   wav,"    suddenlv    retorted    Ives,    who    smarted 
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for  a  further  thrust— "  your  way  to  suspect  evil  and   then 
tell  it  where  'twill  hurt  a  man  most." 

"  You  mustn't  lie  rude,  Pomeroy,"  said  Mr.  Toop. 
"  You  know  my  rule  in  this  bar." 

"  Why  don't  you  check  that  man  then  ?  What's  he 
saying  but  hard  things  against  one  who  may  be  innocent  ? 
He's  as  bad  and  worse  than  that  old  blackguard  I've  just 
got  rid  of.  'Twas  him,  Northmore  there,  who  got  me 
put  away  backalong.     I  haven't  forgot !  " 

"  You  pitiful  liar  !  "  cried  the  other.  "  All  men  know 
that's  as  far  from  truth  as  can  be.  Yet,  to  make  a  case 
against  me,  you  bring  it  up  now.  Clink  !  And  where 
do  the  likes  of  you  deserve  to  be — raving  and  ranting  and 
misbehaving  and  bringing  a  whole  district  down  into  the 
dirt." 

"  If  I  get  clink  again,  'twill  be  for  you  then,"  shouted 
Ives  in  a  rage.  "  You're  a  low-mind«d,  evil-thinking 
wretch,  to  goad  a  man  this  way.  But  I  understand  very 
well  how  'tis  ;  because  a  decent  girl  won't  stand  your  slimy 
love-making  ..." 

"  Drop  that,  or  I'll  break  your  head  in  !  "  cried  the 
other.  He  seized  an  empty  pewter  and  hfted  his  arm  to 
fling.  Ives  dashed  forward  and  in  a  moment  the  men 
were  rolling  on  the  floor. 

No  immediate  harm  came  of  this  meeting,  however, 
for  others  were  in  the  bar  and  Ives  was  pulled  off  North- 
more,  by  the  scruff  of  the  neck.  He  rose,  .leaned  himself 
and  uttered  deliberate   threats. 

"  You'll  rue  this  day,  farmer,  as  long  as  you  live;  and 
lot  those  who  hear  me,  hear  me.  I've  got  to  be  even  with 
you  for  this,  and  I  will  be.  You  wait  and  see — you  thai 
torrpent  women  and  set  the  police  on  men  !  I'll  punish 
you  for  to-day's  work  and  the  work  of  the  past  too.  I'd 
have  forgot  it  years  and  years  ago,  and  I  did  let  it  go  for 
my  mother's  sake.  But  now  you've  brought  it  back 
yourself  and  you  shall  be  paid  in  full,  God'^  my 
Judge !  " 

He  went  out,  and  a  few  minutes  later  Codd  came  in 
and  heard  sj-mpathy  being  extended  to  Northmore.  The 
incident  was  related  to  him,  and  since  the  vvrong-doings 
of  Ives  happened  to  be  Emmanuel',  favourite  topic,  he 
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related  much   that  he  knew,   invented  much  else,   and 
coloured  all  with  his  own  ill-will. 

"  As  for  me,  I  be  cast  out  with  a  pittance,"  he  con- 
cluded ;  "  and  well  the  villain  knows  that  I  must  starve 
or  go  in  the  Union,  if  no  man  will  come  forward  and  give 
me  work." 

"  You  can  come  to  me,  if  you  like,"  said  Matthew. 
"  I'm  making  changes." 

"  My  word  !  That'll  sting  him  !  So  I  will  then  ;  and 
thankful  to  come  ;  and  what  I  don't  know  about  things — 
pigs  included — ban't  worth  knowing,"  declared  Mr.  Codd. 

"  He's  sworn  openly  to  do  me  a  harm,"  answered  North- 
more,  "so  we  can  treat  him  like  a  mad  dog  henceforth. 
I'd  like  to  shoot  the  scoundrel  at  sight,  for  my  part ;  and 
it  may  come  to  it." 

The  conversation  changed,  while  Northmore  drank 
deep  for  him,  and  delayed  to  leave  the  bar  and  go  home. 

Meanwhile  Ives  cooled  as  he  returned  to  Vi.xen  Tor. 
To-day  he  had  reached  a  high  water-mark  of  folly  and 
impatience.  And  alone  in  the  night,  he  perceived  what 
he  had  done  and  mourned  for  it.  By  an  effort  he  strove 
to  look  at  this  matter  with  other  eyes  than  his  own.  He 
judged  what  it  must  be  for  the  master  of  Stone  Park  to 
love  and  not  be  loved.  He  felt  that  Northmore's  stubborn 
persistence  was  to  his  credit.  Ives  would  have  done  the 
same  under  like  conditions.  Moreover,  in  his  heat  the 
other  had  shown  a  httle  of  the  truth.  It  appeared  that 
Northmore  knew  a  secret.  Was  it  possible  that  Ruth 
Renc''e.  .  .  ?  He  felt  the  possibility,  and  it  did  not  surprise 
him  as  much  as  it  might  have  surprised  some  men.  He 
attracted  women,  and,  since  adolescence,  he  always  had  done 
so.  They  fascinated  him  and  they  knew  it  ;  and  the 
reward  was  their  goodwill  and  interest.  That  Ruth  should 
be  interested  did  not  therefore  astonish  him  ;  but  it  pleased 
him  greatly.  Reflecting  upon  marriage  with  her,  he  grew 
cool  and  amiable  and  happy  Ht  regretted  that  he  had 
made  a  fool  of  himself,  but  attached  no  particular  im- 
portance to  the  incident,  for  he  had  done  the  like  so  often. 

Presently  he  thought  upon  his  mother  and  became 
mild  and  gracious  and  sane  before  he  slept.  He  determined 
to  see  Northmore  and  apologize.     The  whole  incident,  in 


ill 


NORTHMORE    AND    POMEROY 


291 


the  light  of  a  restored  tranquiUity,  became  mean  and 
insignificant.  He  doubted  not  that  the  other  man  would 
view  it  similarly  after  sleeping  on  it.  But  he  forgntthe 
point  of  view.  It  is  easy  to  be  magnanimous  on  the  road 
to  victory. 


'Hi 


CHAPTER    IV 


MOLESKIN  ON   HIMSELF 


AFTER  his  mother's  death,  Ives  had  eagerly  sought 
for  any  recorded  gHmpses  of  her  thoughts  and 
opinions  in  the  shape  of  letters.  To  every  one  of  his 
relations  and  to  many  of  h'\<  mother's  friends  he  had  written 
on  this  theme  ;  and  he  had  been  rewarded  in  several  cases 
by  receiving  old  communications  on  various  subjects. 
Some  sent  copies,  hut  would  not  part  with  the  originals. 
The  receipt  of  any  such  thing  made  a  feast  day  for  Pomeroy, 
and  still  they  came  occasionally.  All  interested  him 
deeply  and  one  saved  him  from  a  foolish  error. 

He  had  nearly  promised  Moleskin  to  put  money  into 
a  little  entsrprise  for  quarrying  granite.  Greater  affairs 
of  hke  nature  prospered  in  various  parts  of  the  Moor, 
and  Mr.  Cawker,  fired  by  the  agreeable  pros])ect  of 
making  some  cash  without  working  for  it,  endeavoured 
to  collect  a  few  sanguine  spirits  and  start  operations. 
He  knew  a  good  deal  about  the  subject  and  succeeded  in 
convincing  one  prosperous  farmer  and  a  small  tradesman 
or  two.  It  remained  with  Ives  to  take  a  share,  and  he 
intended  to  do  so  until  chance  words  in  his  mother's  writing 
changed  his  mind.  It  was  a  letter  written  many  years 
before  to  one  of  her  brothers  long  dead  ;  and  it  strove  to 
dissuade  him  from  trusting  his  savings  to  a  copper  mine. 
Ives  knew  the  sequel.  His  uncle  had  speculated  and  lost 
all. 

Having  decided  against  the  quarry  scheme,  Ives  went 
to  Mitjeskin's  lioine,  knocked  at  the  red  door  and  entered. 

An  incident  happened  to  ruftle  him  at  Merivale  bridge, 
for  there  by  chance  he  met  Matthew  Northmore.  They 
had  been  not   in    one   another's   company  since  the  fight 
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at  the  inn,  and  now  Ives  stepped  forward  and  held  out 
his  hand. 

"  I  want  to  say.  .  ."  he  began  ;  but  Noithmore,  who 
was  alone,  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  turned  away  and 
looked  over  the  parapet  of  the  bridge.  The  other  felt 
his  blood  in  a  flame,  but  he  could  do  nothing  and  went 
on  up  a  grassy  short  cut  from  the  valley  to  the  hill. 
Looking  back,  he  saw  certain  local  men  arrive  and 
guessed  that  Northmore  had  been  waiting  at  the  bridge 
tor  them.  Matthew  clearly  meant  war  henceforth  ; 
but  Ives  was  no  longer  warlike.  For  the  moment  life 
ran  kindly  with  him  ;  therefore  he  forgot  all  his  vain 
threats  and  desired  friendship  rather  than  oifence.  It 
was  his  way  to  banish  particulars  of  a  difference  and  then, 
when  other  men  with  better  memories  cut  him,  show 
surprise  and  feel  a  sense  of  injury. 

Mrs.  Cawker  happened  to  be  alone  when  he  arrived, 
but  she  told  him  that  both  Mary  and  her  father  would 
soon  return. 

"  I  hear,"  he  said,  "  that  my  man,  Rupert  Johnson,  is 
going  to  be  married  to  your  young  woman.  Wish  'em 
joy,  I'm  sure.  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered  drearily.  "  A  nice  young  chap. 
You'd  wonder  what  he  could  have  seen  in  her,  wouldn't 
you  ?  " 

"  Not    at   all.     My   mother   always    thought    a   lot   of 

Mary." 

"  I  hope  he  v/on't  go  back  on  it  and  repent  his 
bargain." 

"  He's  not  that  sort.     She'll  make  a  sensible  wife." 

"  She  wanted  to  stop  with  me  till  I  was  carried  off, 
but  I  wouldn't  have  that.  Wouldn't  be  fair  tc  the  poor 
man.  A  bit  tough  she  is,  and  older  than  him  by  five  years. 
God  send  his  gorge  won't  rise  at  her.  But  what  with 
starvation  at  the  door,  she's  better  away." 

Ives  cast  about  to  comfort  this  woman,  but  failed. 

"  After  all,"  he  said,  "  you've  got  your  husband." 

The  sufferer  poured  the  concentrated  essence  of  forty 
years'  bitterness  into  her  reply. 

"  Ess  fay !  That's  true,"  she  answered.  "  I've  got 
Mr.  Cawker  I  " 
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Pi'inoroy  felt  uneasy  and  the  more  so  that  ho  was  here 
witii  l).i(l  news.  But  when  Moleskin  and  Mary  arrived, 
the  old  man  took  his  friend's  decision  with  pcrfcrt  good 
humour. 

"  You  may  be  riglit,"  he  said  ;  "  'tis  always  a  doubtful 
speculation  digging  into  Dartymoor.  '  You  serateh  my 
face  and  I'll  pick  your  pocket,'  that's  what  the  Moor 
says  ;  and  many  an  adventurer  have  found  it  so.  Well, 
that  ends  it,  for  t'others  won't  go  in  without  you.  I  must 
think  of  something  else." 

"  I've  just  been  saying  Iiow  glad  I  am  about  Mary. 
Johnson  is  a  very  good  fellow." 

"  I  hope  you'll  see  your  way  to  raise  his  wages  come 
presently,"  sug2;ested  Moleskin.  "  But  I  know  you  will  — 
you're  built  in  that  large-minded  plan,  thank  God.  Poor 
maiden,  she'm  a  bit  down-daunted  to-day." 

Mary  was  indeed  somewhat  tearful. 

"  'Tis  like  this,"  she  explained.  "  Us  can  never  have 
even  a  week  of  all  good  witliout  trouble  to  spoil  it  ;  and 
now.  just  because  Rupert  have  axed  me  to  name  the  day, 
what  should  happen  but  his  reverence  meets  me  and  says 
hard  things  about  father  ?  " 

"  I'm  disappointed  in  the  man,"  confessed  Mr.  Cavvker. 
"  He've  not  done  his  share  of  late— in  fact,  things  be 
coming  to  a  climax  between  us.  '  You  must  give  and 
take,  Vicar,'  I  said  to  him  when  last  we  met,  and  he  allowed 
himself  to  answer  that  I  was  the  sort  wlio  did  all  the  taking 
and  none  of  the  giving.  And  me  at  the  man's  door  with 
three  pounds  of  trout,  all  for  love  and  friendship,  at  the 
time!  " 

"He  said  to  me  that  Heaven  helps  those  who  help 
themselves,"  explained  Mary.  "  In  fact,  he  doubted  if 
father  ever  had  been  converted  in  the  true  sense  ot  the 
word.  A  very  great  sorrow  to  me  to  hear  him  speak  such 
harsh  things,   I   assure  you,  Mr.   Pomeroy." 

"  As  to  helping  myself,  'twas  that  very  thing  he  made 
sui  h  a  fuss  over  a  while  back  along,"  laughed  Moleskin  ; 
"  but  it's  growing  quite  clear  to  me  that  the  man  be  right 
according  to  his  limited  mind.  I've  got  dissatisfied  with 
his  opinions  lately,  and  the  more  I  hear  him,  the 
narrower  he  grows.     He  don't  suit  me  :   he  don't  aeree 
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with  my  views.  In  fact,  not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon 
it,  I  think  he's  mistaken.  One  man's  meat  is  another 
man's  poison,     it  all  comes  back  to  that." 

Mrs.  Cawker  spoke. 
_  "  A  pity  ever  you  tuok  up  with  him,  as  I  said  at  the 
time.     You'll   never   ^ike    honest    money.     The    power 
isn't  in  you." 

"  You're  always  right,  my  old  martyr,"  he  answered  ; 
"  but  I'm  not  going  to  have  a  go(>d  wife  go  hungry  lor 
twenty  parsons.  Inow  I'll  ask  this  young  chap  to  lend 
me  five  shiUings  till  ne.xt  Saturday,  and  then  I'll  meet 
him  at  The  Jolly  Iltinlsniin  and  return  it." 

Silence  fell  upon  the  company  as  Ives  produced  a  couple 
of  half-crowns. 

"And  as  for  you,  Mary,"  continued  Moleskin,  "you're 
my  only  child,  and  as  good  a  girl  as  ever  waitt^d  over-long 
to  find  a  sensible  man.  And  you  shall  be  married  some 
time  in  the  fall — after  the  pheasants  come  in— and  if  there 
ban't  a  spread  in  this  house  to  astonish  the  spiders,  don't 
call  me  a  sportsman  no  more  !  " 

"  You'll  break  my  heart  yet,  father." 

"  But  I'll  fill  your  stomach,  my  dear.  The  human 
soul  can  support  anything,  given  a  good  table.  It's  bad 
food  brings  half  the  wickedness  into  the  world." 

Mrs.  Cawker  continued  to  be  silent  and  Ives  took  his 
leave. 

A  week  later  he  met  Moleskin  by  appointment  at  the 
inn,  and  the  elder  man  elaborated  his  philososphy  for  the 
benefit  of  a  full  bar. 

Mr.  Cawker  was  in  a  genial,  expansive  and  egoistical 
mood.  He  preached  his  gospel  and  drank  meantinie,  now 
with  this  admirer,  now  with  that. 

"  A  man's  a  fool  to  do  any  work  he  doesn't  enjoy  doing," 
he  began  ;  "but  only  let  him  enjoy  it  and  then  'tisn't  work 
at  all,  but  play.  In  my  opinion  we  was  all  put  here  to 
Ilia}',  not  to  work.  We'm  all  the  Lord's  children,  and 
dun't  a  parent  like  to  see  his  little  ones  having  a  romp  ?  " 
'Tis  your  grandfather's  lazy,  gipsy  blood  in  you, 
Cawker,"  said  Mr.  Toop. 

"  It  may  be,  Joel.   I  won't  say  it  isn't  ;   but  it's  solid 
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tonk  the  fint'  fellfnv.  aiul  shut  him  up,  and  broke  his  gallant 
heart.  The  Lord  meant  us  to  eiijo^'  ourselves  ;  'twas 
His  Almighty  plan.  We're  the  only  creatures  that  like 
drinking  when  we're  not  thirsty  ;  we're  the  only  creatures 
that  can  make  a  joke,  or  see  a  joke  ;  and  we're  the  only 
creatures  that  understand  the  art  of  kissing  (jur  females. 
Think  of  all  that  !  Be  us  to  waste  these  great  gifts  ? 
Let  Ww  beasts  that  perish  work  !  We've  got  s(jmething 
better    to    do,    I    believe.      Our    first   business    is    to   be 

happ_,." 

"  Many  of  us  can  be  happy  and  contented  and  still 
work,  Mr.  Cawker,"  argued  Samuel  Bolt,  who  was  of  the 
company;  "why,  there's  men  enjoy  mending  roads  and 
tacking  hedges  and  ploughing  fields." 

'•  Let  'em  then,  Sammy.  If  that  work  makes  'em 
happy,  then  it's  play  and  not  work.  I  say  nothing  against 
that  Only  my  taste  is  different.  But  unfortunately 
the  things  I  like  best,  such  as  drinking  and  smoking,  and 
talking  t"o  all  you  clever  chaps,  and  looking  at  the  clouds 
running  over  the  sky  and  so  on— well,  there's  no  money  to 
Vm  " 

•'  A  man  ought  to  be  u-cful  before  everything,"  de- 
clared Rupert  Johnson.  He  harided  his  future  father- 
in-law  another  glass  of  liquor  as  he  spoke. 

"  Well,  be  useful,  Rupert,  if  you  feel  called  to  it.  Do 
what  your  nature  craves  for.  The  Lord  who  made  you 
knows  best.  My  experience  is  that  the  pleasantest  com- 
panions han't  the  useful  men.  They're  apt  to  be  puffed 
up  with  the  work  they  do,  and  give  themselves  the  credit 
in^^tead  of  their  Maker.  There's  no  credit  in  doing  what 
you  love  to  do.  In  my  case  I've  got  to  work,  but  hence- 
forth I'll  do  the  work  I  like  best,  and  combine  business 
with  pleasure  so  long  as  I  can  crawl  about.  Of  course 
to  do  work  that  only  makes  money,  spoils  all  and  is 
a  mean  waste  of  time.  'Tis  a  makeshift  and  not  real 
life.  Well,  nobody  will  come  forward  to  me  and  say, 
'  Enjoy  yourself  your  own  way.  Moleskin,  and  live  out 
your  days  at  my  expense';  so  I've  got  t.  make  my 
pleasure  my  business  and  kill  to  live,  like  the  varmints 
without  souls.  And  that  shows  the  order  of  things  be 
wrong." 
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I    won't    work. 
another  stn^kr  will  I 
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Sot  no  use  for  work,  and  not 
'Tis  only  I'laying  tlie  lupoerite, 
and,  to  he  pi. tin,  I  should  feel  ashamed  to  meet  the  Lord 
come  presently  if  I  wasted  any  more  of  my  time  working 
instead  of  playiiif,'." 

"  You'll  meet  somebody  else  more  like."  said  the  master 
of  Stone  Park,  who  had  just  entered. 

"Not  me.  Matthew  Northmore.  I'm  all  right;  but  I 
shan't  go  to  ijlory  throu.t,di  the  churrh  door.  That  .>ort 
of  Ihiiv.;  make-A  all  against  my  properer  nature.  I  be 
going  ^.0  be  myself  from  this  day  forward." 

"  You'll  be  lo(  k.'d  up  then."  declared  Samuel  Bolt. 
"  The  likes  of  you,  Mr.  Cawker,  did  ought  to  get  away 
from  themselves,"  he  added. 

"Can't  be  done,  Sammy,"  answeied  Moleskin.  "A 
tame  canary's  quite  right  to  twitter  ;  it's  made  so.  But 
'tis  no  goofl  a  tame  canary  telhng  a  hawk  'tis  naughty  to 
kill  the  little  birds.  You  go  on  driving  the  steam-roller 
and  playing  hymns  on  your  penny  whistle,  my  son.  That's 
your  joy  and  duty,  and  you  do  both  very  nice.  Only 
don't  ax  everybody  to  do  the  same." 

"  It's  all  very  well,"  said  Peter  Toop.  "  but  if  every 
man  was  tc  do  what  is  right  in  his  own  eyts,  what 
becomes  of  the  State  and  the  Church,  and  God  Al- 
mighty too  for  that  matter  ?  We're  born  sinners 
and  .   .   ." 

"  Not  at  all,  Peter.  That  stuff  is  played  out,  I  assure 
you.  We're  born  as  innocent  and  blameless  as  every 
kitten  ai.  1  pjuppy  that  crnnes  squeaking  into  this  hard 
world." 

"  Then  what  about  Christ,  the  only  Forgiver  o{  sins  ? 
Got  you  there  !  "  said  Samuel. 

"Time  for  Him  to  forgive  sins  when  I've  done  'em," 
answered  Moleskin.  "  I'm  not  a  miserable  sinner,  and 
I'm  tired  of  yelping  out  that  I  am  on  every  seventh  day. 
'Tis  only  to  cry  stinking  fish  afore  the  Throne  of  Grace, 
and  I'll  never  do  it  no  more.  A  bad  compliment  to  my 
Maker,  and  terriblp  nnor-Qni rif pH  fr>  cq\-  fVio  loocf  r^t 
it." 
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Mr.  Cawker  drank  and  smoked  and  listened  to  various 
arguments  against  his  opinions. 

"  When  I'm  sober,"  he  said.  "  I  hke  to  talk  about  sport 
and  women,  and  when  I'm  drunk  I  turn  to  religion.  And 
that  brings  me  round  to  women  again,  bcrause  God's 
always  on  their  side,  as  every  married  man  knows,  if 
bachelors  don't." 

"  You've  had  a  good  one— in  fact,  a  better  one  than 
you  deserved,"  said  Rupert  Johnson.  "I'm  sure  your 
poor  lady  be  a  wonder  of  sense  and  patience." 

"  When  you  speak  of  Mrs.  Cawker  in  a  mixed  company, 
you  go  too  far,  Rupert,"  answered  Moleskin.  "  Mrs. 
Cawker  hasn't  been  a  woman  for  the  last  five-and-twenty 
years.  There's  many  a  p<ior  dear  in  the  world  you  can't 
call  a  woman,  but  merely  a  fellow-creature,  as  have  drawn 
blank,  where  us  men  be  interested,  and  clean  missed  love. 
You  know  the  sort  :  they're  useful  in  their  humble  sphere 
I  won't  deny  it,  but  '  woman  '  be  too  noble  a  name  for 
'em.  They  belong  to  the  neuter  state,  like  bees.  My  wife 
was  all  I  could  wish  till  her  barrow-load  of  intirinities 
overtook  her ;  then  she  sank  to  be  what  now  she  is, 
and  'tis  nought  but  her  brave  soul  and  my  care  that  keeps 
the  spark  in  her  ill-treated  frame." 

"  There's  justice  in  Heaven,  Moleskin,"  said  Peter 
stoutly.  "  Justice  is  the  corner-stone  there,  and  so  be 
sure  your  wife  will  have  all  the  joys  it  has  not  entered 
mind  of  man  to  conceive." 

"  She  ought  to— and  a  bit  over,"  answered  Mr.  Caw- 
ker. "  Her  life  has  been  one  sleepless  ache  for  nearly  a 
quarter  of  a  century,  and  she've  borne  it  so  brave  as  a 
regiment  of  soldiers." 

Moleskin  was  now  becoming  intoxicated,  but  nobody 
knew  it  yet  excepting  himself. 

"And  I'll  say  this  also,"  he  began  again.  "As  a  poor 
human  man  married  to  a  saintly,  bedridden  ruin,  I've 
suffered  too.  I  may  have  looked  round  for  consolation 
in  a  quiet  way  and  not  spurned  the  kindly  hearts  that 
rose  up  here  and  there  by  God's  good  grace.  Because 
'tis  well  known  He  don't  forget  a  sparrow,  much  less  an 
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may,  nothing  can  atone  for  a  wife  like  mine,  and  I'm  only 
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more  sorry  for  her  than  I  am  for  myself.     And  we  sli.ill 
both  got  our  reward,  and  a  rich  one." 

Vou   overlook    the    rerordiiig  angel,    as   oasy    a^   \<iii 
overlook  your  S(()ie  in   this  bar,"  said  Mr.   Joel  Toop. 

"  Not  ,1  bit  o|  it,"  answered  the  poacher.  "  He  is  an 
angel  -that's  the  main  thing  ,ibout  the  chap  with  the 
Books— and  he's  got  the  large  expeiience  of  an  angel. 
Lord  love  you,  Joel,  after  all  that  recorder  have  had  to 
set  down  against  the  acidunt  of  the  world,  my  little  lot 
won't  look  bigger  than  a  grain  of  sand  on  the  shore  !  .\ 
few  birds  with  uncertain  owners,  and  a  few  salmon  <is 
belonged  to  nobody  in  parti(  nlar.  and  a  few  jokes  against 
my  betters,  includmg  my  Maker.  What  is  it  ^  Mere 
schoolboy  naughtiness  put  against  the  big  sirmers.  And 
won't  that  angel  know  it  ?  Bless  your  life,  he'll  think  no 
more  of  my  page  than  you  do  of  the  money  in  your  till 
on  a  quiet  day.  Take  big  ideas  if  you  want  to  see  yourself 
as  Heaven  sees  you." 

"  To  hear  a  human  worm  on  such  good  terms  with  his 
hereafter  is  a  caution,"  cried  Joel  Toop  ;  "  and  I  hope 
none  of  you  young  men  in  this  bar  will  give  another  thought 
to  him." 

"  I  hope  you  all  will,"  said  Moleskin.  "  If  you  don't 
grasp  the  difference  between  big  and  little  now,  you  never 
will.  And  then  you'll  go  through  the  .  rid  with  silly 
fancies  and  be  a  terror  to  your  neighbours  for  ever. 
Suppose  I  was  to  come  out  on  the  wrong  side  and  be  booked 
for  the  bad  place,  what  can  they  do  then  to  *he  Stonehouse 
murderer  that  swung  last  week  at  Exeter  for  poisoning 
three  women  ?  Poison  'em  !  Bless  'em  !  I'd  rather  cut 
my  throat  ten  times  over  than  poison  anything  in  a 
petticoat  !  What  becomes  of  him,  then,  or  of  that 
beauty,  Saul  Ash,  that  stole  his  wife's  mother's  money, 
then  knocked  her  on  the  head  and  burned  down  her 
cottage  ?  " 

"  Hell's  hotter  in  one  place  than  another  belike,"  haz- 
arded Samuel  ;  and  Joel  Toop  applauded  the  ingenious 
theory. 

Moleskin's  eyes  were  closing,  but  he  pulled  himself 
together,  emptied  his  last  glass  and  made  .^n  end. 

"  I' ire  be  hre,  and  hell  tire  lasts  for  eternity  ;    and  I 
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haven't  earned  it  ;  .iml  I  -h.in't  j^ft  it  ;  iiHi  inuro>  uun't 
anybody  in  this  bar.  And  imw  I  be  drunk,  so  one  ol  ynu 
pious  blades  had  better  put  your  charity  to  use  and  se^ 
uie  home." 
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RETURNING  frfiiTi  his  work  .it  Stone  Park,  Mr.  Codd 
chanced  to  -neet  Jill  Bolt  also  on  her  way  to  Men- 
valf>.  She  rather  desired  to  speak  with  Emmanuel  and 
now  bade  him  a  gracious  "  good-ex'enmf,',"  because  she 
knew  that  he  cherished  a  bitter  grievance  against  Pomeroy, 
and  she,  too,  had  not  forgiven  Ives.  Her  own  dreary  lot 
served  daily  to  remind  her  of  the  past,  and  she  kept  her 
aversif)n  warm.  He  continued  to  interest  her  more  than 
any  living  man,  and  she  telt  that  he  had  not  ceased  to  be 
the  spice  of  her  lite,   though  they  no  longer  knew  each 

other. 

"  Must  seem  funny  tc  you  being  anywhere  else  than  at 
Vixen  Tor,"  she  said  ;  and  Mr.  Codd  admitted  it. 

"  'Tis  a  mournful  barren  place  after  t'other  ;  and 
Northmore  ban't  an  easy  man  ;  but  he's  straight  and 
don't  change.  Very  different  from  that  rogue  in  t'other 
place" 

"  Pomerov,  you  mean  '     Yes,  he  is  a  rogue." 

"  He'll  swing  yet,  and  I  should  like  to  turn  him  off." 

"  Words  don't  break  no  shins.  Why,  you'm  little  better 
than  my  man.  He  talks  a  lot,  but  he'd  not  harm  a  mouse. 
If  a  chap  had  treated  me  hke  that  chap  has  treated  you, 
I'd  never  rest  till  I'd  paid  the  score." 

Emmanuel  Codd  looked  at  her.  She  made  no  attempt 
to  hide  her  passion. 

"  Ah,"  he  said,  "  that's  from  the  heart  !  I  dare  say 
you've  got  more  than  we  know  against  him  too.  I've 
always  thought.  .  ." 

"  You've    thought  wrong  then.       'Tis  not  that.      He's 

him.     Not  my  sort  at  all.     All  the  same  he  did  try,  and 
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because  he  tried  I  hate  the  man.     I'll  pay  him  out  some 
day,  and  I  don't  care  who  hears  me  say  so." 

He  looked  at  her  with  admiration. 

"  It  shovss  a  very  proper,  self-respecting  spirit  in  you," 
he  said,  "  and  I  feel  the  same.  Don't  think  I've  done 
with  the  thief.  To  rob  me  of  my  pension — graspuig  scoun- 
drel. I'll  jiay  him  yet,  sure  as  my  nam':''s  Codd.  The 
p'^ople  all  hate  him.  No  honest  man  can  do  with  him. 
M^'  master  won't  hear  his  name,  and  quite  right  too.  He 
threatened  Nfirfhiiinre  in  the  fa(  e  ot  the  ((unpuiy  Such 
an  awdashus  rip  didn't  ought  to  be  at  large.  But  I'll 
make  him  .smart  to  his  marrow  yet." 

an    intrigue  at    the 
and  here  was  a  very 


Jill    considered.      The    thought 
expense  of  Pomeroy  attracted  her 
ready  weapon  to  her  hand. 

"  It  wants  a  bra\e  man  to  stop  him,"  she  said. 

He  looked  at  her  craftily. 

"  And  maybe  a  cunning  woman   too     eh  ?  " 

"  Two  heads  are  better  than  one,  ot  course.  A  woman 
can  plan  and  a  man  can  do." 

"  I'd  ruin  him  to-morrow  il  'twas  in  my  power,  and  I'm 
only  waiting  to  see  how  best  to  do  it,"  declared  Codd. 

"  Let  me  help  you.  Let  him,  as  ruined  others  be  ruined 
himself.     Anyway  I'll  help  you  if  you  like.     I.  .  ." 

The  offer  was  not  acknowledged  and  not  renewed,  for 
many  things  swept  between  Jill's  proposal  and  Emmanuel's 
answer.  They  had  reached  Merivale  and  marked  ^  c  rowd 
at  Samuel's  a^^or.  The  doctor's  trap  was  standing  there, 
and  two  of  Mr.  Bolt's  fellow-workmen  stood  and  talked 
to  the  people.  Seeing  her,  the  men  pushed  forward  a 
woman.  It  was  Mary  Cawker  who  now,  with  a  white  face 
and  trembling  tongue,  broke  the  news  to  Jill. 

"  Your  husband,  ;\lrs.  Bolt.  I'm  cruel  sorry  to  say  it, 
but  you  must  stand  the  shock.  Something  on  the  steam 
engine  busted  all  of  a  sudden,  and  it  took  charge  going 
down  Tavistock  hill,  and  he  couldn't  stop  it,  and  it  turned 
over,  and  he's — he's  alive,  but  scalded  cruel  and  broke  his 
poor  leg  in  the  bargain.  His  mother's  along  with  him  and 
the  doctor  likewise." 

Jill  passed  quickly  and  hastened  to  her  husband. 

He   was   unconscious,    and    the    doctor    said    that    if 
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his  patient  withstood  th'>  shock  he  might  recover.  The 
burns  were  to  be  feared  more  than  the  broken  leg.  Yet, 
though  Samuel  escaped  sudden  death  by  a  miracle,  a 
kinder  fate  had  slain  him  instantly,  for  it  was  not  destined 
that  he  should  survive.  He  returned  to  consciousness  in 
the  evening  and  began  to  give  his  mother  a  detailed 
account  of  the  catastrophe.  His  great  an::iety  was  to 
explain  that  through  no  personal  fault  the  thing  had 
happened. 

tor  a  wc"k  he  lived,  and  then  his  burns  killed  him. 

Owing  to  tiif  religious  opinions  of  his  doctor,  he  suffered 
for  six  days  longer  than  was  necessary.  To  let  any  injured 
beast  but  man  endure  half  as  much  would  have  outraged 
England.  We  may  ruin  ourselves  body  and  soul  with 
the  spirit  of  the  poppy  and  none  can  interfere  ;  but  let 
euthanasia  be  offered  to  the  dying,  so  that  a  fellow-creature 
shall  suffer  some  few  throbs  less  of  mortal  agony,  and 
humanity  protests  in  the  name  of  law  and  order  and  reh- 
gio.:. 

The  harmless  fool,  Samuel  Bolt,  endured  as  much  physi- 
cal torture  as  his  frame  could  support  before  Nature 
extinguished  him.  ;  and  during  those  days,  when  the  folk 
stopped  their  ears  as  they  rushed  past  the  cottage,  men 
and  women  were  kind  and  strove  to  do  what  they  might 
for  all  the  unhappy  dwellers  in  that  house.  Old  Mrs. 
Bolt's  frenzy  rendered  her  useless,  and  Jill  could  do  no- 
thing but  watch  the  nurses.  She  never  lef*  her  husband 
and  never  ceased  to  implure  the  doctor  to  hasten  his  i-nd, 
after  it  was  certain  that  Samuel  could  only  linger  horribly 
for  a  few  days. 

But  medical  science,  with  the  skill  of  the  Inquisition, 
fed  him  and  fortihed  him.  The  doctor  said  afterwards 
that  the  whole  College  of  Surgeons  could  not  have  kept 
Samuel  Bolt  alive  an  hour  longer.  He  was  proud  of  his 
achievement. 

Jih's  husband  returned  to  the  dust  at  last  and  all  Meri- 
vale  attendeu  the  funeral.  His  mother  also  went,  and 
among  the  bearers  were  Ives  Pomeroy  and  the  brothers 
Toop.  A  very  general  sympathy  reigned  for  Rachel  Bolt, 
but  little  overflowed  lor  the  widow."  People  doubted  not 
that  she  would  soon  marry  again,  and  it  was  generally 
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understood  iiuw  Samuel  had  not  been  happy  in  his 
home. 

Jill  had  honestly  and  terribly  felt  her  husband's  suffer- 
ings ;  but  not  because  he  was  her  husband.  His  death 
was  a  matter  of  indifference,  and  it  rose  m  time  to  a  satis- 
faction. She  was  left  poor,  but  she  was  still  young.  She 
found  herself  free,  and  her  world  appeared  to  be  full  of 
men. 

Not  until  Samuel  had  sunk  into  the  earth  did  she  begin 
to  build  castles  in  the  air  ;  and  then  many  possibilities 
awoke  in  her  mind.  Especially  Ives  Pomeroy  occupied 
her  thoughts,  and  her  new  attitude  to  the  man  appeared 
when  ne.xt  Emmanuel  Codd  returned  to  the  old  subject. 

A  fortnight  after  her  husband's  death  he  ;  et  her  and 
considered  that  it  was  not  too  soon  to  remind  her  of  the 
last  words  that  she  had  spoken  to  him.  But  he  began  by 
a  general  expression  of  regret  at  her  misfortunes. 

"  A  terrible  time  for  you  ;  still,  the  right  chap  will  come 
along  in  due  season.  You'll  forget  all  about  all  this  after 
a  year  or  two.  The  young  can  forget  easier  than  us  old 
people." 

"  I  shall  never  forget.  I've  had  my  dose  of  marriage, 
anyway." 

"  I  saw  that  man — Ives  Pomeroy,  I  mean — with  Ruth 
Rendle  a  bit  backalong.  He's  after  her  now,  I  do  believe. 
't  might  sa\'e  one  more  unhappy  woman  if  we — if  we  did 
what  we  want  to  do  afore  he  has  his  way.  His  mother 
always  desired  for  him  to  marry  her  ;  but  'twill  be  doing 
her  a  kindness  if  we  can  prevent  it." 

There  was  a  great  deal  in  the  mind  of  Jill  that  she  could 
not  utter  to  Emmanuel.  He  waited  for  her  malignity  to 
inspire  his  malevolence.  He  was  ready  to  execute  what 
she  cared  to  plan.     But  the  time  was  still  far  from  ripe. 

"  It's  a  thought  awkward  for  me  to  do  anything  for  the 
moment,  because  the  man  was  exceeding  kind  about  Samuel. 
He  called  everj-  day,  and  they  great  bunches  of  grapes 
he  sent  did  comfort  Sam's  raging  thirst  without  a  doubt." 

"  Grapes  '  The  fool  alwajs  rumicd  to  grapes  when  any- 
body was  striken.  He  bothered  liis  mother's  life  out  of 
her  about  grapes  at  the  end.  However,  that's  neither  here 
nor  there." 
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"  I  couldn't  do  anything  against  him  for  the  minute  • 
I  don't  feel  hke  it." 

"  He  won't  know  'tis  \'ou.  This  is  all  silly  rummage 
you'm  talking.  You've  got  the  same  cruel  grievance  against 
the  rogue  as  you  always  have  had.  But  for  him  you'd 
never  have  married  Bolt,  and  had  your  baby  die.  and  your 
husband  die,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  misery  that's  fallen  to 
your  lot.  Can't  you  see  as  he  is  responsible  for  everything  ? 
And  then  to  hold  back  for  a  bunch  of  grapes— bought,  no 
doubt,  to  let  the  neighbours  hear  about  it." 

"  I  never  saw  him  when  he  came  to  ask  for  Samuel,  and 
he  never  saw  me  either.  He  couldn't  at  such  a  time.  All 
the  same  ..." 

Codd  sneered. 

"  I  see  which  way  the  cat  be  going  to  Jump.  You  think 
he'll  come  after  Samuel's  leavings — eh  ?  You  think  you'll 
catch  him  agam.  Not  you  !  He's  going  to  ax  Ruth, 
and  she'll  say  '  yes,'  poor  fool.  Mark  me,  afore  you  can 
look  round  they'll  be  tokened.  Once  he's  after  a  girl,  the 
grass  don't  grow  under  his  feet.  You'll  sit  and  wait  for 
him  to  come  back  till  your  fiery  hair  be  white,  but  iie'll 
not  come." 

She  looked  at  Emmanuel  without  speaking  for  a  full 
minute.     Then  she  answered  slowly— 

"  Leave  it  a  bit.  You  won't  anger  me,  though  you  try 
to.  I'll  tell  you  more  when  I  know  more.  It  may  pay 
you  better  to  be  friends  with  me  than  quarrel  with  me." 

"  You  females  !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Vanity's  the  back- 
bone of  you  all.  You  think,  even  after  all  this,  that  you'll 
win  him  back  again,  with  your  red  hair,  and  eves  on  the 
ground  !  Don't  you  belie\e  it  !  He's  after  t'other,  or 
was  a  fortnight  agone." 

"I  wasn't  a  free  woman  then.     Now  'tis  different." 

It  was  Mr.  Codd's  turn  to  reflect  awhile. 

"  Of  course  the  likes  of  him  do  nothing  but  what  you 
don't  expect,"  he  said.  "He  might  turn  from  Ruth  to 
you  again— just  because  'tis  the  last  thing  on  earth  a  sane 
man  would  do." 

"  He  wants  a  woman,  not  a  slip  of  a  girl  like  that," 

"  He  wants  hell,"  answered  Emmanuel  ;  "  he's  earned 
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"  Bluster  is  only  silliness,"  she  answered.  "  Think  a 
bit  and  don't  make  such  a  row.  What  would  be  most 
use  to  you,  to  have  the  man  come  round  and  mend  your 
pension,  or  to  have  him — well,  to  do  him  an  ill  turn- -burn 
his  ricks  or  what  not  ?  " 

"To  burn  his  ricks  be  a  very  good  thouf^ht,"  declared 
Codd.  "  And  nobody  would  be  better  al-l-  to  set  onlight 
to  'em  in  the  proper  {)lace  than  me." 

"  But  if  he  was  to  double  your  pension — that  would  be 
better  fun  than  putting  a  match  to  his  goods." 

"  Perhaps  it  wOuld  be,  but  he'll  not  do  that." 

"  Not  single-handed  ,  he  might  if  there  was  anybody 
to  put  it  in  his  head  to  do  it." 

"  I  was  an  old  fool  to  come  to  you,  or  any  woman. 
Don't  I  know  'em  well  enough  ^"'  I  must  be  going  to  them 
to  help  me  ?  " 

"  You  might  do  worse.  I'i.  .ce  >he  man,  or  let  him  see 
me.  We've  been  strangers  lately  along  of  one  thing  and 
another.  But  now  'tis  different.  I'll  get  at  his  inner 
thoughts  if  I  can.  I'm  the  sort  that  tiv::at  men  as  they  treat 
me.  If  he  wants  me,  he  can  have  me.  I'm  in  the  market 
again." 

"  You'm  a  hard-hearted,  seltisli  bitch,  like  all  the  rest," 
he  said. 

Then  he  went  off  in  great  annoyance  and  disappoint- 
ment. Anon,  however,  he  reconciled  his  mind  to  the  sit  i- 
ation  ;  because  he  felt  assured  that  Ives  Pomeroy  cou.d 
not  be  tempted  anv  more  by  the  widow  of  Samuel  Bolt. 
He  would  decline  her  advances  and  then,  without  doubt,  Jill 
must  return  to  the  former  standpoint  of  enmity  and  prove 
the  more  bitter  for  his  indifference.  Mr.  Codd  was  getting 
good  wages,  and  dMing  easy  work  at  Stone  Park.  At  this 
time,  therefore,  he  liked  better  the  thought  of  striking  his 
old  master  than  receiving  from  him  any  increase  of  pen- 
sion. He  cherished  his  grand  grievance  and  would  have 
regretted  its  removal. 
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ON  the  last  day  of  August  there  fell  one  of  the  rare 
moments  of  Dartmoor's  hiLjhest  f:l()ry.  After  eight 
and  forty  hours  of  mist  and  rain  (he  wind  drifted  to  the 
north  and  died  there.  Then  the  temperature  rose  and 
heat  set  the  air  dancing  like  a  cloth  of  crystal  thrown  over 
the  purple  and  gold  of  the  wilderness. 

On  the  slope  of  Cocks  Tor,  heather  and  autumnal  furze, 
uitcring  their  hichcst  expression  of  splendour,  glowed 
under  the  summer  hlaze  and  wove  a  gorgeous  texture 
through  the  jade  and  sere  harmonies  of  the  hills.  They 
spread  upon  the  prevalent  sepia  of  the  Mooi  in  comely 
tracts,  though  their  pattern  was  broken  by  spaces  fired 
during  the  previous  spring.  Yet  even  here,  where  death 
had  set  his  sign  in  the  skeletons  of  the  herbage  and  the 
darkness  of  charred  earth,  potentilla  a  ^d  galium  helped 
to  hide  his  work  with  galaxies  of  stars. 

Ineffably  brilliant  the  waste  extended  with  heightened 
gleam  and  pulse  to  the  crows  of  Cocks  Tor  on  the  frontier 
land.  Here  stood  a  mountain  not  of  porphyry  ;  and  from 
its  trap-rock  summit  the  great  planes  of  earth  fainted 
and  paled  upon  each  other  to  the  horizon.  Under  the 
throne  of  a  westering  sun,  the  world  was  wrapped  in  gauzes 
of  vapour,  grey  and  glittering.  Thin,  silky,  clouds  crept 
along  the  lower  chambers  of  the  sky,  and  through  their 
pearl  the  light  fell  in  glowing  colunms,  and  transparent 
shafts  upon  the  valleys.  In  air  was  the  mellowed  tincture 
of  the  tune  ;  beneath  it  a  first  flush  of  autumn-stroked 
barley  and  oats  through  far  away  hazes,  deepened  the 
glorv  of  ripe  fruit  in  many  orchards,  awakened  the  weald 
with  running  fires  of  leaf  and  berry. 

A  dim  world  of  elms  and  hedgerows,  forests,  fields  and 
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tree-cai4iL'Ll  knnll^  was  faintly  (mtlined  tar  below  through 
the  burning  and  sun-soaked  atmosphere.  It  spread  in  valleys 
and  lesser  undulations  to  Dartmoor's  footstool  ;  and  its 
detiiutions  glimmered  softly  through  the  grey  of  distant 
sunshine — a  presence  more  diaphanou;    than  any  cloud's. 

The  sky  crowned  all  with  one  arc  of  glory  whose  shade 
was  light  ;  the  Moor  embraced  the  foreground  in  fierce, 
almost  unbearable  splendour  of  heath  and  furze  and 
ghttcring  stone  blazing  together  in  the  crucible  of  Augusta  ; 
and  above,  flinging  his  ardour  across  three  and  ninety 
millions  of  miles,  there  reigned  the  unsh.idowed  sun. 

Aloft,  upon  the  head  of  the  tor  in  that  glad  hour,  was  hap- 
pening the  nuptial  flight  of  ants.  Their  brief,  winged  time  of 
joy  had  come,  and  they  whirled  in  a  little  black  halo  above 
the  rocks,  and  made  a  crown  o^  life  for  the  land.  The 
sound  of  these  mvriads  was  audible  and  it  came,  like  the 
sustained  throb  of  Pan's  own  passionate  pipe,  heard  far 
away.  The  music  persisted  in  a  wail  against  the  bass 
of  the  humble  bees  and  the  drone  of  insects  that  threaded 
the  silence  of  this  most  lofty,  most  lonely  pinnacle.  Now 
the  noise  grew  as  loud  as  a  bird's  cry  ;  now  it  waned  to 
the  whisper  of  rubbing  grass  blades  ;  and  the  amazing 
tornado  of  ants  warped  here  and  there  with  the  breath  of 
the  air,  or  as  their  countless  wills  simultaneously  dictated. 
There  seemed  little  method  in  the  wild  dance  and  dehrium 
of  the  swarm  ;  yet  love  ordered  all  and,  in  that  mist  of 
life,  the  sun  forgot  not  the  least  scrap  of  life  wrapped  in 
the  frenzy  of  the  first  end  of  life.  Presently  there  would 
be  mounds  of  dead  to  mark  that  aerial  rite  ;  unnumbered 
tiny  gauzes  would  drop  ;  unnumbered  neuters,  whose 
part  is  ser\ice,  would  minister  to  the  matrons  of  the 
generation  to  come. 

A  woman  hstened  to  the  wail  of  the  ants  and  watched 
them  ;  then  she  turned  and  looked  at  the  outspread 
earth  ;  and  then  she  sighed  and  plucked  a  piece  of  ling. 
Out  of  idleness  rathei  than  curiosity  she  examined  it. 
She  was  resting  for  a  few  moments  on  her  wa>  home. 
She  carried  a  heavy  basket,  ..:  d  the  unslaked  fires  Ov'crhead 
had  wearied  her.  Jill  lolled  in  a  little  cup  of  the  heath 
and  considered  the  sprig  of  the  ling.  Her  mind  was  only 
n.Trtiallv  i^pt  nnon  it   v^pt  shp  marked  the  structure  in  care- 
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less,  cursory  fa-^liioii,  narritwcil  her  eves  to  focus  the  iinc 
work,  obserxed  the  l)nsk  and  wiry  hahit  of  tlie  \\1m1,", 
the  trim  ^neen  formal  foliage  and  the  surmountmg  infloi- 
esience  thai  sprang  in  spires  of  thirty  and  forty  flowers. 
These  bells  were  now  alive,  but  presently  their  petals, 
*our  in  four,  would  die  anrl  dry  and  make  small  chimes 
for  the  ringing  of  the  winter  wind. 

Suddenly,  far  below  in  the  direction  she  would  presently 

take,  J  ill  saw  a  man   and  woman.     Interest   of   the  most 

active  sort  awoke  in  her  mind,  but  it  was  not  a  pleasant 

interest.     She  sat  up  in  her  lair  and  flung  awav  the  flowers. 

What  be  they  doing  up  here  ?  "  she  wondered. 

They  were  evidently  talking  together  and  they  ajipearetl 
deeply  interested  each  in  the  society  of  the  other. 

Presently  they  stopped  some  quarter-mile  below  Jill, 
and  sat  in  the  fern  and  continued  their  speech.  She 
watched  them,  herself  unseen,  and  felt  that  she  would 
gi\e  much  to  know  the  subject  of  their  conversation. 

I\es  Fomeroy  and  Ruth  spoke  together,  and  their  topic 
was  Matthew  Northmore. 

"  No,"  she  said.  "  He  don't  trouble  me  much  now, 
poor  fellow.  You  mustn't  think  that.  He's  a  kmd- 
hearted  man  really,  Ives.  I  wish— I  wish  he  was  dif- 
ferent." 

"  He  hates  me  now,  bei  ause  I  dared  to  tell  him  the 
truth.  Anil  look  at  his  dirty  little  revenge.  He  engages 
Codd.  I  didn't  think  none  the  better  of  hnn  for  that. 
'Twas    done  of  course  to  annoy    me." 

"  I  don't  think  so." 

"  I  know  so.  And  I  despise  the  mean  creature.  He's 
scored  off  me  more  than  once  during  the  past  few  years, 
and  he's  obstinate  and  a  bit  of  a  brute,  specially  in  the 
way  he's  badgered  and  bullied  you.  But  I'll  cry  quits 
some  day.  I  don't  forget  what  I  owe  him.  He's  a  man 
that  won't  be  choked  off  a  thing — and  niore  won't  1. 
Certainly  he's  cruel  lucky — money  rolls  in  on  him." 

"  And  none  cares  less  for  it." 

"  The  case  being  as  it  is,  'tis  natuial  he  should  not. 
Money's  no  use  if  you  can't  buy  what  you  want  to  buv. 
There's  just  one  thing  in  the  whole  world  he'd  give  all  his 
monev  for  •     and   that's  not    fnv  «ale  " 
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"  I   iiuiat  i;it  on,"  she  said. 

He  regarded  her  with  the  air  of  po^^ossion.  It  had  now 
come  to  him  as  a  eertainty  that  Ruth  Rendle  would  1k'  his 
wife.  He  had  reached  the  point  of  desirinc;  her  and  of 
mis-inc;  her  wiien  days  passed  and  they  tlid  not  meet. 
He  liad  not,  ho\\e\er,  grown  to  lie  jealous  of  other  men, 
or  fearful  tliat  she  might  not  love  him  ;  but  the  dawn 
of  that  intruser  emotion  was  near.  He  had  heard  mm  h 
ot  Ruth  lately  behind  her  bai  k,  because  Lizzie  was  spend- 
ing a  month  at  N'i.xen  Tor.  Arthur  Brown  happened  to 
be  awav  with  a  Cook's  touring  party  in  France,  iiiiproving 
and  enlarguig  his  mmd  ;  and  Lizzie  fi'lt  very  fiappy  ,it 
the  Vixen  in  companionship  with  her  own.  She  wrote 
to  her  husltaiid  that  Ives  was  marvellously  improved,  and 
she  spoke  (  easelessly  to  I\es  of  Ruth  and  of  the  mother's 
great  amliition  concernmg  her.  The  subject  was  agree- 
able to  I\es,  but  Lizzie  felt  that  his  indilfeienre  to  delay 
showed  hini  not  really  lover-like.  She  ch  A  him  and  fore- 
told that  he  would  lose  Ruth  altogether.  "  She  may  like 
you  well  enough,  but  she  can't  wait  for  ever.  Lizzie  de- 
clared. "  There's  otli<'i'  mt^n  as  good  aiid  well-to-do  see 
her  every  da\'  at  T.i\  i>to(  k." 

This  true  sa\ing  h'-,  remembered  now  as  he  looked 
at   Ruth. 

"  Don't  go  just  for  a  minute.  Have  you  ever  thought 
how  changed  I  be,  Ruth  ?  " 

"  No.     I  don't  see  you  much  changed,  Ives." 

"  Not  since  mother  died  ?  " 

"No." 

"  I  am,  however  ;  and  especially  to  the  girls.  I  did 
a  lot  of  damned  silly  things  in  my  young  '^ays — the  cheek 
I'd  got  with  'em  !  But  now  I  believe  I  m  getting  a  pro- 
perer  feehng  towards  'em." 

"  That  was  foret(-ld.  'Twas  said  that  as  you  knew 
yourself  better,  you'd  rate  the  females  higher." 

"  I  lay  mother  told  you  that." 

"  Yes,  she  did.     That  and  much  else." 

"  You  never  tell  me  the  things  she  used  to  say  about  me." 

"  Why  should  I  ?  Can't  you  guess  them  ?  'Twasn't 
only  of  you  we  talked.     She   taught  me  all — all  I  know 
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He  noiUlcd  with  lii'^  inuilui's  nnj,  pliK  kcj  a  blade  uf 
grass  and  chew-J  it. 

"  Did  she  ever  tell  j'uu  ut   the  (^'irl  in  the  dairy  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Did  slie  Llu^h  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Did  yon  ?  " 

"  N(.,  Ives." 

"  You  see,  mother  had  i)nt  the  oat  in  the  dairy  to  catch 
a  mouse  ;  and  then  a  little  maid  as  we  had  then — she  was 
sixteen  and  I  was  seventeen— she  must  needs  sit  in 
the  dairy  to  see  as  puss  didn't  lap  the  cream.  And  I 
must  needs  go  and  keep  the  httle  maid  company,  lest 
her  should  be  lonesome.  And  somehow,  when  mother 
popped  in  sudden,  the  cat  was  asleep  and  tlie  girl  was 
sUtmg  on  my  lap  with  her  arms  round  my  neck." 

"  So  your  dear  mother  said." 

"  And  We  rate  lied  it  pretty  hot,  I  promise  you.  But  you 
didn't  laugh  .•>  " 

I  don't  see  nothing  {larticular  funny  in  it,  Ives." 

He   deplored  this. 

"  Will,"  he  said,  "  I  suppose  I  must  get  a  wile." 

She  rose. 

"  And  I  must  get  about  my  business." 

"  When  do  you  C(jme  back:  to  T/w  JuUy  flnnlsmen  P  " 

"  After  ten  o'clock.  I'm  to  have  two  whole  days, 
holiday  and  go  back  to  Ta\-istock  to  work  come  Mon- 
day. ' 

I'll  meet  you  to-night,"  he  said.  "  And  what  about 
Sunday  ?  You  haven't  seen  as  much  of  Lizzie  as  she 
could  wish  ye^.     Will  you  drink  tea  along  with  us  ?  " 

"  Yes,  if  she'd  like." 

"She  ^. 'HiUl  like.  She's  \ery  anxi(.ius  for  you  to  see 
the  baby  again." 

•'  A  httle  beauty  'tis  !  " 

"  Can't  say.  Ban't  a  judge.  But  infant  though  he 
be,  the  creature's  so  like  his  father  as  two  peas.  The 
same  great,  pious,  brown  eyes — stupid  as  a  calf's.  He'd 
begin  to  lecture  me,  like  Arthur  does,  if  he  could  talk. 
He  looks  at  me  now  as  if  he  knew  I  was  going  to  the  bad 
place." 
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"  I  hope  you'll  teach  him  not  to  I)e  a  prig." 

"  I  shan't  get  the  (  haiiM-.      You'll  ccMue  o'  Sunday  ^  " 

"  Yes,  I  will,  and  thank  you." 

"  And  I'll  make  up  along  the-  rcjad  to-ni,L;hl  to  sec  you 
home.     Expect  me  down  to  Moor  Shoj)." 

"  Don't  think  of  coming  so  far  as  that." 

"  'Twill  be  a  pleasure  to  me  to  do  it,"  he  said. 

She  departetl  and  Ives  began  to  plan  a  great  enterprise. 
He  would  meet  her  on  the  way  back  from  Tavistock  and 
ask  her  to  marry  him.  He  reflecteil  and  then  hesitated. 
His  old  impetuosity  was  waning.  He  wondered  what 
would  hapi)en  to  him  if  she  refused.  He  considered  that 
as  yet  he  had  not  indicated  by  thought,  action  or  speech 
that  he  felt  tenderly  towards  her.  They  had  been  so 
much  thrown  together  at  his  mother's  end  that  he  felt 
almost  more  like  her  brother  than  her  lover.  It  was 
very  probable  that  her  emotions  amounted  to  no  more. 
He  set  to  work  to  wake  the  loverly  mood.  Yet  so.me- 
thing  still  lacked.  He  wondered  what  it  was.  He  almost 
wished  there  was  another  in  the  field.  Then  he  asked 
himself  whether  there  might  not  be.  .\nd  then  he  began 
to  think  about  his  mother.  Fine  weatiier  and  fair  things 
growing  in  spring  or  dying  beautifully  in  autumn,  reminded 
him  always  of  her.  And  worthy  deeds  did  the  like  ;  and 
kind  words  and  all  that  was  of  good  repute.  He  remem- 
bered her  sentiments  on  many  subjects,  and  sometimes 
he  repeated  them  as  occasion  offered  ;  and  people  who 
heard  them  in  his  mouth  seldom  failed  to  show  astonish- 
ment. 

He  sat  by  the  way  for  some  time  after  Path  had  gone. 
A  man  on  a  pony  gave  him  "  good  afternoon,"  but  In-  failed 
to  hear  and  tof)k  no  notice.  Then,  suddenly  he  looked 
up  and  saw  standing  in  front  of  him  a  woman  with  a 
heavy  basket.  She  wore  black,  and  the  years  rolled 
away  and  the  woman  reminded  Ives  of  how  she  had  looked 
in  the  past,  when  he  met  her  after  her  baby  ched. 

Jill  had  seen  Ruth  Rendle  depart  and  resolved  on  this 
strong  move.  Now  the  man  started  and  stared  at  her. 
He  actually  blushed  and  she  noted  the  fact,  but  her  own 
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"  I    suddenly    marked    you    on    my    way   down.     You 
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was  alone,  so  I  \-enf\irc(I.  Will  ymi  plea,,  let  nv  (hank 
vou  fn>ni  my  vny  heart,  Mr.  l'()intT>i\-,  f(;i-  all  your  U>vm'^ 
kinchipss  til  my  l><'(ir  S.imuel  ?  " 

Viii:  needn't   thank  'n,  .      'Tw.is  inv  f^'rantlninthcr," 

"I  know  bettor;  hut  Ml  1im\c  tli.it.  Sim  c  I'm  here, 
let  me  humbly  ax  you  to  forgive  me  lor  all  the  jiast.  I've 
been  very  wir-kecl  to  you." 

He  breathed  hard. 

"What— what  the  devil  d'you  mean  ^  "  he  asked. 

"  Have  you  forgot  ?  You  done  right  and  I  -  but  't\va=; 
losing  you  at  the  last  minute,  hts.  .^^)rtal  woman 
couldn't  get  over  it  all  at  once.  'Twas  such  a  gashly  thing. 
Pity  me  a  bit  and  then  you'll  larn  to  forgi\e  me.  Yen 
was  always  able  to  forgive  a  girl  anything." 

"  Why  didn't  you  i ome  to  see  my  mother  when  tdie 
was  dying  ?  "  he  asked.  "  Lizzie  told  me  long  after  that 
she'd  sent  to  you  and  you  wouldn't  come." 

"  I  know— I  know— my  wickedness,  and  my  loss.  But 
'tis  like  this  :  from  that  night,  Ives,  I  was  turned  to  gall. 
I  had  a  devil  come  into  me.  I  couldn't  forgive  you,  or 
her,  from  that  awful  niglit  till  long,  long  after." 

"  She  had  nouglit  to  do  with  it.     'Twas  your  own  act. 
You  weren't  straight  with  me.     You  waited  till  you  knew 
your   hnsljand's   uncle   was   going   to   be   married.     Then 
you  said  you'd  run  away,  because  t'other  game  was  up 
That's  why  I  threw  you  over." 

"  I  only  ask  you  to  forgive  me.  I  make  no  excuses, 
thon.gh  I'll  swear  afore  my  Maker  that  ne\er  influenced 
me.  I  hesitated  along  of  fearing  for  your  good,  not  my 
own.  I  didn't  think,  even  to  the  la?t  minute,  that  I  was 
good  enough  for  you  ;  and  I  wasn't  ;  and  'twas  respect 
for  your  mother,  as  well  as  true  love  for  you,  that  kept  me 
off  and  off,  till  you  was  too  much  for  me  and  made  me 
promise.  But  I  thank  you  for  saving  me  as  you  did  at 
the  end." 

"  And  spurned  me  after  as  if  I  was  unclean." 

"  I'm  only  a  woman.  We  can't  be  large-minded  at 
such  times.  How  would  you  have  felt  to  me  if  I'd  kept 
you  waiting  till  daybreak  at  the  Windystone  and  never 
c  0 1 1 1  'J  I  o  y  o  11  .' 

"  What  d'3-ou  mean  ?  " 
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"  I  mean  (liat  youi  letter  jLjot  to  my  Iiii'banrl,  not  to 
inc.  Aiiil  I  wont  that  ( ursed  nioriiiiit,'  and  suffered  as 
no  woman  e\er  suffered  afore.  'Twasn't  luunan  to  help 
fLcling  it  aftei,  even  though  I  did  hear  'twas  no  fault  of 
yours." 

He  stared. 

"  Sauiu.l  had  the  letter  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  and  let  imt  go,  and  ke})t  the  sorret  ('lo-,e  as  wax. 
Only  ;in  hn  deathbed  he  ttild  rue  and  gave  ni''  the  letter. 
I've  got   that  letter  now,   Ives." 

"  Have  you,  by  God  !  " 

"  He's  gone  to  his  rest  now.     Don't  think  hardly  of  liim." 

"  Not  me.  .\nd  never  s<iid  nothing  but  ga\-e  ine  a 
trart  !  Pocjr  worm  !  I'll  trouble  you  for  that  letter, 
however." 

"  Of  course  you  shall  ha\e  it.  'Twas  a  very  wise,  noble 
letter.  You've  been  the  only  lii;ht  and  sense  that  ever 
came  into  mv  lite." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?  "  he  asked  sudilt^ily. 

"  Go  back  to  mv  own  people.  Samuel  left  his  cottage 
to  his  mother,  till  her  death— then  to  me.  The  old  woman 
says  I  can  stop  of'  if  I've  n  mind  to  do  it  ;  but  I've  no 
mind  to.  She  s  iiv  .ung  to  i)e  back  again  and  di:..  want 
a  thing  he've  toiK  hed  or  used  to  be  moved.  She's  always 
praying  she  may  be  allowed  to  see  him  appear  like  an 
angel  ?  " 

"  It  pretty  well  knocked  her  out,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  She  very  near  died,  but  doi  tor  judges  she  may  live 
a  year  or  two  yet.  And  't':  right  she  should  come  back 
to  her  own  house.  But,  of  course,  I  (oukin't  bide  with 
her,  though  we're  very  good  friends  mdeed  now  he's  gone." 

"  You'll  go  home  ?  " 

"  Yes,  till   I   find  work.' 

"  I'll  carry  your  basket  back  ftjr  you,  and  you  can  give 
me  that  ktter  now  this  minute,"  lie  said. 

"  Thank  vou  kindly,  Ives.  And  will  you  say  you'\'e 
forgived  me  for  the  past  ?  " 

"  'Tis  the  other  way,  I  reckon.  'Tis  you  have  to  for- 
give me.  'Twasn't  pleasant  to  treat  a  womaii  as  I  treated 
you,    iiiiu    li    you   siudileii    lo    be   ul    liie    \VuRi\&loae,    you 

may  guess  I  smarted  not  to  be  there.     But  the  past  be 
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r^'^t,  ami  tho  less  cithfr  of  us  rail  it  l)a(  k  apaiii,  tlif 
iiottor." 

At  her  :T>ttnt;o,  howovor,  Jill  dorjarrd  that  sho  couitl 
iinl   find  the  lettn. 

"  Ynu  shall  ]\A\o  it  so  ^oon  as  I  <  an  put  my  hand  upon 
it,"  she  s.iid.  "  'Tis  hiddr:)  a'va\-  so  safe  that  for  the 
minute  I  can't  exai  tly  muid  where  'tis.  Come  ur>  to- 
morrow evening.  " 

He  promised  to  do  so  ;  and  for  that  fla\-  this  remarkable 
discovery  ■">  I'llli'ij  hj^  imm^inatinn  that  Ri'th,  on  her 
cwning  journey,  s.iw  nothuig  ul  hiin. 


CHAriER    VII 


DARKNESS   ON    GREAT   MIS 


ARTHUR  BROWN  arrived  at  Vixen  Tor  for  a  few 
days  after  his  return  to  England.  He  was  very 
instructive  and  never  related  any  experience  or  incident 
without  drawing  some  moral  reflection  tlierefrom.  He 
showed  himself  deeply  interested  in  his  Ixiby,  and  the 
father  and  son  sometimes  regarded  each  other  in  a  manner 
tliat  tempted  Ives  to  grim  amusement. 

"  Wonder  what  the  thing  will  make  of  you,"  he  mused 
as  he  watched  the  infant  staring  with  fatuous  solemnity  at 
Arthur. 

"  Don't  call  it  a  '  thing  !  '  "  cried  Lizzie,  wh.i  ha^i  the 
haby  on  her  lap. 

"He  IS  an  immortal  soul,"  said  the  si  ho^lmastcr,  "  and 
vour  question  should  be,  not  so  much  what  he  wiJl  make 
of  the  author  of  his  being,  as  what  the  author  of  his  being 
Will  make  of  him.  The  responsibihty  of  the  male  jiarent 
begins  a  good  deal  sooner  than  most  fathers  im.igine. 
In  fact,  having  paid  some  attention  to  this  subject,  I  say 
wittiout  hesitation  that  fathers  ar'  very  prone  to  shirk 
\\u'\r  responsibilitv.  Now  I  devote  one  whole  hour  of 
every  day  of  my  life  to  Arthur,  though  he  is  as  yet 
barely  six  months  of  age." 

"  poor  little  devil  !  "  said  Ives. 

"He    Inxrs   his   father,"    declared   Lizzie 
father  has  been  with  him  about  half  an  hour 


After    his 

_ _  _    _  he  always 

begins  to  say  '  da-da-da,'  and  I  know  he's  trying  to  say 
'  dad.'  " 

likely    trying   to   say   '  damn,'  "   suggested   the 

I 


"  More 
un(  le. 

"  Hush  !  "    said 
yourself,  l\cs.     It 


.Mr.    Blown.     " 

isn't  fair  to  the 

31ti 


beg    you'll    restrain 
hild.     The  infanc  ear 
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is  extraordinarily  sensitive  and  receptive,  and  the  infant 
instinct  aniazinLjIy  imitatixe.  We  should  stri\e  Iroin 
the  earliest  age  to  impart  the  halut  of  close  thinking  and 
r.  ^uoptr  choice  of  words.  You  cannot  commence  ttjo 
soon.  I  want  the  child  to  pick  up  my  diction.  If  vju 
begin  by  making  the  young  take  lile  serioush,  the  tempta- 
tion to  do  otherwise  when  thev  grow  up  is  not  so 
great." 

"  No  fear  for  him.  He'll  take  life  seiious  enough  when 
he  sees  t'other  childer  having  sweeties  and  toys  and  him 
only  gettmg  sermons." 

Lizzie  protested,  but  Arthur  held  up  his  liand. 

"  Hear  me,  please,  Lizzie.  Toys  are  vcrv  much  mis- 
understood. Every  toy  should  combine  instruction  u:th 
innocent  amusement.  This  is  not  appreciated.  Now  I 
shall     ..." 

It  was  at  this  juncture  that  Ruth  arrived  and  she  and 
Lizzie  departed  to  admire  the  baby's  (HstinctioiT^  in  prixafe. 

Ives  showed  greater  patience  with  his  brother-in-law 
than  of  old,  though  Arthur  irritated  him  as  usual.  But 
his  counter-strokes  were  of  a  kind  less  elementary.  He 
seldom  swore  and  cursed  ;  he  uttered  his  own  opinions 
on  what  Arthur  called  "  serious  subjects  "  ;  and  they  awoke 
the  fiercest  antagonism.  Indeed,  Ives  was  somewhat 
interested  to  find  that  though  Mr.  Brown  had  never 
faltered  in  a  cold  patience  before  personal  attack  and 
even  insult,  yet  he,  too,  could  grow  warm  when  his  faith 
and  the  mainsprings  of  his  mental  and  moral  existence 
were  attacked. 

To  please  Lizzie,  Ives  went  to  church  se\eral  times 
during  the  month  she  S})ent  at  her  old  home,  but  services 
lacked  salt  for  him.  He  only  returned  when  she  urged 
it  and  mentioned  his  mother's  name.  He  was  reminded 
that  Avisa  always  liked  him  to  go  ;  ard  therefore  again 
he  went.  His  own  mental  life  of  late  liad  widened  and 
deepened  ;  and  the  deeper  he  went  the  darker  it  became. 
The  fountains  of  ,ustice  did  not  show  themselves  in  the 
high  places.  H'  found  them  in  man,  nevc'  in  God.  He 
told  Arthur  Brown  of  this  discovery  and  pained  the  school- 
master not  a  little. 

"  If  you  would  read  the  Book  of  books  .  .  ."  he  said. 
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"  I've  read  miles  of  it.  Christ  is  all  right  ;  hut  h  s 
dead,  and  S(/s  <iiarity.     Died  with  Him,  I  reckon." 

"  Don't  tall<  like  tliat.  Christ  is  not  dead.  He  is  wait- 
ing to  find  the  way  to  every  human  heart.  The  Kingdom 
of  Heaven  is  within  j'ou,  Ives.     At  least  it  might  he." 

"  That's  bnsh,  Arthur." 

"  It  is  the  greatest  truth  in  the  world,  Ives." 

The  vmnic:er  proceeded  and  explained  hmiself  so  far  as 
hi  >  \o(al)uiary  was  equal  to  the  task.  Without  assistance 
he  had  discovered  the  elementary  yet  neglected  fact  that 
Nature's  stern  disciplines  are  concerned  with  man's  tlesh 
and  hlood,  not  his  soul  ;  that  she  punishes  the  sins  of  life 
against  matter,  not  morals.  No  tares  were  ever  yet  chidden 
by  Nature  for  choking  good  wheat  :  she  helps  them  to  do 
it  ;  the  goats  are  her  clioson  not  less  than  the  sheep.  He 
had  perceived  that  Nature  knew  nothing  whatever  about 
goodness  or  badness,  and  he  began  to  wonder  whether  God 
did  either.  Nature  put  her  foot  down  when  man  broke 
her  laws  ;  but  whether  he  broke  his  own,  appeared  to  be 
a  matter  of  perfect  indifference  to  her. 

"  I  suppose  God  made  Nature,"  he  said,  "  and  He  might 
have  made  her  a  bit  fairer  and  a  bit  more  sportsmanlike. 
Nature's  that  heartless,  Arthur,  that  every  hedge  will  show 
you  things  that  make  your  blood  boil.  This  merciful  God 
of  the  sparrows  ought  to  look  after  it." 

"  And  d'you  think  He  doesn't  ?  "  asked  Brown. 

"  I  know  He  doesn't,"  said  the  other.     "  Look  at  this." 

He  went  to  the  mantelshelf  and  took  from  it  a  rabbit's 
skull.  Some  accident  had  overtaken  the  beast  in  hfe  and 
deprived  it  of  a  tooth.  The  responding  incisor,  thus 
freed  from  restraint  and  control,  had  slowly  proceeded 
with  growth,  and  finally  destroyed  the  creature  by  starva- 
tion. 

"  Where  was  your  God  when  that  rabbit  was  dying  ?  " 
said  Ives. 

"  With  the  rabbit,"  answered  Arthur  stoutly.  "  Have 
no  sorrow  fnr  the  rabbit.  These  things  happen  and  Nature 
does  much  that  stems  curious  to  our  blind  eyes.  You 
might  as  well  say,  '  Where  was  God  at  the  time  of  the  great 
earthquake  of  Lisbon  ?  '     He  was  in  the  midst  of  it." 

"  Not  Him — up  aloft,  out  oi  harm's  way,  looking  on  at 
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the  fun  !  Us  have  got  to  f^^  down  when  Nature  liits  out, 
but  we  know  she's  hitting  l.clow  the  belt  time  and  again  ; 
we  know,  when  she  goes  on  the  loose,  like  a  drunken  man, 
and  sends  a  gale  in  spring  and  knocks  all  her  own  new 
handiwork  to  pieces,  that  she's  not  ^sponsible.  Why 
don't  your  God  teach  her  sense  ?  Nobodv  can  a:  wer 
that." 

"  We  shouldn't  attempt  to.  Such  a  c|uestion  shows  a 
wrong  attitude.  You  oughtn't  to  thuik  or  say  such  things. 
Nature -well,  Nature  works  by  laws." 

"  And  who  made  the  laws  ?  If  you'd  had  to  make  'em, 
would  N'ou  have  made  'em  as  they  are  ?  " 

"  I  certainly  shouldn't  have  made  them  more  wisely," 
said  Mr.  Brown.  "  Because  that  would  have  been  impos- 
sible to  a  finite  mind." 

"  Then  you  ought  to  be  ashamed,"  declared  Ives  hotly. 
"  I'd  have  made  'em  better,  and  if  a  just  God  had  made 
em.  He'd  have  made  'em  better.  My  own  belief  is  that 
He  had  nought  to  do  with  them.  You'll  read  in  Job, 
Arthur,  that  God  let  the  Dtvil  have  a  run  for  his  money 
here  and  there,  and  soiuitimes  1  be  of  a  nuiid  to  think  .  .  ." 

"  Not  the  laws  of  Nature,"  declared  Arthur  with  great 
conviction.  "  The  Enemy  of  Mankind,  or  the  Prince  of 
the  Air  in  poetical  spee(  h,  is  allowed  to  have  the  power  to 
tempt  mankind  ;  but  it  is  man  \  o,  by  his  wickcnlness, 
gave  Him  that  power.  God  did  not.  But  God  would 
not  give  the  Evil  One  power  over  life  and  death.  Oil  no  ; 
believe  me,  Ives,  the  Devil  has  no  control  over  the  forces  of 
Nature." 

"  'Twas  just  a  sportsmanlike  idea  of  Moleskin's  to  get 
God  out  of  the  fix,"  explained  hes.  "  Him  and  me  be 
both  thinking  men  and  great  on  justice  in  general  ;  and  we 
was  wondering  over  tl)is  rabbit's  head  how  God  could 
reconcile  it  to  His  conscience  to  do  such  a  danmed  criu  1 
piece  of  work.     We  decided  that  God  hadn't  heard  of  it." 

"  All  this  tends  to  weakening  of  faith,"  said  Mr.  Brown. 
"  If  you,  with  your  little  finite  mind,  can  take  this  atti- 
tude— But  really  I  think  Ives,  that  if  instead  of  just 
taking  these  superficial  ideas  you  went  to  the  bottom  of 
things,  as  I  do,  you  would  find  tlie  riddle  quite  easy  to 
understand.     You  must  read  all  that  happens  in  the  light 
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"I  Divine  Revelation.  aiuJ  in  that  blazing'  illuniinntion 
everything  hts  into  its  appointed  plare,  and  we  under 
to  Nature  the  things  that  are  Nature's,  and  unto  God  the 
tilings  tiiat  are  (iod's.  All  will  Ir  made  clear,  be  sure  of 
that.     What  looks  wrong  isn't  reall\-." 

"And  the  Devil  too.  What's  the  end  of  him?  I 
a<ked  Moleskin,  and  he  said  '  The  end  of  the  Devil  is  his 
tail.  Tliat's  all  we  know  in  this  world.'  As  a  matter  of 
lact  nobody  believes  in  the  De\'il  nowadays— not  even 
parsons." 

"Oh  yes,  they  do-all  honest  ones."  answered  Brown. 
■  We  understand   the  Devil   latter,  that's  all.      There's  a 
Devil  and  every  man  knows  it.      And  you  know  it.     It 
Heaven  is  within  us,  hell  can  be  also."" 

Pomeroy  lauglied  and  the  argument  ended  in  some 
lasting  annoyance  on  the  one  side  and  indifference  on  the 
other.  Ives  continued  to  attribute  consciousness  to  Nature 
and  arraign  her  accordingly;  Mr.  Brown  continued  to 
rely  upon  that  verbiage  and  that  nebulous  and  slovenly 
thmking  common  in  the  rank  and  file  of  those  who  allege 
the  possession  of  faith  ;  Ives  (  ontinued  to  shock  Arthur,  for 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  him  shocked;  Arthur  continued  to 
afford  Ives  that  pleasure.  The  younger  man's  attitude 
msensiblv  but  swiftly  changed  towards  his  sister's  husband. 
( )nce  he  hated  him,  and  now  he  desj^ised  him.  It  remained  to 
show  whether  time  would  further  modify  his  understanding 
of  the  schoolmaster,  purify  his  view  to  pity,  or  even  exalt 
it  to  sympathy. 

"  The  diffierence  betv.een  us  is,"  he  said  once  to  Arthur, 
"  that  I  know  I'm  going  wrong  three  parts  of  my  time,' 
and  I'm  always  feeling  out  after  justice  and  something 
to  lend  me  a  hand,  and  never  finding  it  ;  and  that  you  think 
>'ou're  right  all  the  time  and  never  want  to  hear  a  wiser 
opinion  on  any  subject  than  your  ov.n." 

"  The  voice  of  man  too  often  drowns  the  still  small  voice 
of  the  Lord  ;  and  that  is  the  only  voice  I  want  to  hear," 
answered  Mr.  Brown. 


Ives  saw  Ruth  liome  again  after  nightfall ;  he  then  kept 
his  appointment  with  Jill  ,  but  the  intei  view  was  shorter 
than  she   desired  or  intended.     Her  in.-linnt.on    tr.r,ir,f^ri 
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her  to  keep  the  famous  letter  ;  her  wits  told  her  that  this 
would  be  impossible  if  for  an  instant  she  desned  the  good- 
will of  the  man.  She  cursed  herself  very  heartily  for 
1  laving  n^entioned  the  letter  at  all ;  but  it  had  slipped  out 
m  preseniing  Ikt  case  and  lier  vigil.  She  felt  that  the 
I,«athetic  spectacle  of  her  tryst  at  the  Windystone  had 
impressed  him  ;  but  on  the  other  hand,  it  was  unfortunate 
that  the  letter  must  be  relinquished  at  this  moment 

Her  dreams  and  hopes  were  crushed  after  Pomeroy  had 
been  m  the  house  five  minutes.     He  came  for  the  letter  and 
he  came  fresh  from  a  rather  emotional  farewell      He  had 
asked  Ruth  at  leave-taking  to  walk  with  him  in  the  Moor 
on  the  following  Sunday,  and  she  had  agreed  to  do  so 
Ihey  planned  a  meeting  at  .Merivale  Bridge    and  already 
th-  man's  mind  was  full  of  it,  as  he  took  his  letter  from 
I  hi  s  haau. 
''  \yill  you  come  in  a  minute,  Ives  ?  "  she  asked. 
,V'^,^'Tnf''^-  ^°'*'"  ^^  answered,  and  the  name  strurk 
'Old  ;      1 11  come  in  and  burn  this  letter  at  your  fire  if  you 
please.     Sooner  the  better." 
He  destroyed  the  paper  and  there  was  a  pause. 
''  May  I  fetch  you  a  drop  of  cider  ?  " 
]*  No.  thanks.    And  so  you  go  back  to  your  own  people  >  " 
Yes   I  suppose  so.     Yet  sometimes  I'm  half  in  a  mind 
to  stop  along  with  the  old  woman  and  see  her  out      She've 
got  very  little  hfe  left  in  her,  now  that  her  son's  dead  " 
Hejooked  at  Jill,  and  she  understood. 
"  You'll  find   a  better   man  than  iiim  come  presently  " 
he  said.  ^' 

She  made  no  answer  hut  a  sigh  ;   then,  after  an  awkward 
mterval,  he  spoke  again. 

I  '"^>Ve,^l  yo"  ^hat  I'm  going  to  marry  Miss  Rendle 
very  shortly." 

As  he  spoke  he  saw  her  grow  pale  under  the  candle- 
light. 

"  'Twas  always  my  mother's  wish— not  but  what  she's 
a  powerful  sight  too  good  to  me.' 
"  No  woman  was  ever  that." 

He  saw  tears  glittering  on  her  cheeks  and  rose  hurriedly 
to  depart.  ^ 

"  If  ever  I  can  do  you  a  good  turn,  [i!!  "  hp  -.au!      Tf.^^,^. 
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he  broke  off.  She  buried  her  face  in  her  arms  on  the 
table,  and  the  mound  of  her  wonderful  hair  shone  close 
to  the  candle.  From  a  mild  and  benignant  spiiit  he  leapt 
violently  and  fietcely  to  rage. 

■  God  damn  you  all !  "  he  said,  and  rushed  out  savagely. 
His  exit  comforted  her  a  good  deal ;  she  dried  her  eyps 
and  still  U  '•  justified  in  a  little  hope.  Such  fury  promised 
better  than  self-control  and  indifference  had  done.  And 
yet  her  final  thought  that  night  brought  bark  the  tears 
again.  He  had  said  that  he  was  going  to  marry  Ruth  Rendle, 
and  he  would  not  go  back  upon  his  word.  She  had  lost 
him  :  there  remained  only  the  barren  instinct  of  revenge. 
Well  she  knew,  as  all  Merivale  knew,  that  Matthew  North- 
more  hungered  after  Ruth,  and  that  Northmore  and 
Pomeroy  were  enemies.  She  strove  for  a  plan,  yet  could 
find  none. 

But  in  all  innocence  Matthew  helped  the  enemies  of  Ives 
next  Sunrlay,  for  the  master  of  Vixen  Tor  was  late  at 
Merivale  Bridge  through  an  incident  at  the  farm,  and  when 
he  arrived,  R.  tli  and  Northmore  had  been  talking  together 
for  half  an  hour.  They  were  not  at  the  bridge,  since  that 
spot  was  occupied,  as  often  happ-^ned  on  Sunday  afternoon, 
by  the  folk  ;  but  Ives  saw  them  on  the  bank  of  Walla  a 
hundred  yards  away.  They  sat  together  and  only  rose  at 
his  approach.  Then,  not  waiting  to  speak  with  him, 
Northmore  abruptly  departed.  But  Ruth  smiled  and 
held  out  lier  hand. 

"  He  kept  me  company  till  you  came,"  she  said. 

"  Like  his  blasted  impudence  !  Won't  he  never  learn 
you  don't  want  his  company,  long-faced  dog  ?  'Tis  a 
disgrace — and  to  go  off  like  that.  .  ." 

"  You  can't  expect  him  to— but  leave  him.  Smooth 
out  your  forehead,  Ives." 

"  Can't  expect  him  to — what  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know  what  I  was  going  to  say." 

"  Yes,  you  do.  You  meant  that  I  couldn't  expect  that 
man  to  like  me.  More  I  do.  All  the  same,  to  turn  his 
back  so  and  make  me  look  a  fool  in  sight  of  all  they  men 
on  the  bridge.  .  ." 

Ruth  seldom  laughed  ;  but  now  she  did  so  and  the 
i.  ;n  t:^^A 
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"  You're  on  his  side  then  ?  "  ho  asked  bluntly. 

"  I'm  on  no  side,"  she  said,  growing  grave  again  ;  "  I 
know  why  you  were  angry  with  him,  and  I'm  grateful. 
But— but— you  see,  you've  threatened  him  and  said  harsh 
things  in  company.  You  co^Jdn't  expect  the  man  to  feel 
very  kindly  towa'-ds  you  " 

"  Keep  walking,"  he  answered.  "  Better  leave  that.  I 
shall  do  more  than  threaten  afore  long." 

A  moody  fit  got  hold  upon  him.  He  had  started  to  ask 
iier  to  marry  him,  but  for  the  present  he  put  any  such 
thought  out  of  his  head.  They  tramped  together  and  she 
tried  hard  to  life  lum  up  and  raise  his  spirit  ;  but  she  failed. 
This  walk  had  been  the  dream  of  her  week,  and  her  heart* 
before  cover  of  night,  had  whispered  that  the  man  would 
speak  to  her  before  the  end  of  it.  But  now  she  grew  faint 
before  his  silence  and,  just  as  Ives  began  to  recover,  nigh 
the  ragged  crown  of  Great  xMis,  Ruth's  own  spirit  sank. 
The  place  and  the  weather  braced  him  ;  thev  dojiressed  her. 
At  the  critical  moment,  when  one  more  cheerful  speech 
might  have  brought  happiness  to  his  face  again,  her 
patience  gave  out. 

"  I'm  tired  and  cold,"  she  said.  "  Tisn't  much  good 
tramping  further  that  I  can  see." 

The  sudden  petulance  in  her  voice  struck  Pomeroy 
harshly  and  surprised  liim.  He  did  not  blame  himself  for 
it.     He  only  felt  glad  that  he  had  not  relaxed. 

"  Better  rest  a  bit,"  he  said.  "  Then  we'll  go  back  ; 
and  I'D  !  avc  you  at  Stone  Park,  if  you  like." 

His  ftiocity  calmed  her  again. 

"  You  oughtn't  to  say  that." 

"  Sit  here  and  look  out  over,"  he  answered.  "  Tis  all 
ugly  and  'twill  suit  us,  for  we'm  all  ugly  too  by  the  sound 
of  our  voices." 

She  relented  a  little  more,  and  they  sat  without  speaking 
and  looked  at  the  hand  of  late  autumn  working  upon  the 
waste. 

A  high  wind  laden  with  occasional  showers  llogged  the 
Moor,  hummed  against  the  granite  and  set  the  dying  herb- 
age shivering  with  waves  of  colourless  light.  Upon  the 
sallow  spaces  of  the  hills  cloud  shadows  rolled  heavily  ; 
aloft,  in  a  wild  grey  herd,  the  clouds  stampeded  over  the 
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blue.  Here  strapRlcrs  broke  awav  and  fled  alone  ;  here, 
afar,  the  masses  darkened  and  slai  t  rain  fell  from  them, 
brightening  the  gloom  of  on«^  mour  tain  and  dimming  the 
light  of  another.  The  brief  colour-song  of  the  hng  had 
ceased  ;  but  there  was  rich  harmony  of  chocolate  and 
amber  in  the  bogs,  seeding  rushes  and  dark  peat-cuttings. 

Pomeroy  sat  himself  with  his  face  to  the  utmost  desola- 
tion. He  turned  from  the  fertile  low  lands  and  let  the 
wind  buffet  his  left  cheek,  so  that  his  eyes  might  reflect 
only  the  north  and  north-cast  of  the  wilderness.  Ruui 
did  likewise,  and  together  they  gazed  very  far  off  into  the 
passes  of  Taw  and  upon  the  dim,  huge  crowns  of  Great 
Links.  Nigh  Hare  Tor,  Ruddyford  Farm  and  its  little 
grove  lay  like  another  cloud  shadow  ;  great  sunUt  and 
storm-foundered  slopes  fell  brokenly  to  the  rivers  ;  High 
Willhayes  was  not  seen  ;  l)ut  easterly  the  head  of  Fur  Tor 
blotted  the  grey  sky  ;  and  Devil  Tor's  squat  front  was 
also  visible,  where  it  led  to  the  wild  ways  of  Dart. 

The  sun  beat  down  suddenly  on  Ruth's  brown  neck  and 
warmed  her  ;  but  the  caress  from  the  sky  seemed  to  miss 
the  man.  Rain  followed,  in  a  brief,  driving  spit  and  fury. 
It  lasted  no  time  and  was  ended  almost  before  the  woman 
could  open  her  umbrella.  Then  sunshine  roamed  again 
over  the  moisture-laden  miles  and  woke  wonders  of  hght 
upon  them. 

"  What  are  you  thinking  of  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Trying  not  to  think.  What's  the  good  ?  Nothing 
ever  comes  out  of  it  all.  H  you  could  stick  a  knife  into  the 
thinking  place  in  my  head  and  stop  the  worKS  for  evermore, 
I  should  be  that  much  happier." 

"  Better  stick  it  into  your  heart  while  you're  about  it. 
Then  you'll  never  be  miserable  again,"  she  said. 

He  stared  at  the  sky  and  then  at  her. 

"  You're  right  there  !  But  that's  not  the  sort  of  advice 
I  should  look  to  you  to  give." 

"  No — 'twasn't  your  mother  taught  me  that,"  she  said. 

Presently  Ruth  asked  him  to  forgive  her. 

''  I  get  wicked  thoughts  sometimes — frantic  and  mad. 
I've  tried  so  hard  to  hide  them  from  you.  But  now  you've 
catched  me  in  one.     Forgive  me,  Ives." 
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'■  It  brings  you  nearer  to  surh  as 


again,"  he  answered, 
me.     All  the  same. 

He  stopped,  and  silence  fell  again. 

They  talked  into  a  placid  mood  presently,  and  only  rose 
when  darknerss  was  at  hand.  Pomeroy's  desire  to  offer 
marriage  was  for  the  moment  suspended;  and  yet  he 
loved  the  vyoman  better  now,  in  this  h.Mir  of  storm-laden 
gloaming,  darkening  heath  and  shouting  wmd,  than  ever 
he  had  loved  her. 
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M<ii-,i'i:CT3    FOR     JILL 

A  MONTI  I  atti  r  her  meeting  with  Ivcs  aiul  the  mu- 
rend.i  ol  Ins  letter,  Jill  Bolt  called  to  Mr.  ('(hUI  as 
he  was  passing  her  >  ottage  door,  and  strove  to  turn  the 
conversation  upon  a  certain  theme.  She  ike  without 
any  great  earnestness  of  purpose  and  atlef  ted  indifference, 
but  he  was  quick  of  perception  in  the  matter  of  an  enemy, 
and  swiftly  brushed  away  her  pretent  es.  The  very  fact 
that  she  slmuld  again  make  mention  of  his  old  master  to 
him,  told  Kmmanucl  that  Jill's  i)rivate  hopes  had  failed  her. 
His  hrst  inclination  was  to  jeer,  but  he  changed  his  mind. 

"  "ies,"Iie  said,  '  I  don't  change,  whatever  females  may 
do.  Tm  all  of  a  piece  in  my  hate  of  that  vile  chap,  but  at 
my  age  patience  be  a  part  of  us.     I'll  bide  my  time." 

]'  He's  going  to  marry  Ruth  Rendle,  he  tells  me." 

"Told  you  that,  did  he  !  His  mother  always  hungered 
after  it,  but  of  course  he  took  very  good  care  not  to  let  her 
have  the  joy  of  seeing  it  done.  Poor  fool  of  a  woman- 
Ruth  Rendle,  I  mean.  To  take  that  rip,  when  she  might 
have  my  master." 

"They're  not  m.arried  yet." 

Jill  was  packing  a  crate  with  a  few  of  the  things  that 
Samuel  had  bought  for  her. 

"  You  be  going  then  ?  "  he  said,  not  answering  her  last 
remark. 

"  Y'^s — ntxt  week." 

"  Back  to  your  home  ?  " 

Yes,  for  the  present.     The  old  woman  don't  want  me 
.  ^h^  ^o  \^ant  the  cottage,  so  I  shall  get  out  of  it." 
"  You'll  find  another  husband.      1  should  have  thought, 
now  you  was  free,  that  men  would  have  jumped  at  you— 
so  young  and  trim  as  you  be  still." 

r\t'ae       oKK'-lTrc       Viir-      t..n*.      A 
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have.     Had  t'other  woman  been  tokenec,  or  married   he'd 
nave  been  frantic  tor  her  long  ago  " 
^_  ;'  If  there's  one  thing  I  should  hke  to  do."  said  Emmanuel 
tis  to  get  that  girl  lor  Mattliew  Xorthmore.     'Tvvould  he 
killing  two  birds  with  one  stone.     'Twould  be  pleasing  niv 
master  and  getting  evens  with  that  anointed  scamp  '' 
A  great  idea  certainly." 

f  U  }'r)T  '""'';, ''"'"'^  ''^''"  *''''"  •      ^  ^'''"'t  know  you 
It-It  like  that  still.  -^ 

She  looked  calmly  at  Emmanuel 

"  Us  have  got  to  fight  fu,  ours.hfs  against  vou  sillv 
men,  she  said.  '•  I'm  the  right  wife  for  Pomeroy.  and 
always  was,  and  always  will  be.  Xobodv  knows  it  better 
than  him.  He  thinks  he  ueiit  too  far  with  that  girl  afore 
my  husband  died.  Ban't  outside  human  power  to  rl.oke 
em  apart  yet.     He  cursed  when  Iw  UAd  me  about  it      1 

geT an 'i^dea  '^^^  '"''^"^'     ^'"'  """  ^'  '''^  "'  ^'"''-'  ^""^  ^  "'''>' 

"  You'm  wishful  for  to  marry  him  still  then  ?  " 
Yes,  I  be." 

Mr.  Codd  appeared  doubtful. 

"  Then  I  don't  see  how  you  an'  me  can  cabal  against 
urn    o  much  purpose.     I'm  wishh.l  for  to  mar  h.ni  and 
hurt  hm,  all  I  know  ;  and  I'll  do  it  j-et.  ,f  it  takes  every C 
of  strength  left  m  my  body."  ^ 

'•  I  can't  explain  how  I  feel  about  it.  Such  a  man  as  you 
wou  dn  t  understand.  I  don't  mind  how  he  smarts,  so  long 
a.  the  smarting  w.  1  bring  him  to  me.  Let  him  smart  and 
1  II  heal  the  smart  later. 

••  What  a  gawkim  you  be  I  He  won't  want  you  to  heal 
tile  wounds— not  if  he  know's  you  made  'em  '  " 

"  That's  just  what  he  won't  know." 

"  You're  too  difhcult  for  me,"  declared  Mr.  Codd      "  \11 
the  same,  if  you  want  him  smote  and  can  think  of  a  rieht 
•ay,  say  It.     For  my  part  I  can't  light  on  no  better  thought 
-■?is  ""?'■'  "  ^^^ther's  turning  properly  dry  and 

''  That  won't  help  me.     Leave  it  a  bit  and  see  how  the 
ca     jumps.     Perhaps   she'll    think    better  of   taking   him 
before  the  time  comes.     She  won't  be  thp.  f^r^f       ^ 
changed  her  mind  about  Ives  Pomeroy." 
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"  Yet  you  could  go  back  to  the  fool  in  cold  blood  !  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Pcnifiny   wouldn't   give   ><in   iniK  h   lujttt-r   than    Bolt 

did.' 

"  Yes.  he  would-- a  Int.  A  faun's  a  farm,  and  he  stands 
to  work  now   and  be  g(jing  <in  well." 

"  It  he  treated  his  wife  ncj  better  than  \m  work-people, 
you'd  have  a  ])oor  time  ot  it,  md  go  dfiwn  to  the  pit  a 
miserable  woman." 

"  I  could  manage  him  all  right  if  once  I  got  him." 

"  Too  late,  if  he'm  tokened  to  t'other.  She  won't  give 
him  up.     Better  ncjt  think  of  tiiat." 

■'  You  can  leave  that  side  to  me,"  said  Jill  ;'  "  a  woman's 
pretty  quick  where  she  feels  a  big  interest,  like  what  I 
do  in  Ponieroy.  Give  me  a  week  ;  then  I'll  come  up  to 
Stone  Park  and  have  a  tell  with  you  one  day  when  North- 
more's  uut  of  the  way.     Do  he  live  alone  still  ?  " 

"  Yes — till  the  new  man  and  his  wife  come  a  few  weelis 
hence.  He's  hunting  over  to  Tavistock  presently  ;  Thurs- 
day week.  So,  when  he's  away,  >uu  can  walk  over  and 
say  what  you've  thought  about  it." 

A  figure  stood  at  the  door  and  the  shrunken  shadow  uf 
Rachel  Bolt  fell  on  the  threshoM.  She  had  much  aged 
and  was  little  more  than  a  bent  and  sad-eyed  ghost.  Even 
the  old  woman's  voice  had  grown  more  feeble  and  more 
mournful  in  its  cadence. 

"  Come  in,  mother,"  said  Jill  kindly.  "  'Tis  only  Mr. 
Codd  lending  a  hand  with  my  packing." 

"  But  I  must  be  off  now"  announced  Emmanuel.  "  Good 
evening  to  you,  Mrs,  Bolt.     So  you  are  to  lose  Jill  ?  " 

"  Not  to  lose  her.  She'll  come  and  see  me  as  long  as  I 
be  here — for  love  of  Samuel — won't  you,  Jill  ?  " 

"  So  I  shall  then — scores  and  scores  of  times.  And  once 
you  get  back  in  here,  you'll  feel  better  and  stronger  far." 

Emmanuel  went  his  way  and  Rachel  shook  her  head. 

"  Pray  God  it  won't  be  long.  I've  only  got  one  thing 
to  say  beside  the  Lord's  Prayer  now  when  I  get  down  on 
my  knees  ;  and  that  be  to  ask  the  Almighty  to  let  Samuel 
be  the  angel  that  comes  to  fetch  me.  The  joy  of  that ! 
And  it  can  be  done.  All  things  are  possible  with  the  Al- 
mighty.    Such  an  angei  as  he  be  now — such  a  .  .  /' 
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"  Yes,  yes.     See  here,  mother.     I've  left  them  vases  on 
the   mantelshelf  ;    because   fie   was   special    fond   of    'em 
and   the  pictures  I   be  going  to  leave  also,   because  the 
pnpers  faded  round  'em  and  'twill  spoil  the  room  to  ninve 
tluin. " 

"  'Tis  very  good  of  you,  and  like  the  things  he  taught 
you  to  do  and  think.  Mis  old  mother  was  a  lot  to  that 
nian^  Hut  these  kind  things  you  be  saying  make  it  ^o 
nmch  harder  to  tell  what  I've  come  to  tell." 

"  You  want  something  cl-^r  of  his  ?  " 

"Only  one  thing.      Til   I.t   all  the  rest  go  gladlv-all 
I  vc  longed  and  longed  fn,    it  ever  since  I  got  back  my 
reason,  but  I  cdnMn't   bring    mvself  to  beg  fur  it      Tis 
almost  too  mm  h,   I'm  afraid." 

Jill^  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

''^  I've  never  refused  nothing,  mother." 

"  You  haven't  ;  but  this  is  ditlerent.  Tis  greedy  of 
me— even  his  mother— to  ask  for  it.  Yes  'tis  too  ereat 
a  thing."  '  ° 

"  If  you  mean  the  cottage,  vou  be  going  to  have  it  and 
live  m  It  for  the  rest  of  your  lile.  I  can't  do  no  more  than 
that  surely  ?  " 

••  Tisn't  the  cottage,  and  I  shall  pay  pn.per  rent  for 
the  cottage  like  anybody  else  w.juld.  Samuel  would  have 
wished  it-such  a  just  mar.  as  him  and  honourable  to  a 
half-penny.  Four  shillings  a  week  will  you  ha\-e,  so  long 
as  I  live.  But  tlu.Te's  something  more  by  far  than 
that. 

''  Say  it  then.     If  'tis  in  my  power.  .  ." 

''You  say  that  because  you' can't  guess  I'd  be  so  bold 
But— well— It  must  out.     I  was  wondering  if  just  for  my 
lifetime— of  course  to  come  back  to  you  after 

Still  she  hesitated  and  sniffed  and  grew  tearful.  But 
Jill  had  learned  patience  since  her  husband's  death  and  did 
not  hurry  her. 

•'  Don't  take  on,  there's  an  old  dear.  We  understand 
each  other  very  well  now,  I'm  sure.  Never  a  word  since 
our  dear  Samuel  went  home." 

"No,  no,  never  a  word.     You  did  all  mortal  woman 

could,  .and  w.t;  nr.irh    m-.i.-l-.  — .-.. 
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vcu  ^v""  'V^>:^'"'S^^'"'^  *?,^^y  't  then.     Tis  granted  before 
ycu  ax,  It  in  my  power. 

nsi".^-  )'"''^-the  flute-his  m,  precious  flute,  Jill 
D  you  h,nk  you  could  do  it  ?  Be  it  too  much  ?  But  if 
you  only  knovved  what  a  sad.  blessed  joy  'twoald  be  to 

fhJ'fl,u^■'!'''/^^"''r^  "'^'^""  "^^t  she  had  not  burned 
f  rl^c  •  i'  ''"'  -J'stinctly  remembered  the  intention 
funeral  ^•^•^'"'ng  Samuel's  possessions  after  the 

■■  Why,  of  course  you  can  have  it,  my  dear.     I  don't 
know  where    tis  for  ,he  minute;  but  'tis  safe  en.u.gh,  nu 

The  old  mothei-^s  e\es  grew  round  thn.ugli  hrr  tears. 
^afe    !  My  God  !  "  she  half  whisn.Ted 

Then  she  thanked  Jill  humbly  and  implored  her  to  seek 
a^  once  for  the  flute.  They  hunted  together  and  Rachel 
herself  discovered  it.  The  scrap  of  wood  her  son's  lips 
and  hngers  had  so  often  pressed  was  dusty  and  dirty  It 
had  been  thrust  into  a  cupboard  and  forgotten.  N.nv 
Rachel  cleaned  it  with  her  apron  and,  when  Jill's  back  was 
turned,   kissed  it  and  pressed  it  to  her  chock 

"Ha;^t  ntru^it'^'""^^-'^"  ^'■"  ^^'-•"  ^'- -^• 

vviih'^'[f^ri;L"°''"'     I^  ^l-"  g-"  your  coflin 

M^!  K  T-^' ,^?"^'^"^  and,  generous  thought  in  you,  [ill 
Maybe  he  d  have  wished  it.  .\nd  thank  vou-w/rds 
cant  thank  you;  but  I'll  pray  down  thanks";  and  h  ■ '  U 
be  pleased  about  it  where  he  is  " 
She  kissed  Jill  and  then  went  away  with  her  riches  • 
t  the  younger  widow's  packing  was  destined  to  be  stfli 
tu,  ther  interrupted,  for  a  man  came  to  the  door  and  knocked 
hve  minutes  after  her  mother-in-law  had  departed    In 

s.;:  kn^tv  the  toi^f  ^^^"^"'^^'  '^'"^-     ^^-  '-^^^'^  -^S 

said  Vill  ^'^X  ^T^i  5:-  ^r^-     ^''  ^"  ^^^'^  ^^  to  step  in." 

^""'^{r-  "  /^"^/'"^t  t.s  about  the  stone  that  you  be  come" 

It  is      he  admitted.  "  and  for  other  reasons  hkewi..-'" 

He  entered   put  his  hat  on  the  table  and  brought  some 

papers  out  of  his  pocket.  ^ 
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"  Business  first,"  said  Mr.  loop  ;  "  and  pleasure  after- 
wards.    At  least  'twill  be  my  pleasure." 

"  Let's  hear  that  then.  I  haven't  had  much  pleasure 
in  my  life." 

"  Oh,  'twas  nothing— (>nly  my  wish  to  lend  you  a  hand 
if  you'd  allow  of  it.  The  things— the  boxes  and  such  like. 
I  wanted  to  say  as  I  shall  be  very  pleased  to  send  round 
Bob  and  my  cart  and  move  them  for  vou  to  Sa:npford 
Spiney  free  gratis  and  for  nothing." 

"  Really  you  mean  that,  Mr.  Toop  ?  " 

"  Really  I  do,  Mrs.  Bolt— or  Jill  if    1  may  call  you  so." 

"  I  can't  refuse— too  poor,"  she  said.  "  But  I'm  afraid 
'tis  money  out  of  your  pocket  to  do  it." 

"  That  and  more  I'd  do — however,  since  y(ja're  agree- 
able to  it,  let  me  know  just  when  you  want  the  cart  and 
it  shall  be  here.  I'll  even  come  myself  to  see  all's 
vitty." 

"  'Tis  terrible  kin<l,  Mr.  Toop." 

"Say  nothing  to  nobody,  Jill.  'Tis  my  httle  affair. 
Not  a  word  to  my  brother.  Joel's  grown  rather  acid  of 
late,  along  of  his  shortness  of  breath.  But  as  for  me  I 
glow  younger  rather  than  older.  I  catch  mvself  whistling 
like  a  boy,  and  have  to  stop  myself  a  dozen  times  a  d^y 
and  remember  m^'  calling." 

She  nodded,  looked  at  his  sturdy  body,  his  eyes  behind 
their  glasses,  his  bald  head  and  great  snuff-stained  beard. 
He  might  be  elderly,  but  there  was  something  mascuHne, 
solid,  safe  about  him.  Romance,  indeed,  perished  in  the 
atmosphere  of  Peter  Toop,  but  Jill  felt  that  she  had  en- 
joyed enough  romance  of  late  years  and  found  it  unsatisfy- 
ing. Moreover,  there  was  something  absolutely  romantic 
in  this  offer  to  take  her  boxes  home  for  nothing.  It  re- 
presented about  fifteen  shilhngs'  worth  of  pure  romance, 
or  possibly  more. 

''  I  don't  see  that  you  grow  older,"  she  said. 
"  Thank  you  for  that  kind  word.  I've  had  enough  to 
make  me  here  and  there  ;  and  to  see  Joel  going  down  the 
hill  is  a  sad  spectacle,  day  in,  day  out.  Ther  there's  the 
business  of  people's  coffins  and  all  the  living  among  black- 
clad,  b.  )ken-hearted  fellow-creatures.  Still,  cs  /ou're  good 
enough  to  say,  Jill,  I  keep  young  and  feel  young.     Lord 
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knows  what  I  sIkjuUI  have  been  in  a  hvely  walk  of  Hfe — 
as  merry  as  David  afore  the  ark    I  reckon." 

"  You're  the  handsomest  man  u\  Meri\a!e  whether  or 
no,"  she  said. 

"  Come,  corne  ;  I'm  afraid  that's  only  said  out  of  kind- 
ness." 

"  I  do  feel  kind  to  you,  and  so  1  c  .ght  to  feel.  But 
'tis  only  truth  to  say  you'm  a  fine  man  and  bear  your 
years  light." 

Peter  breathed  heavily. 

"If  1  said  you  was  the  handsomest  woman,  'twould 
be  only  what  everybody  kriows.  I'm  very  sorry  you're 
going." 

"  Must  look  round  for  work  to  do.  About  this  here 
stone  to  Samuel  ?  " 

"  I'll  see  you  again  before  you're  off,  Jill.  But  now  to 
business,  as  you  very  properly  remind  me.  Well,  his  dear 
mother  wanted  half  the  Bible  put  on  tlie  monument  ;  but 
I've  had  to  explain  there's  aright  and  wrong  way  with  such 
things.  Finally  she've  come  down  to  two  texts  and  a 
verse  out  of  a  hymn.  Too  much  for  the  stone  ;  still  it 
leaves  a  place  for  anvthing  you  might  like  to  say." 

"Put  'Gone,  but' not  forgotten,' "  said  Jill.  "That's 
true  enough,  and  that's  all  I've  got  to  say.  I  never  shall 
forget  him,  poor  man." 

Mr.  Toop  uttered  a  great  expiration  of  breath. 

"  It  won't  offend  you  if  I  take  a  pinch  ?  "  ho  asked. 

"  Not  in  the  least.     I  don't  mind  a  little  snuff  about." 

"  There's  sense  !   he  said.     "  For   my  part   I   hold  that 
it  sweetens  a  room  and  purifies  the  atmosphere  of  the  air 
somethii^.g  wonderful.     You  sav  '  Gone,  but  not  forgotten.' 
Well,  Jill,  I  wouldn't  put  that  " 

"  Why  not  ?   ' 

"  'Tis  true  enough — now.  But  all  the  same  'tis  a  sort  of 
challenge  and  miglit  be  quoted  against  you  when  you  take 
your  next.  Your  heart  won't  forget  him  ;  but  I  should 
not  carve  such  a  thing  in  stone." 

"  How  is  it  likely  I  can  forget  ?  " 

"  Memory's  a  wonderful  antic.  It  does  things  you'd 
ne\er  believe.  You'm  only  how  many  years  old — twenty- 
eight,  perhaps  ?  " 
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"  I'm  twenty-six." 

"  Beg  pardon,  I'm  sure  ;  a  hole  in  my  manners  to  put  on 
two  years  like  that." 

"  It's  natural.  I've  felt  fifty  of  late,  what  with  his  death 
and  one  thmg  and  another.  I'm  old  for  my  years.  Rivers 
of  tears  I've  wept  this  year— oceans  and  rivers  of  'em.  I 
don't  suppose  I  shall  marry  again." 

"  You  must  cheer  up,  my  dear,  if  you'll  pardon  the 
freedom.  You  must  cheer  up  and  remember  where  he  is 
now.  Such  a  musicker  as  he  was— why,  Hea\'en  will  be 
the  very  delight  of  his  days,  and  he'll  take  his  place  along 
with  the  sackbuts  and  dulcimers  and  all  kinds  of  music, 
no  doubt,  and  surprise  some  of  'em,  I  dare  say,  when  they 
put  a  heavenly  flute  in  his  hand.  And  as  to  you  not  marry- 
mg,  he  was  far  too  sensible  a  man  ever  to  wish  that." 

"  WeU,  I  won't  put  it  then,  if  you're  against  it,  as  you 
seem  to  be.     I'll  have  what  you  please." 

"  Leave  it  to  me.  There's  texts  that  don't  commit  man 
or  woman  and  can't  be  brought  up  again,  whatever  happens. 
I'll  tind  something  affectionate,  Jill,  and  at  the  same  time 
guarded,  such  as  'The  Lord  gave  and  the  Lord  hath  taken 
away.'  Leave  it  to  me.  I'll  ruft  through  the  Book  and 
oome  over  again  to-morrow  evening." 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  see  why  you  should  take  such  a  dread- 
ful deal  of  trouble  for  a  poor,  friendless  woman  like  me." 
"I'm  proud  to  do  it.     Now,  can  I  lend  a  hand  with 
that  box,  or  can't  I  ?  " 
"  No,  thank  you." 

"  Then  I'll  go.     Don't  you  take  en.     You've  had  plenty 
of  trials  in  your  life,  but  a  good  time  may  be  coming."  ' 
"  I'm  not  hopeful  of  that,  iMr.  Toop.     I  belong  to  an 
unlucky  family." 

He  went  his  way  through  the  darkness,  and  she  stood 
and  watched  him  depart.  He  walked  firmly  and  whistled 
loudly  as  he  went.  The  whistle  reminded  j"ill  of  Samuel's 
flute,  but  she  liked  it  better.  There  was  something  more 
manly  about  it.  Peter  as  a  possible  husband  flashed 
upon  her.  The  idea  was  absolutely  new  ;  but,  character- 
isticaUy,  Jill  now  pondered  the  possibility  with  neither 
rdish  nor  distaste.  Mr.  Toop  would  mear.  riches  bcyniid 
the  height    of  her    ambition  ;    he    would    also    probably 
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mean  widowhood  while  she  was  still  in  possession  of 
some  feminine  glories.  She  rated  him  as  a  well-pres  .rved 
man  of  sixty-five,  or  peihaps  a  little  less.  He  might  last 
for  ten  or  even  fifteen  years.  His  ambition  to  find  a  wife 
was  well  known.  She  sat  far  into  the  night  weighing  the 
disadvantages. 

Peter  meantime  whistled  himself  home  and,  half-way 
between  The  Jolly  Huntsmen  and  Jill's  cottage,  met  Joel 
coming  in  the  opposite  direction. 

"  What  the  deuce  be  you  cluttering  and  twittering  about, 
hke  a  starling,  all  to  yourself  ?  "  asked  Peter's  brother. 

"  Nought— nought,"  answered  the  undertaker.  "  [ust 
thinking,  in  my  even  way,  that  'tis  ?n  ill  wind  blows  good 
to  none." 

"  Who's  dead  now  then  ?  " 

"  Nobody  for  the  minute,  I  believe.  My  miiid  was 
occupied  with  the  living  and  not  the  dead,  foel." 

"  Not  widow  Bolt,  I  should  hope  ?  " 

But  Peter  prevaricated,  an  art  Joel's  brutal  and  sudden 
assaults  had  long  taught  him  to  perfect. 

"What  a  man  you  are  for  wild  ideas.  Widow  Bolt ! 
Bless  your  life,  Joel,  she  wouldn't  look  at  me,  nor  yet  you. 
The  tiuth  is,  the  girls  begin  to  regard  us  both  as"  men  of 
middlc-age  tending  to  old,  and  fixed  to  the  bachelor  state. 
'Tisn't  flattenng,  but  we  must  face  it." 
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TIME  and  chance  combined  to  precipitate  the  cloudy 
ferocity  of  Mr.  Codd  and  malce  his  long  delayed 
revenge  a  practical  thine;.  There  came  a  dawn  wh.  i  he 
found  himself  no  nearer  his  purpose  than  usual ;  but  before 
midnight  the  deed  was  done  and  a  punishment  far  above 
Jtmmanuel's  highest  flight  of  inspiration  planned  for  Ives. 
That  it  involved  \  illamy  on  his  own  part  was  true  ;  but  the 
old  man  did  not  stop  to  consider.  Only  after  the  fever 
of  that  day  was  aead,  came  leisure  to  e.xamine  his  perform- 
ance ;  and  then  he  smothered  conscience  very  easily  by 
thinkmg  upon  Pomeroy  in  the  past  and  (he  many  "out- 
rages that  he  had  suffered  at  his  hands. 

There  came  a  time  towards  December  when  east  winds 
blew  and  after  autumnal  torrents,  the  world  was  dried  again 
by  harsh  currents  of  air  that  had  swept  the  wilderness  for 
many  days.  Then,  on  a  certain  morning,  Emmanuel  Codd  sat 
under  the  west  side  of  a  haystack  at  Stone  Park  and  waited 
for  Jill  Bolt.  The  meeting  was  planned  with  deliberation 
because  upon  this  day  Matthew  Northmore  had  gone  from' 
home  to  Tavistock.  He  proposed  to  hunt  with  the  Lamer- 
ton  Hounds,  off  Dartmoor,  and  make  Tavistock  his 
headquarters  for  two  nights.  A  hind  and  his  wife  were 
daily  expected  at  Stone  Park  to  take  the  place  of  servants 
who  had  gone;  but  the  new-comers  had  not  yet  arrived 
and  for  the  moment  Codd  was  in  sole  charge. 

Now  he  smoked  and  waited  for  Jill  who  had  promised 
to  see  him  there  at  midday.  She  did  not,  however,  imme- 
diately arrive,  and  Emmanuel,  rising  to  see  if  Mrs.  Bolt  was 
on  the  road,  jumped  suddenly  to  observe  a  very  different 
Derson   annrnarhino-  Cf^^r.^  t)-,..i- 


i'*^l 


Kli 


336 


THE    MOTHER 


Ives    Pomeroy    appeared.     He    was    riding    and    pres- 
ently opened  the  gate  with  his  hunting  crop  and  entered 
Lodd  did  not  move  from  his  seat  under  the  stack  until  Ives 
had  lifted  his  voice  and  loudly  called  him  thrice      Then 
he  came  forward  with  surly  indifterence 

'■VVhat  d'you  want?"  he  said.  "Mr.  Northmore's 
to  lavistock. 

"  I  know  that  :  'tis  the  reason  I'm  here— to  have  a  few 
words  with  ynu." 

"  I'd  sooner  talk  to  any  other  man." 

Ives  laughed  with  the  consciousness  of  one  who  brines 
good  iiews  unexpectedly.  He  could  take  liberties  even 
with  the  ferodous  Codd,  because  he  brought  with  him 
news  that  must  make  the  ancient  amiable. 

"  7^"  ^^?'*  ^^''  >'°"  J^ear  what  the  few  words  be,  my  old 
blackguard.  Where's  a  place  out  of  the  wind  ?  Don't 
look  as  If  you  fed  on  sloans.  I'm  your  master  no  more  • 
but  1  don  t  want  to  be  your  enemy." 

"You'll  be  my  enemy  till  you '  or  me  go  to  our 
graves.  "^ 

"  Sit  down  and  smoke,"  answered  Ives.  "  You've  found 
a  snug  place,  I  see.  It  all  t^ts  in  quite  well  :  Northmore 
out  of  the  way,  and  you  alone,  and  me  on  my  way  up  over 
to  the  Amicombe  Hill  peatworks.     So  here  I  am  " 

He  tethered  his  horse,  took  a  seat  with  his  bac  to  the 
rick  and  made  Codd  sit  down  beside  him. 

"  I've  learned  something  of  late,"  he  said 

"There's  a  lot  for  you  to  lam.  Your  mother's  son 
might  have  larned  justice  if  nought  else." 

"You've  hit  It  first  shot.  My  mother's  son  did  oueht 
to  be  a  just  man,  I'll  grant  you.  I've  thought  about 
different  matters  smce  you  came  here,  and  been  in  a  pretty 

fhe  wodd  ^'     ''''^  ''^  *°  '^^  ^^^^  ""''"^  ^''^^'''^  '^  ^^"""^  ^" 
"  Look  at  home." 

Ives  laughed,  opened  his  tobacco  pouch  and  filled  his 
pipe. 

"  You  take  the  words  out  of  my  mouth.  'Twas  at 
Lome  I  did  look,  after  being  mighty  vexed  with  the  way  of 

n^,t"l'.\r^\""T.?l'-     ''^"^'  ''"'"&  ^'h^t  I  saw,  I  found 

a  leiiiper  of 
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late  days.     I  did  a  wrong  thing  batkalong  ;  but  I've  been 
a  lot  better  in  my  mind  since  I  decided  to  right  it." 

"  Twill  take  you  all  your  time  to  right  the  wrong  things 
you've  done." 

The  other  lit  his  pipe.  Then  he  put  his  hand  into 
his  pocket,  brought  out  a  few  papers  and  selected  one  from 
among  them. 

"I've  been  going  into  figures.  Touching  your  pension, 
Emmanuel,  I  let  my  own  feelings  have  too  much  play  I 
gave  you  as  little  as  I  could  ;  I  forgot  that  'twas  my 
mother's  wish  to  pension  you  and  I  forgot  how  you  looked 
in  her  eyes.  Her  will  left  it  to  me.  I  wasn't  "worthy  of 
that  trust,  Codd,  when  I  threw  you  off  in  a  tantrum." 

"  No,  you  never  was  worthy  of  being  trusted  by  any- 
body." ^ 

Perhaps  not ;  but  what's  done  can  be  altered  some- 
times. I'm  going  to  raise  your  pension,  because  I  know 
well  I'm  under  the  figure  my  mother  would  have  wished 
for  you." 

"  Yes,  a  cruel  long  way  under." 

Pomeroy  showed  a  little  irritation  at  these  uncompromis- 
ing replies.     Then  he  proceeded. 

1^  That's  granted— in  reason.     Well,  I'll  mend  it." 

"  II  you  mean  justice  and  not  only  to  talk  and  take  credit 
you  11  have  to  go  back  to  the  beginning— I  suppose  you'd 
thought  of  that.     The  pension—a  pittance  rather  than  a 
pension— have  been  going  on  now  a  good  few  months  " 

"  You're  an  ungrateful  brute,  Codd— a  curst,  crabbed 
heart  in  you— hke  a  wolf.  No  kindness  will  ever  tame 
you." 

"  Not  your  sort  of  kindness.  You  want  me  to  go  down 
on  my  knees,  and  thank  you  for  this,  and  tell  you  ti,  it  you're 
a  fine  fellow  and  wortliy  of  Avisa  Pomeroy's  memory  and 
all  the  rest.  Well,  I  ban't  going  to  do  it.  I've  been  a 
]ust  man  these  sixty  years— just  to  all  and  honest  as  the 
light.  But  nobody  ever  thanked  me  for  being  so  straight 
Nobody's  ever  thanked  in  this  world  for  doing  their  duty— 
rare  though  it  is ;  and  because  it's  been  put  into  you  to 
do  your  duty  towards  me,  I'm  not  going  to  thank  you 
so  you  needn't  think  it."  '      ' 

heaii  giuw  hot  and  the  old  loathing  lor 
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Emmanuel,  stilled  of  late  by  absence,  burnt  up  in  him 
again. 

"  S(i  much  for  that  then.  You're  getting— what  is  it- 
two  shillings  and  six  a  week,  aren't  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  six  pounds  odd  a  year  for  fifty  years  of  sleepless 
service  !  " 

"  I'll  make  it  seven  shillings.  A  shilling  a  day  for  the 
rest  of  your  life,  Codd." 

"Justice— (?h  ?  And  then  you'll  go  up  hill  and  down 
dale  and  tell  'eni  what  a  damned  fine  man  you  be,  and  what 
a  Gotlscnd  to  the  poor  !  " 

This  was  too  much  for  Ives.  He  leapt  to  his  feet  and  lost 
his  temper  so  that  Emmanuel  went  in  fear  of  a  thrashing. 
Pomeroy  cursed  him  heartily,  declared  that  lie  would  stop 
the  pensi(jn  altogether,  and  then  departed,  so  blind  with 
passion  that  he  could  hardly  mount  his  horse.  Codd 
watched  him  gallop  off  over  Long  Stone  hill  and  hoped 
that  the  young  man  would  break  his  neck  bt^foie  that 
day  was  done.  Then  he  reflected  upon  his  own  perform- 
ance and  i)erceived  that  he  had  made  a  fool  of  himself. 
I.ust  to  smite  and  hurt  his  enemy  mastered  him.  He 
longed  at  that  moment  to  go  forth  and  fire  the  man's 
neks  or  hough  his  cattle.  He  had  lost  a  shilling  a  day  for 
pure  enmity,  and  nobody  would  pity  him  when  the 
truth  was  known.  In  cold  l>loud  he  well  knew  that  a 
shilling  a  day  was  handsome  and  that  all  men  would  say 
so.  But  he  had  insulted  the  giver  and  sacrificed  the 
gift. 

Upon  the  frenzy  of  mahgnity  awaken -d  by  these  consider- 
atiniis  came  Jill  Bolt.  Ives  had  not  been  gone  half  an  hour 
lietore  she  filled  his  place,  sat  in  the  seat  under  the  rick 
and  turned  over  in  her  hand  a  matchbox  that  he  had  for- 
gotten in  his  abrupt  and  furious  departure. 

"  'Twas  given  him  long  time  agone  by  Ruth  Rendle." 
said  xMr.  Codd.  "  He  must  have  been  in  a  proper  tantara 
to  have  left  that.     And  he  forgot  his  papers  too." 

Jill  picked  them  up,  then  put  them  down  again  after 
brief  examination. 

"  A  bill  and  a  letter  from  that  woman   at  Tavistock." 
"  Ruth  ?  " 
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That's  where  the  wind  sets  now.  I've  just  haii  a  proper 
row  uith  him  afore  vou  came.  Rode  up  as  if  butter  wouldn't 
melt  m  his  mouth,  and  offered  me  a  shillin,-  a  day  instead  of 
fourpence  !  I  tried  to  get  him  to  be  honest  and  named  his 
mother  to  him  :  and  that  made  him  mad.  I  c.vpected  his 
horse-whip  round  me,  old  though  I  am." 

"  Where's  he's  gone  to  ?  " 

"To  Amicombe  Hill,  to  the  peatworks." 

"  When  will  he  come  back  ?  " 

"  After  nightfall,  no  doubt." 

She  reflected.      The  means  to  do  an  evil  deed  lav  under 
her  hand,  an<l,  albeit  in  the  light  of  po^.ible  prosperitv 
elsewhere,  Jill's  enmity  against  Pomeroy  waned,  yet  it  was 
not  dead  and  she  felt  little  remorse  to  strike  him  now 
todd  made  her  thought  easy  of  utterance. 

"  For  two  pins  I'd  go  down  to-night,  after  dusk,  afore 
the  man  comes  back,  and  hre  his  big  stack." 

"  There's  a  better  way,"  she  said.  "  Everything  be 
ripe  and  ready,  if  so  be  you're  still  set  on  reading  him  a 
lesson.  What  d'you  want  to  fire  his  rick  for  ^  Fire  this 
one  that  vve're  sitting  under  !  Here's  paper  and  matches 
all  ready  for  you." 

"  What's  the  sense  of  that  ?  " 

'!  P'y""  "^^^1  to  ask  ?  You're  dull.  WTiy  haven't  you 
got  the  place  to  yourself  and  his  papers  "and  his  box 
o^  _^  matches    in     your     hand  ?      Pretty      tidy    proofs— 

Emmanuel  stared  and  the  point  of  the  enterprise  slowly 
forced  itself  into  his  mind.  ^ 

_^^'You    mean  that     they'll    think     as     he    have    done 

"Why  not?  He's  up  this  way  and  will  come  back 
this  way  after  dark.  He  knows  that  Northmore  is  at 
lavistock.  You  see  the  fire  and  find  his  box  o'  matches 
and  burnt  paper  next  morning,  or  leave  'em  somewhere  for 
others  to  find.  This  east  wind  will  take  the  fire  from  the 
lick  to  yon  shippon.  You  find  'tis  flaming  and  come  run- 
ning out,  too  late  to  do  anything.  WTiy,  the  man  would 
get  ^ five  years  or  more  if  it  went  all  right.     The  devil's  self 
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you  go  to  bed.  Who  can  Maine  y"U  ?  'Twill  warm  you 
every  time  you  think  of  it  afterwards." 

"  What  about  Northmore  ?  " 

"  'Tis  doing  him  a  rare  good  turn  too.  Once  the  chap's 
cooling  his  heels  in  clink,  all's  clear  for  Northmore  with 
Ruth.  \'(ni  want  to  bring  'em  together  more  than  any- 
thing in  the  world,  for  you  told  me  so.  If  Ives  be  put 
away,  she'll  very  likely  take  him,  and  he'd  gladly  pay  more 
than  the  price  of  .i  rick  and  a  shippon  for  her." 

"You're  a  wiimlerful  woman,"  said  Codd.  "  To  think 
as  that  flashed  af<ire  your  mind  so  lightning  quick  !  Leave 
the  rest  to  me.  I'm  no  fool  neither.  You  look  out  from 
Meiivale  after  eight  o'clock  to-niglit,  and  you'll  see  more 
than  moonlight.     Everything  lie  like  tinder." 

"  And  mind  you  put  tiic  matchbox  and  the  papers  away 
in  a  safe  place,  EnmKuuiel.  The  plan  will  be  to  twist  up  the 
papers  and  let  'em  be  a  bit  burned,  as  though  lie'd  made  a 
fire  with  'em." 

"  Trust  me." 

"  If  you  could  tell  about  when  he'll  be  coming  back 
along,  'twould  help  you  for  time." 

"  I  must  chance  that.  I  shall  make  the  fire  somcwheres 
af)out  eight  o'clock  and  then  go  to  bed.  'Twill  be  seen 
from  Merivale  and  the  folk  will  come  up  and  rouse 
me. 

"  Everybody's  heard  him  say  a  lot  of  things  against 
Northmore." 

"  Yes,  they  ha\-e,  and  against  every  other  honest  man. 
'Tis  just  the  thing  he  would  do.  I  most  wonder  he  haven't 
done  it  afore  now." 

"  He'll  have  done  it  by  this  time  to-morrow,"  said  Jill 
coolly.  "  He's  known  for  a  dashing  and  a  reckless  chap. 
He's  seen  the  inside  of  prison  afore  to-day.  'Tis  well  in 
keeping  with  the  man  to  do  it.  Everybody  will  believe  it 
against  him  ;  Northmore  so  quick  as  any." 

"  Us  must  bring  it  out  very  cunning."  declared  Mr. 
Codd.  "  I  shall  find  these  here  things  to  windvsaid  of  the 
hayrick  and  take  'em  straight  to  master.  Us  can  leave  him 
very  safely  to  do  the  rest." 

"  No.  no  !  that  w'ould  m.ar  all.  because  everybody  knows 
you  hate  the  man.     Put  the  things  where  Northmcre  will 
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find  'em  for  himself.  Let  the  paper  be  hall  hiirned,  as 
thougli  he'd  li{,dited  it  and  it  had  gone  out.  But  don't 
you  meddle  in  it.  'Tis  enough  you  see  your  master  finds 
all." 

They  parted  then,  and  Jill  returneti  to  Merivale.  She 
felt  in  some  uneasiness,  yet  cared  not  much  what  might 
happen.  Ives  was  no  longer  for  her,  but  whether  she  would 
presently  resent  that  fact,  or  accept  it  with  indifference, 
remained  to  be  seen.  It  depended  largely  on  Peter 
Toop.  She  kept  a  cold-bkjoded  and  an  open  mind.  She 
had  certainly  not  planned  this  villainy  against  her  old 
sweetheart ;  but  the  whole  apparatus  thrust  itself  under  her 
nose  and  cried  to  be  used  against  him.  She  felt  that 
in  any  case  his  past  behaviour  deserved  punishment  ; 
nevertheless  her  own  future  was  interesting  her  a  great  deal 
at  this  moment,  and  she  would  not  have  troubled  about 
Ives,  or  thought  twice  concerning  Emmanuel's  grievance, 
save  for  the  accident  of  the  matchbox  and  the 
papers. 

She  was  standing  at  her  mother-in-law's  door  that  night 
after  eight  o'clock  with  Peter  Toop.  He  expatiated  upon  his 
growing  fortune,  his  vigorous  hearth  and  the  general  advan- 
tages he  enjoyed.  She  half  listened  while  her  eyes  strained 
upon  the  darkness  of  the  Moor.  Then  light  twinkled  across 
it  and  flashed.  A  red  star  appeared  and  seemed  steadily 
to  grow.  The  undertaker  was  too  intent  upon  his  own 
affairs  to  mark  this  circumstance  for  some  time.  He  had 
his  back  turned  to  the  valky  under  Great  Mis  Tor,  and 
did  not  see  the  l'r;ht  for  twenty  minutes.  Then  a  man  ran 
past  and  called  his  attention  to  it. 

"  Something  wrong  at  Stone  Park,"  he  said.  "There's 
fire  there." 

Mr.  Toop  turned  and  screwed  up  his  eyes. 

"  Where's   Codd   to  ?  "   he   asked. 

"  Up  there,  no  doubt.  But  what  good  will  he  be  ? 
The  house  is  afire  by  the  look  of  it." 

Peter  bade  Jill  good  night  and  hastened  down  the 
hill.  A  quarter  of  an  hour  later,  with  half  a  dozen  other 
men,  he  set  out  over  the  Moor  and  proceeded  as  fast  as 
possible  through  the  nieht  to  Stone  Park. 

Moleskin,  Joel  Toop  and  Rupert  Johnson  were  of  the  com- 
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pany,   and  with   tlicin   li.i-.toncd  sevt-ral   labourers  and  a 
(liizcn  boys. 

"  Tlu'  man  s  awav,"  said  Mr.  (awker.  "  There's 
iiiibii(l\-  there  at  all  but  old  (ddd  " 

"  So  like  as  not  they've  krioi  ked  him  on  the  head  and 
set  the  plaie  ahre  to  hide  their  (rime,"  suggested  Joel. 
"  Northmore's  always  g^od  for  twenty  or  thirty  pound 
in  I  ash  and  some  bad  characters  have  got  to  know 
it." 

"  As  for  Codd,  I  know  of  no  man  us  could  better  spcue," 
liegan  Moleskin;  then  he  was  interiupteil  by  the  sound 
of  a  galloping  horse  and  Moleskin  chan^.ed  his  speech  to 
a  yiU,  for  in  another  moment  he  must  have  been  ridden 
down. 

"Hold  on!  H<«ld  on!  Who  's  it?  Be  that  you, 
Einmaiuiel  ?  "  he  shouted. 

riien  Pomrroy  pulled  up,  aiul  his  weary  beast  stret(  hed 
its  legs,  put  Its  head  down  and  panted. 

"  You're  too  late.  boys.  Rick's  gone  and  the  shippon 
too.  Poor  damned  things  in  it  sque.ding  like  hell  ;  but 
I  couldn't  let  'em  out.  I've  burnt  myself  as  'tis,  try- 
mg. 

"  Who  be  uj)  there  ?  " 

"  Not  a  soul.  I  bawled  but  couldn't  make  none  hear 
That  kravc  Codd  ought  to  be  there  if  he  haven't  come  to 
grief.  Us  may  save  a  bit  ;  but  the  rick's  done  for  and  the 
little  rick,  fil'\  \ards  off,  is  aliie  too." 

He  returned  with  them,  and  through  the  dark,  dry 
silence  of  night  they  soon  heard  the  fire  roaring.  The 
roof  of  the  shippon  had  fallen  in  and  the  animals  that  it 
contained  were  dead.  Through  smoke  and  smother  came 
the  sharp  stench  of  roasting  flesh. 

"  'Tis  the  man's  three  pedigree  heifers  !  "  cried  Joel 
Toop.  "  What  a  cruel  calamity.  The  hay  was  nought 
to  that." 

All  worked  amain  to  circumscribe  and  stamp  out  the  fire, 
Then  suddenly  shrill  cries  arose  and  in  the  fitful  light 
appeared  the  spectacle  of  Emmanuel  Codd  hanging  out 
of  an   attic  window  on  the  roof  of  the  farm.     He  was 

invisible  between  them. 
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"  For  God  sake,  cave  me,  souls  !  "  he  yi-lled. 

;■  Come  down,  you  old  fool  !  -  roared  Moleskin.  "  You're 
sale  enough;  the  tarm's  not  touched  and  'he  fire's  cot 
under."  ^ 

Then  Emmanuel  descended  in  his  night-shirt  and  night- 
rap  only  Then  sent  him  back  to  dress,  and  bv  the  time 
that  he  had  done  so,  the  fire  was  nearly  out 

MiKh  fiamage  had  been  worked,  and  Codd!  who  was  in  a 
con.liti.m  of  great  excitement  and  collapse,  refused  to  stop 
i. lone  through  the  night.  All  stayed  for  som^  tine  to 
see  that  no  fire  broke  forth  again  ;  and  f  n  the  main 
company,  much  remforced  since  the  begitming  of  the 
tragedy,  returned  to  Merivale,  while  Mr.  Peter  T.x.p  and 
Kupert  Johnson,  as  responsible  men,  stopped  with  Codd 
until  the  morning. 

Ives  was  the  centre  of  interest,  though  he  -ould  teU 
the  people  little.  He  had  marked  the  fire  far  away  on 
his  hoineway  journey,  and  hastened  Ins  horse  when 
he  perceived  it.  But,  once  arrived  at  Stone  Park  he 
found  himself  too  late  to  be  of  service.  He  supposed 
the  place  empty  and  had  therefore  galloptd  forward 
as  last  as  a  tired  horse  could  take  him  to  give  the 
alarm.  ° 

Many  theories  of  catastrophe  were  advanced,  but  only 
that  of  Ives  Pomeroy  himself  came  indirectly  near  the 
truth.  -^ 

"I  was  past  here  this  morning  and  saw  that  old  fool 
smoking  his  pipe  in  the  hay  yard.  So  hke  as  not  he's  the 
cause  of  this  job.  But  of  course  he'll  swear  differ- 
ent. 

"  Tis  a  terrible  bad  stroke,"  declared  Moleskin.     "  Mv 
heart  bleeds  (or  them  beautiful  young  beasts.     They  had 
Sultan     for  a  sire,   and   they  would  have  been   worth 
their  weight  in  gold  some  day." 

"Let  the  man  smart,  and  be  damned  to  him"  an- 
swered Pomeroy.  '"Tis  his  turn,  ban't  it?  I'm  not 
sorry,  for  my  part.  Shows  he'm  not  bullet-proof  more 
t^han    his  neighbours.     If    it    do    bend   his    stiff    neck    a 

But  Moleskin  reproved  these  s.enf  i!npnf-? 

"Mustn't  say  that  now.     'Twas  so  once ;    but  he'3  a 
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reformed  character  of  late,  and  bcin't  for  our  side  to  speak 
against  him  or  wish  him  ill.  Driiiks  as  hard  as  the  best 
of  us  now.  And  set  madly  on  a  girl  too.  What  more  can 
you  ax  of  any  honest  man  ?  " 


speak 
e  best 
re  tan 


CHAPTER   X 


ARSON 

A\f.^fh^^\^^  ?u  *^^  ^^^^o^v■mg  morning  informed 
Pl.n  i^^^^hew  Northmore  ot  his  bad  fortune,  and  an 
element  of  superstition  in  the  man  received  the  news  with 

vvTtrZT  H  ""  '^'^/'"^  '^  '-'^^"^'^^^^  the  catastrophe 
vvith  Ruth  He  could  not  explain  to  himself  this  im- 
pression, but  It  existed,  and  looking  back,  long  afterwards 
he  marvelled  as  at  a  miracle.  For  there  seemed  no  ground 
n  reason  why  the  fate  m  the  girl  should  be  influenced  by 
the  destruction  of  h.s  nek  and  pedigree  calves 

^.n  1  .u"^  ?'''t  '^"'■'^  '""'^'^  Northmore  on  the  day  that 
flowed  the  fire  ;  and  he  hed  in  a  manner  to  deceive  any 
man.  His  tale  was  natural  and  contained  nothing  to 
arouse  the  least  suspicion  ;  but  Emmanuel  reserved  his 
master-stroke  until  later  in  the  day,  because  he  knew  that 

to'doTo  h  '^"'i  ;^°fP'"^  -f  S'  ^'^""h^^'  ^"J  h«  desired 
Park  and  le?t^t  '°^  ^'^  ""'"'^'^  ^*°"« 

Jhe  interview  between  the  farmers  was  not  a  long  one 
The  eider  proved  cold  and  indifferent ;  he  barely  thanked 
Ives  for  his  great  efforts  at  the  fire,  and  showed  no  particu- 
lar  interest  ,n  the  details.  Pomeroy,  quick  to  catch  the 
opposing  mood  on  his  side.  '-  his  eagerness  wane  He 
old  how  he  had  seen  the  fire  <  m  the  Moor  and  made  haste 
to  no  Purpose  It  was  not  i..til  he  mentioned  his  conver- 
sation with  Codd  during  the  previous  morning,  that  North- 
more  lelt  interested.  ^  ^^orm 

^'  He  said  that  you  stopped  a  few  minutes  and  then  lost 
your  temner  and  cussed  and  swore  at  me  and  a  few  mo?e 
people;  tnen  went  your  way." 

milJ?*"  I'f  I'  "'"^'u  ^  ^"ssedand  swore  at  him.  as  well  1 
might-the  knave  ;  but  .at  none  else.     I  talk  to  people's 
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faces,  not  behind  their  backs.  I  offered  the  man  to  in- 
crease his  pension  to  a  shilling  a  day,  because  it  came  over 
me  that  I'd  given  him  less  than  my  mother  might  have 
willed.  That's  why  I  stopped.  Then  he  turns  round  and 
sp^ts  out  his  gall  like  a  gallied  snake  and  cries  for  more! 
Who  wouldn't  curse  the  looi  ?  " 

''^  He  said  that  you  threatened  to  be  level  with  me  again." 

"  I  never  named  your  name.  He  said  you  was  from 
home,  and  I  said  I  knew  it,  and  that's  why  I  had  stopped  to 
talk  a  moment.  But  I'm  not  here  now  to  answer  to  you 
for  anything,  I  beheve.  I  worked  like  ten  men  to  help 
dout  the  are,  and  if  you've  got  naught  but  frosty  looks, 
may  you  do  better  next  time  yourself.and  burn  your  hands 
to  the  elbows,  as  I  did  yesterday.  A  bit  ago,  when  I  came  in 
this  room,  I  was  full  sorry  I  hadn't  ridden  down  over  Darty- 
moor  an  hour  sooner,  so  as  I  might  at  least  have  waked  that 
old  rascal  and  sa\-ed  your  calves.  Now  I  don't  care  a  rap, 
and  I'm  glad  you've  suffered.  You  don't  deserve  to  be 
luckier  than  the  rest  of  us.  And  if  you  want  to  know 
how  this  fell  out,  you  needn't  look  further  than  Emmanuel 
Codd.  He  was  sitting  against  the  rioks  smoking  yesterday, 
and  'twas  he  that  burnt  you  out,  be  sure  of  that.  So  g  ^d- 
night  to  you." 

In  a  hot  mood  Ives  departed,  and  this  incident  served 
long  to  cast  him  back  into  the  old  slough  of  turmoil  and 
mental  unquiet.  Again  his  sense  of  justice  was  outraged, 
and  he  stormed  inwardly  to  think  that  Northmore  could 
place  greatf  r  reliance  upon  Codd's  word  than  on  his  own. 
Had  he  guessed  what  was  happening  in  secret,  Pomeroy 
might  have  taken  swift  steps  before  it  was  too  late  ;  but  not 
until  many  days  had  passed,  did  he  learn  of  the  things  con- 
ceived and  plotted  against  him,  and  by  that  time  their 
consequences  could  not  be  evaded. 

Mr.  Codd  heard  Ives  depart  after  his  interview  with 
Matthew  Northmore  ;  and  then  his  master  called  him. 

"  Pomeroy  says  that  he  never  mentioned  my  name  yes- 
terday, and  that,  when  he  called,  you  were  sitting  smoking 
beside  the  stack." 

"  Like  him  !—  tlie  craft  and  malice  of  that  man  !  It's  a 
lie.  'Twas  him  that  smoked  on  the  lew  side  o'  the  stack 
and  I  warned  him  against  it." 
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indignation, 
and    North- 


Mr.  Codd  affected  great  excitement  and 
Ihen  the  thmg  happened  that  he  desired 
more    went    out    on    to    tiie    larni, 

Tlie  trap  was  set.     From  under  the  edge  of  a  haystack 
to  the  rear  o     that  destroyed    by  fire,  a    piece   of    pape; 
peeped      Lodd  saw  his  master  stoop  and  pick  it  up.     Then 
he  hastened  out  of  sight.  * 

Not  iintn  ,,fter  dark  did  the  old  man  venture  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  lure.     Then  he  found  that  his  bait  had  vanished 

Matthew  meantime  explained  this  discovery  to  himself' 
The  papers  had  been  thrust  beneath  the  stack  and  so 
escaped  observation.  Then  had  come  a  current  of  air  and 
blown  this  out  under  his  e.Ncs.  It  was  clear  that  he  who 
set  the  papers  there  alight,  had  counted  on  their  destruction 
in  the  conflagration  of  the  second  rick  ;  but  the  torch  went 
out  too  soon  and  the  hay  had  escaped. 

Fifty  years  earlier,  so  Northmore  lefiected,  Ives  Pomerov 
would  have  been  hung  for  his  night's  work.  He  pieced  the 
plot  carefully,  saw  his  enemy  return  after  dark  set  the 
farm  on  fire,  lie  hidden  mitil  all  was  ablaze  past  extinction 
and  then  pretend  to  discover  the  catastrophe  and  gallop 
ol{  to  bring  succour.  ^       f 

For  a  time  the  excitement  of  this  revelation  took  Norih- 
more  out  of  hnnself.     His  indignation  mastered  him      He 
considered   his    burnt    beasts,  and   he   raged  awhile   and 
determined  that  this  villainy  should  meet  a  just  reward 
It  was  notorious  that  Pomeroy  had  threatened  to  do  him 

Ch'"p;om'e'"^'  ''  ^'^  ''''  '^'^  ^PP°^^"-ty'  h«  ^^d 

rlrS^'ilT'^^'^'"^  '"  ''"*^'  ^"^  ^^'-  C^dd.  creeping  about 
close  at  hand   was  not  astonished  to  hear  himself  called 
He  appeared  before  his  master,  and  Northmore  sooke- 

.nH  .  n  >,       r^^^P°^'''*''*'°";  ^«  Inspector  Bacheloi 
and  tell  him  I  want  him." 

Codd   peered   about   stealthily,    but    the   evidences    of 
Pomeroy  s  guilt  were  not  visible 

R,yt^Mt?r'^'""~^^\^  '^  ^°^  ^  '^"^  ^  "  ^«  ^s^ed  eagerly. 
Emmanuel      "^  ""''  "      P^'P"'"^  '^  '^''^  confidence  with 

Mr.'codd'd^^arted'   '^"'   ^'^"^^^'''    ''^  « ^  ^    - 
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"  They'll  take  liiin  to-night,"  reflected  Emmanuel.  "  I 
must  get  ck)\vn-along  again  on  some  errand.  I  wouldn't 
miss   it    for   nione}'  ! 

His  legs  went  swiftly  as  he  hurried  off  to  Merivale  ;  but 
the  thought  of  Northmorc  travelled  still  faster,  and  crc 
the  aged  sinner  had  reached  his  destination  his  master's 
mind  was  altered.  Indeed  Matthew  soon  felt  surprised 
to  think  that,  even  for  a  moment,  he  could  have 
lost  sight  of  what  this  might  mean.  The  old  intuition 
that  hiid  fashed  across  his  nrind  when  fust  the  ill  news 
came,  returned  now  ;  the  riddle  was  read  ;  he  saw  the 
immense  possibilities  of  this  incident  staring  out  very 
clearly  at  him.  His  human  instinct  was  to  leap  forward 
and  complete  all  before  reason,  honour,  and  his  sense  ol 
right  had  leisure  to  sway  him.  He  saw  the  covered  flower 
beside  his  path,  and  he  believed  that  he  had  now  but  to 
put  forth  his  hand  and  pluck  it.  Yet  between  him  and 
the  treasmc  there  lay  a  foul  ])it,  and  he  hesitated  for  a 
moment  before  plunging  through  it.  The  problem  pro- 
mised to  be  one  of  very  simi  ic  proportions  ;  but  he  could 
not  instantly  decide.  Indeed,  after  the  first  feverish 
lust  to  leave  no  moment  wasted  before  he  should  reach 
Ruth,  he  relapsed  into  a  lethargy.  He  brought  forth 
the  matchbox  and  papers  again,  and  was  sitting  motion- 
less staring  at  them,  when  Codd  and  Inspector  Bachelor 
returned. 

Then  Matthew  acted  with  celerity  and,  at  the  first  sound 
of  their  voices,  concealed  the  property  o'  Ives  Pomeroy 
and  securely  locked  it  up. 

Th  interview  that  followed  was  widely  different  from 
any  tnat  Emmanuel  Codd  imagined.  Indeed,  nothing  of 
interest  transpired,  and  Northmore,  far  from  bringing 
charges,  or  endeavouring  to  incriminate  his  enem>,  never 
ment'oned  him  save  in  one  connexion. 

"  When  young  Pomeroy  came  to  tell  me  what  he  knew 
this  afternoon,"  explained  Matthew,  "  he  said  that  he 
saw  my  own  man,  Codd,  sitting  smoking  against  the  iden- 
tical rick  that  was  bui  ned.  I  tell  you  this  that  you  may 
remember  there  is  a  possible  sort  of  explanation,  apart 
from  any  idea  of  arson." 

"  .^n    Pdmprov    tnlH    mp         'Tvvyc    tiirl    this    mnrninir    in 
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the  yard  when   I  was  here,  and  Codd  got  very  short  and 
answered  'twas  a  he  of  Pomeroy's  made  up  to  harm  him." 

They  discussed  the  incident  from  every  possible  point 
of  view,  and  the  inspector  was  bound  to  confess  that  ,is 
yet  no  clue  had  been  secured.  A  tramp,  who  slept  over- 
night in  a  ruined  shepherd's  hut  near  Mcrivale,  had  been 
arrested  during  the  day;  but  he  was  liberated  after 
examination. 

"  You'll  never  find  it  out,"  foretold  Northmore.  "  For 
my  part  I  have  felt  this  thing  would  be  a  mystery  from 
the  lust.  It  is  just  bad  luck,  and  though  the  fire  will 
always  be  associated  with  Codd,  I  do  not  blame  him  in 
the  least.     Indeed,  I  feel  positive  he  is  not  responsible." 

"  Are  you  insured  ?  " 

"  The  hay,  yes.     Not  the  cattle  imfortunately." 

Inspector  Bachelor  went  his  way  ;  then  Codd  appeared, 
hopeful  that  some  news  might  await  him  ;  but  North- 
more  disappointed  the  plotter  and  bade  him   retire. 

Instead,  however,  the  old  man  crept  off  again  to  iMeri- 
vale  with  his  ears  hollowed  to  catch  a  breath  of  news. 
But  nothing  was  said,  and  nothing  was  known.  At  The  Jolly 
Huntsmen  a  theory  gained  ground  that  Mr.  Codd  himself 
had  accidentally  done  all  the  damage. 

His  master  meantime  still  sat  in  his  room  with  the  door 
locked.  Great  questions  asked  themselves  in  Norlhmore's 
brain,  and  he  could  not  answer  them. 

Should  Ruth  hear  of  this  ?  What  line  would  she  take  ? 
The  truth  none  could  reasonably  doubt  u{)on  his  evidence, 
and  the  punishment  of  such  a  performance  would  not  be 
less  than  five  years'  penal  servitude.  Such  a  sentence 
must  be  another  name  for  ruin.  Even  as  his  own  great 
opportunity  dawned  out  of  this  welter,  hke  a  red  sun  out 
of  a  snow-cloud,  Northmore  had  time  to  be  astonished 
that  any  man,  for  hunger  of  sating  his  evil  passion  could 
thus  face  destruction.  None  he  had  ever  known,  excepting 
only  Ives,  was  built  on  a  mental  plan  to  commit  such 
folly.  Northmore  tried  to  consider  the  position  from 
the  pomt  of  view  of  Pomeroy,  and  he  made  the 
Wdrst  case  possible  against  himself  :  but  allowin?  for 
everything,  he  could  find  no  grounds  sufficient  for"  this 
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rascality.  Then  he  thought  of  Ruth  Rendle  ;  and  the 
suspected  outi.ige  of  his  enemy,  seen  by  that  hght, 
assumed  more  reasonable  proportions.  Pomeroy's  atti- 
tude to  Ruth  had  surely  changed  and  he  was  now  jealous. 
Past  wiiul-,  and  thicals  all  began  to  look  reasonable  and 
orderly  u{)on  such  an  explanation  ;  and  yet  Northmo'-e 
asked  himself  again  and  again  how  Ives  could  for  an 
instant  be  jealous  of  so  futile  a  rival.  But  possibly  Po- 
meroy  did  not  know  that  his  rival  wc.s  in  reality  so  weak  ; 
perchance  he  thought  that  Ruth  still  lingered  in  two 
mincls  ;  perhaps  h.:  suspected  that  the  increased  prosperity 
of  Northmore  was  inclining  the  girl  towards  him.  This 
stroke  might  be  explained  in  that  manner.  From  which 
p()int  Matthew  even  d;)red  to  w(jnder  whether  Ruth 
might  not  be  changing. 

He  thought  all  through  that  night,  and  he  came  to  the 
hxed  assurance  that  only  a  fool  would  neglect  this  amazing 
opportunity.  Three  hves  were  threatened,  and  anon,  not 
without  sophistry,  he  proved  to  his  own  satisfaction  that 
the  course  he  proposed  to  take  was  al)?()lutely  the  right  one 
and  best  calculated  to  advance  the  welfare  of  these  involved 
souls.  Northmore  spun  a  great  web  and  caught  himself 
hard  and  fast.  He  decided  that  Pomeroy  was  proved 
utterly  and  hopelessly  unsuited  to  be  Ruth's  husband, 
even  if  he  now  had  reached  the  point  of  desiring  to  be  ; 
and  he  satisfied  himself  that,  rather  than  let  Ives  suffer 
penal  servitude  Ruth  would.  .  .  He  allowed  his  thoughts 
to  push  him  no  further  in  that  direction,  but  turned  to 
other  points  of  view. 

He  rested  but  two  hours  and  slept  not  at  all.  At  dawn 
he  rose,  made  a  meal  and  bade  Codd  saddle  his  horse. 
Life  stood  still  with  him  until  this  vital  matter  was  done. 
All  looked  reasonable  in  the  sunshine,  as  he  rode  to  Tavis- 
tock and  smoothed  out  his  crumpled  thoughts  of  the 
preceding  night  ;  but  he  could  not  tell  how  his  proposals 
might  sound  uttered  aloud  in  the  presence  of  Ruth. 
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THE  storm-driven  Northmore  fought  long,  and  lost 
Self-respect  and  justice  went  down  before  this  tempt- 
ation, and  a  nature,  sapped  of  late  by  the  strain  and  nervous 
fever  begot  of  passion,  found  itself  not  strong  enough  to 
resist.     The   circumstances  of  his  case  were   peculiar  and 
unfortunate,  for  Ruth's  refusal  could  not  extinguish  his 
fires.     The  man  appeared  in.  pable    of  relinquishing  her 
and  lacked  resource  to  harden  himself  against  this  blow 
and  seek  elsewhere.     Blindly,  dumbly  he  clove  to  her  • 
vamly  he  hoped.     But  the  futihty  of  such  comportment 
drove  m  upon  him  during  his  saner  hours  ;  and  then,  that 
he  might  tight  the  tremendous  depression  awakened  by 
a  just  view  of  his  conduct,  he  sought  wherewith  to  drown 
the  truth  and  threatened  to  become  intemperate.     That 
phase  had  passed,  so  men  believed  ;    but  they  were  mis- 
taken :  Northmore  for  the  space  of  a  year  had  drunk  alone. 
None  ever  saw  him  intoxicated  and  to  that  point  he  did 
not  reach ;    but  he  took  enough  to  numb  his  innate  char- 
acteristics ;    his  will  had  weakened  from  the  time  that  he 
began  to  love  Ruth  ;   and  now,  in  the  hour  of  this  mighty 
temptation,   he  succumbed.     Indeed  many  arguments  of 
great  sufficiency  presented  themselves  and  battled  with 
conscience.     Only  Ruth  herself  was  the  difficulty  ;    but 
as  he  rode  to  Tavistock,  he  slurred  over  that  aspect  of 
the  mom.ent.     Let  her  marry  him,  and  the  sequel  would 
show  that  she  had  done  wisely,  and  that  he  had  done  well 
to  force  her.     He  beheved  in  all  honesty  that  the  world  had 
yet  to  see  such  a  husband  as  he  would  make.     Moreover, 
since   Pomeroy   was   proved   a   barefaced   and   deliberate* 
rascal,    the   sooner   Ruth   knew  it,  the  better.     Her   own 
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welfare  must  he  vitally  involved,  and  he  now  felt  that 
nothing  would  he  more  fatal  for  her  than  union  with  the 
master  of  Vixen  Tor. 

At  the  bottom  of  all  his  convictions  moved  an  instinct 
strugglinj^   for  life  ;    but  he  gave  no  heed  to  that      He 
appreciated  it  to  the  extent  of  mental  discomfort    but 
he  told  himself  fiercely  that  this  was  not  conscience  but 
a  vague  folly  bred  of  his  sportsman's  ideas— a  hunting 
mans   eironeous   notion   of   fairness.     He   felt   un^'-rtain 
whether  the  thing  he  meant  to  do  might  be  considered 
sportsmanlike.     And  then  he  remembered  his  cattle  and 
banished  this  last  scruple.     The  man  who  deliberately  burnt 
hve  animals  to  gratify  a  spirit  of  revenge,  might  veU  be 
counted   beyond   the   pale   of  all   sporting   consideration 
lomeroy  deserved  worse  than  the  world  would  mete  to 
him. 

At  this  stage  in  his  progress,  Matthew  almost  doubted 
after  all.  if  his  plans  might  not  miscarry.  Ruth  perhaps 
would  feel  as  he  did,  Kiith,  remembering  how  the  mother  of 
Ives  behaved  on  an  occasion  of  the  past,  might  refuse  his 
proposition  and  raise  no  obstacle  between  Pomeroy  and 
his  just  punishment.  But  this  suspicion  vanished-  he 
knew  her  too  well  for  that  ;  and  too  well  he  knew  all 
that  she  felt  for  Pomeroy.  No,  the  enterprise  was  safe 
enough.  Ruth  would  never  let  the  man  go  to  prison  if 
she  could  prevent  it.  She  would  give  herself  to  North- 
more  rather— a  very  wilhng  sacrifice.  Herein  lay  the  sting 
of  his  intention.  The  word  "  sacrifice  "  ran  in  his  head  and 
maddened  him.  He  spurred  his  horse  and  galloped  hard 
to  clistract  his  thoughts.  Only  by  keeping  his  mind 
steadfastb  i.xed  on  \he  future  could  this  present  deed  be 
endured. 

It  was  still  early  when  he  reached  Tavistock,  and  Ruth 
showed  much  surprise  at  his  appearance.  He  asked  for 
a  few  minutes  of  private  conversation  and  she  was  able  to 
grant  them  They  occupied  a  little  public  parloi:r  behind 
the  shop,  where  visitors  drank  tea.  The  place  was  ecluded 
and  empty.  Ruth  lighted  the  fire,  while  she  listened 
and,  as  she  nursed  the  flame,  knew  not  that  ^,he  tended 
the  altar  of  a  great  self-renunciation.  The  man  wasted 
no   words,    hut  silences  tell   between   his  sentences    ard 
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his  speerhes  stood  out   naked,   punctuated  only  bv  the 
cra(  kling  of  the  lire  on  the  heaitii. 

'•  You  know  I've  had  a  bit  of  bad  hick  at  Stone  Park  ?  " 
Yes    indeed;     'twas   in   the   paper.     I'm   very  sorry 
about  it.  - 

"  Good  money  gone  and  valuable  beasts  that  money 
won  t  buy  again.  A  devilish  bit  of  work  to  burn  poor 
unconscious  creatures— eh  ?  " 

"So  bad  that  I  can't  think  anybody  would  have  done 
It.       lis  an  unfortunate  accident." 

"  I  wish  It  had  been.     At  least  I  won't  say  that,  since 
It  s  a  Jie.     I  m  not  sorry  for  what  has  fallen  out    Ruth 
because  we  always  like  to  be  proved  right,  and  this  proves 
me  terribly  right."  t"        => 

"  I  don't  understand." 

"  You've  got  to  understand.  Hear  the  facts  and  then 
do  what  you  please.  This  brings  all  to  a  clima.x.  You've 
got  to  choose.  I  'm  sorry  for  you  in  a  way.  and  yet  I  'm  not. 
for  I  do  beheve  the  Lord's  behind  it.  Perhaps  all  hap- 
pened becaus'j  the  Lord  loves  you— you.  Ruth  Any- 
way, you're  not  the  first  woman  whose  hand  has  been 
forced  by  Providence." 

She  stared  at  these  whirhng  words  and  uneasily  remem- 
bered recent  rumours  that  Northmore  was  not  as  steady 
as  of  old.  She  looked  at  him.  but  said  nothing.  He  was 
pale  and  perspiring.  His  eyes  shone  brightly  and  his 
words  jostled  as  they  tumbled  from  him. 

"  The  man  who  has  done  this  infernal  thing  is  Ives 
Fomeroy.  Don't  shake  your  head,  don't  laugh,  for  God's 
sake!  Its  no  laughing  matter." 

"  I  do  laugh."  she  said.  "  I  laugh  out  loud,  because  I 
know  now  that  you  have  been  fooled,  or  are  fooling  your- 
self. I  would  sooner  beheve  that  any  man  on  Dartmoor 
had  done  it.  I  would  sooner  believe  your  own  hand  had 
done  it.  Never-never!  Even  you,  who  hate  him, 
should  know  him  far  better  than  that." 

"  I  would  not  believe  it  at  hrst.  I  argued  against  it 
heart  and  soul,  even  in  face  of  facts,  but  it's  true 
enough,  Ruth." 

"  Ne\'er  !      not  if  an  anrf!  'inir!  c.---.  " 

"  It  had  to  be  proved  to  me ;   and  it  must  be  proved 
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to  vou.  Tlien  I've  got  to  ask  a  question.  I'm  only  a 
human  king.  I  tan't  face  a  thmg  like  this  and  suck 
no  good  out  of  it.  I  must  have  something  for  my  burnt 
hay  and  dead  stock.  He  did  it,  and,  by  an  accident,  the 
still  larger  harm  that  he  had  planned  was  prevented." 

"  You're  betwitched  to  think  any  such  thing.'' 

"  Be  just  U>  others  as  well  as  generous  to  him.  Re- 
member his  past  and  what  he  did  long  ago.  His  mother 
wasn't  blind.  His  mother  knew  the  meaning  of  proofs 
when  she  saw  them." 

"  You'll  never  convince  me  of  such  an  impossible  thing, 
Matthew  Northmore." 

"  So  be  it,"  he  answered.  "  Then  you  must  convince 
me  that  I'm  wrong.  If  I  can't  prove  he  burnt  my  ricks 
and  cattle,  'tis  for  you  to  show  that  he  didn't.  Listen  to 
me  hrst,  and  if  I  clun't  tell  you  the  truth,  explain  t-.  me 
what  the  truth  is.  You  know  the  man  has  threatened 
loudly  and  wickedlv  here  and  there.  Many  have  luard 
him.  I  rebuked  liim  harshly  enough  when  he  cam"-  to 
me  with  your  name  on  his  tongue  ;  and  he  never  forgave 
me  for  it."  To  such  natures  the  truth  is  a  stinging  plaster 
and  makes  them  run  mad.  He  threatened  all  the  evil  he 
could  think  of,  you  know  that." 

"  Loud  silly  talk,  yes.  Vain  as  air,  and  hght  as  air. 
He  meant  not  a  syllable  of  it." 

"  Didn't  he  ?  On  the  morning  of  the  fire  he  rode  past 
Stone  Park  going  up  to  the  peatworks  at  Amicombe  Hill. 
He  knew  that  I  was  away  and  told  Emmanuel  Codd  that 
he  knew  it.  Then  he  went  off.  Twas  he  that  raised  the 
alarm,  remember,  on  the  night  of  the  tire." 

"  What  more  could  he  do  ?  " 

"  He  could  light  the  flames  before  he  set  to  work  to  put 
'em  out.  And  that's  what  he  did  do.  Look  now.  These 
things  I  myself  found  under  a  second  hayrick  some  way 
from  the  first.  With  my  own  eyes  I  found  them.  What 
should  you  judge  that  was  ?  " 

He  took  a  pasteboard  box  from  his  pocket  and  openec 
it.  Then  he  held  up  a  wisp  of  grey,  half-burned 
paper. 

"  'Tis  a  piece  of  paper  that's  been  set  on  fire  and  then 
gone  out." 
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Ex;i'  tlv  !     'Ihat  s  what  it  is.  a  \  ore  of  writing-p.iper 
with  writing  r.n  it.     A  letter,  in  tact." 

"  Yes." 

"  Look  at  it." 

He  handod  the  nou  to  Ruth  and  >he  glanced  down 
and  saw  her  cuvn  woids. 

i'(M.  didn't  think  he'd  use  one  nf  your  letters  to  set 

e  to  mv  h  'V,   Ruth  '  " 

Shr  made  no  answer  and  he  brought  out  a  second 
I^.iper. 

"  A  hill,"  he  said,  "  a  bill — money  due  from  Ives  Pomeroy 
for  Ru,  no.  Th.'t  I  found  along  with  the  othpr— half  burnt 
too." 

"  What  more  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  D'you  want  more  '  " 

"A  s(rap  of  paper  i-n't  sufficient  to  (ondemn  a  man 
sinely.     This  may  have  h  ippened  in  a  thousand  ways." 

"It's  jnoof  positive,  Ruth;  and  vou  are  quite  quick 
and  (lever  eTongh   to   know   it.     But   here's  more   yet." 

He  handed  lur  a  matchbox. 

"  Whose  is  that  ?  " 

"  Pomeroy's.  I  gave  it  to  him  ye  us  a^'o.  I  know  he 
uses  it." 

"  Evidently  he  does." 

Northmore  said  no  more  and  vaited  a  long  time  tor 
Ruth  to  speak.  The  fire  cracklea  ,  the  girl's  hand  itched 
to  add  new  hiel  to  the  flame. 

"  Be  just  to  me,"  said  Matthew  at  last.  "  You  are 
always  just.  You  have  reproved  me  sometime,-  for  perse- 
cuting you.  But  be  just  to-day.  There  are  only  three 
people  in  the  \'orld  who  know  this  thing— you  and  me  and 
Ives  Pomeroy.     None  else  need  ever  know  it." 

"  Why  do  you  come  to  me  with  this  ?  "  she  asked  fiercely  ; 
but  she  knew  the  reason. 

"  Because  I  must  take  my  last  chance  on  the  flood  tide. 
I  come  to  you  with  this  h  !  ause  I  want  you — with  my 
heart  and  soul  and  strength  >  want  you.  I  shall  die  before 
long  if  I  don't  have  you.  You've  got  the  fate  of  two  men 
in  your  hand  and  now  you  must  act.  You've  hinted  that 
I've  bullied  you  sometimes  ;  and  so  did  Pomeroy  say 
so.     Never— never  ti'.I  now  ;    but  now — well,  caU  it  what 
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you  please.  I'ln  not  proud  any  tnoio.  I'm  only  starving, 
and  a  bit  mad,  poihaps,  as  starving  people  will  be.  You 
must  niarrv  mo,  Ruth.  Tins  leaves  you  no  loophole. 
I'll  say  nothing  more  but  that  I  know  in  a  very  little  tune 
you'll  bless  the  ( ham  e  that  has  made  ynu  do  it.  I  see  the 
future  ( rystal  dear.  Speak  then.  If  Pomeroy's  to  go 
to  prison,  say  so.  If  he's  to  be  free,  say  so.  I'm  cruel, 
I  know  that  ;  but   I'm  ( ruel  to  be  kind." 

She  stood  and  stared,  and  grew  very  white. 

"  I  mean  it,"  he  contuuied.  "  Don't  think  I'm  speaking 
rashly.  I've  fought  with  God  A 'mighty 's  own  Self  for  a 
long  night  over  this.  I'm  right,  I'm  doing  the  will  of 
Heaven.  I  know,  as  well  as  I  know  anything,  that  the 
man's  to  have  another  (  hance  and  that  you're  going  to 
give  it  to  him.  That's  all  that  stands  between  him  and 
penal  servitude  ;  there,  under  your  hand — the  letter  you 
wrote  him,  the  matchbox  you  gave  him.  Did  Providence 
let  me  hnd  this  out,  and  not  another,  for  nothing  ?  Be 
my  wife  and  let  him  go  free  to  justify  his  days  and  fulfil 
his  mother's  prayers.  If  not — but  you'll  not  go  back  now. 
To  be  true  to  him  is  to  be  true  to  me,  Ruth  ;  to  be  false 
to  him.  .  .  I  know  'twill  be  your  love  for  him  will  make 
you  take  me.  But  I'll  suffer  even  that  torture  ;  because 
I'll  look  forward.  You'll  change  when  you  get  to  find 
the  husband  I  am,  I'm  sure  of  that." 

"  You've  planned  this,  Matthew  ?  " 

"  Fate  planned  it.  God  Almighty  planned  it.  Don't 
decide  afore  the  full  meaning  and  force  of  the  thing  is 
made  clear  to  your  mind.  Don't  do  anything  in  a  hurry 
and  repent  later.  I've  waited  long  enough  ;  God  knows 
I  can  wait  a  bit  more  yet." 

His  voice  was  hard  and  no  love  rang  in  it.  She  knew 
that  he  was  in  reality  desjiising  himself,  taking  little  joy 
in  this  necessary  scene,  and  looking  on  feverishly  to  the 
time  when  it  should  be  behind  them  both.  But  she  also 
saw  that  he  had  not  hurried  to  these  vitiated  conclusions  ; 
that  he  had  slowly  and  steadily  dri\'cn  honour  and  justice 
out  of  his  heart  ;  that  nothing  she  could  now  say  or  do 
would  shake  him  from  his  purpose. 

Ruth  endeavoured  to  estimate  the  position,  and  hrst 
she  occupied  herself  with   Ives.     She  knew  his  enmity 
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towards  N<.i  lliinuir,  and  slu  was  .iw.uv  that  (.1  late  he  Iia<l 
gone  lua\il\  and  darkly.  She  roinoiiihered  in  tlu-  past 
that  iiotliiiiK  hut  tho  iiiic\j)0(  ted  vvcr  happened  whrre 
Pomeroy  was  (onrernod;  she  rerr.lle.  ted  tliat  when  he 
seemed  most  stmriRly  bent  for  right,  his  tnother  always 
fearefl  for  him.  She  iud,L;ed  the  evideme  and  ronrjuded 
with  hcrsclt  (hat  Ives  was  f^nilty.  M"\'ed  by  steady  and 
evil  hate  aj^'ainst  Northmore,  he  had  thus  basely  struck. 
And  now,  without  doul)t,  his  soul  was  dark  with  shame, 
and  he  suffered  the  leu.iid  of  his  sins. 

It  took  her  long  to  diM  ide,  and  she  strove  frantically  to 
avoid  decision;  but  slie  (ould  not.  Pomeroy  had  done 
teirible  wrong,  and  it  remanied  with  her  to  determine  who 
should  suffer  for  his  crime. 

Northmore  neither  broke  in  upon  her  silence  nor  watched 
her  worknig  features.  He  guessed  very  accurately  at  the 
nature  of  her  thoughts  and  let  her  tight  out  the  battle 
alone.  He  was  hopeful,  but  he  did  not  show  his  hope. 
The  proots  lay  under  her  hands  ;  the  fire  burnt  behind 
her  ;  but  he  made  no  effort  to  reheve  her  of  the  obvious 
temptation.     He  knew  her  well  enough  to  feel  no  fear. 

She  rose  at  last  and  walked  up  and  down  for  a  time  ;  but 
the  letter  and  matchbox  seemed  to  act  as  a  magnet,  to 
draw  her  eyes,  ami  e.\cite  her  hngers.  The  minutes  drifted 
on.  and  her  decision  was  not  made. 

Then  an  elderly,  grey  woman  <  ame  across  from  the  shop. 

"  I  must  go  out  now.  Miss  Rendle.  li  you'll  step  behind 
the  counter,  please.     It's  after  ten  o'clock." 

"Just  coming,  thank  you,"  answered  Ruth  ;  and  the 
woman  went  away. 

Then  the  fascination  of  the  proofs  mastered  her  and  she 
permitted  them  to  e.xist  no  more.  Before  he  could  lift  his 
hand,  Ruth  had  taken  the  things  and  thrown  them  into 
the  hre. 

Still  he  trusted,  because  none  had  ever  known  her  to 
act  falsely. 

''  You  unde'stand  what  that  means,  Ruth  ?  " 
Yes,"  she  answered,  "  I  understand.     It  means  that 
I'll  marry  you,  Matthew,  and  make  you  the  best  wife  I 
can." 

He  uttered  an  inarticulate  sound  almost  like  a  cock 
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rrowirip.  Triumph  peakci  through  it.  He  strode  to  hor 
and  raught  her  in  his  arms.  He  could  siarcely  speak, 
I'ut  seemed  to  be  inroherer^ly  pra\.iip;.  She  hardly  heard 
liini  and  was  very  thankiul  when  he  left  her.  He  pave  a 
lad  who  had  been  holding  his  horse  half-a-rrown  ;  and  the 
little  boy,  after  rerovering  from  his  amazement,  studied 
tile  pastrycook's  window,  as  one  who  has  suddenly  inherited 
wealth  studies  anew  the  fare  of  the  world  and  tinds  it 
(hanged.  He  went  into  the  shop  presently  and  purchased 
a  sugared  rake  of  a  sort  until  that  hour  beyond  his  means. 
Kuth  put  up  the  pastrv  in  a  pajier  bag  and  gave  the  little 
boy  change.  His  half-crown  was  still  wami  from  the 
waistt  oat  pocket  of  the  man  she  was  going  to  many. 

Throughout  that  day  at  intervals,  like  a  bell  tolling, 
there  came  to  her  the  knowledge  of  what  she  had  done. 
Her  mind  was  related  to  the  ncident  as  a  mind  is  related 
to  the  shork  of  sudden  death  or  mi^'orrune.  It  beats  in 
U|nn  the  brain,  by  tits  and  starts  as  a  new  thing,  at  every 
waking  hour.  It  tlasln';  upon  us  in  all  its  novel  horror, 
not  om  f,  t)ut  a  thovsand  times.  Many  days,  many  months, 
must  pass  before  the  e\il  tjecomes  accepted  and  received, 
as  a  permanent  part  of  our  load  ;  for  memory  rolls  in  a 
tide  of  su(tessi\e  waves,  and  impressions  are  built  up 
slowly,  not  sUimjied  at  a  blow.  Weie  it  otherwise,  the 
woild  could  not  contain  its  full  weight  of  grief  and  keep 
sane. 
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SACKED   GROUND 

WHII,E  Ruth  endured  strong  emotions,  in  vvhirh  the 
signiluanif  of  her  ronducl  began  shnvly  to  stamp 
itselt  into  Iu-t  mind  and  paint  the  luture,  Poineroy  also 
went  through  sometliing  of  a  crisis,  and  hi;  brooding  dark- 
ness again  lifted  and  gave  place  >  a  phase  of  calm  hope 
and  decision. 

Moved  by  unrest  on  the  day  that  Northmore  rode  to 
Tavistock,  angered  at  the  farmer's  cold  attitude,  at  Codd's 
conduct  an-'  at  the  world  in  geneial,  Ives  took  himself  and 
his  thoughts  from  work,  and  wandered  before  a  great  west 
wind  that  drove  hnn  upward  into  the  desohition.  He 
was  unsettled  every  way,  and  now,  surveying  the  theatre 
ot  his  life  from  King  Tor,  he  despised  it  and  despised  himself 
for  stopping  in  it.  W'th  his  eyes  watering  from  the  force 
of  the  gale,  he  looked  down  over  a  world  of  dead  heather 
and  grey  stones  hugely  scattered  from  the  heights  to  the 
vales  below  ;  and  he  locked  n\)  at  a  sky  blown  quite  clear 
save  for  cumuh  on  the  horizon.  Like  mighty  ships  the 
distant  great  douds  sailed  and  in  their  precipices  was 
darkness  and  on  their  f.onts  was  light.  It  had  rained  until 
noon  ;  then  the  sudden  awakening  of  a  sea  wind  swept 
the  mist  Hying  before  it,  and  created  a  luminous  purity  of 
air. 

The  man  looked  down  and  perceived  the  whole  of  his 
littlt^  world  spread  beneath  him.  For  a  tune  its  diminutive 
size  impressed  him  forcibly  and  almost  drove  him  to  shame. 
He  told  himself  that  he  had  never  leali'.ed  its  circumscrip- 
tions until  that  hour. 

All  lay  between  the  crockets  of  Sampford  Spiney  church, 
rising  above  their  proper  garland  of  tree-tops  to  the  south,' 
a-'j  Great  Mis.  where  it  ascended  northerly.     Within  these 
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boundaries,  under  the  jagged  horizons  of  the  Moor,  his 
thirty  years  of  hfe  had  passed  ;  and  the  scene  had  not  liecn 
too  small  to  ripen  him  into  a  man  ;  and  tlie  Hfe  had  not 
been  too  ♦ame  to  leave  his  forehead  unwrinkled  or  his 
mind  unstored  with  good  and  evil.  Every  peak  and 
dingle,  every  acre  of  reclaimed  earth,  every  lorest  that 
f.amed  and  scattered  its  last  foliage  on  the  fierce  wind,  was 
known  to  him.  The  fields  were  his  familiars  ;  each  pos- 
sessed its  own  characteristics,  its  virtues  and  defects.  All 
the  important  incidents  of  his  life  were  embraced  by  this 
abode  of  natural  forces  ;  here  his  days  had  moved  through 
the  pageant  of  the  seasons  and  the  passage  of  the  years. 
His  life  had  been  and  still  was  part  of  the  life  of  the  hamlet. 
Only  one  great  experience  belonged  to  another  place  ;  but 
Tavistock  also  spread  within  his  sight.  He  knew  wh:.re 
a  prison  stood,  and  gazed  now  at  the  little  country  town, 
grey,  glittering,  rain-washed  in  its  green  valley  far  away. 

Pomeroy  felt  a  surt  of  humiliation  to  remember  that  he 
had  never  i)assed  from  these  jjitiful  precincts  into  the  bourn 
of  the  world  bey-ond  ;  that  the  actions  and  activities  of 
thirty  years  had  revolved  about  yonder  grey  smudge 
under  Vi.xen  Tor,  the  place  of  his  birth.  Merivale  and 
Stone  Park  ;  the  river  and  the  Moor  ;  the  cot?,  the  home- 
steads and  the  public  house — these  things  had  made  his 
life.  Why,  the  vagrant,  who  crawled  down  one  hill,  drank 
and  departed  up  the  other,  showed  more  courage  and 
enterprise  than  he  ;  the  very  ponies  ranged  freer  and 
further.  A  great  sense  of  the  rexTjltingsm^'Uness  of  exist- 
ence si(  kened  him,  and  he  lilted  a  frown  to  the  dim  wonder 
of  the  world  I  jyond.  Was  he  to  move  for  ever  within  a 
ring-fence  of  fv.rzc  and  granite  ?  Was  he  to  pull  at  his 
chain  like  a  tethered  sheep  ? 

Then,  suddenly,  even  upon  this  moment  of  darkest  im- 
patience, like  the  sun  through  a  cloud,  there  wakenei 
light  and  sweetness  and  a  harmony  of  new  thoughts.  The 
lK>etry  of  things  that  were  past  touched  his  spiiit,  for  of 
late  days  the  loveliness  of  his  mother's  life  hac  dimly 
gleamed  for  him,  and  he  dwelt  upon  it  after  a  fashion  that 
was  not  possiblt  until  time  had  rolled  between  his  heart 
and  the  agony  of  her  death. 

He  looked  down  now,  and  the  valley  was  all  changed. 
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There  woke  in  liim  a  ]M-ond,  defiant  joy  to  be  here  and  110- 
whc.e  else  ;    because  he  was  re.t^arding  the  quiet  phices  of 
his  mr^thcr's  hfe  ;    her  home  and  the  liamlet  wlierein  ^he 
iiad    dwelt  ;     the    little    heath-tracks    and    footpaths    her 
feet  had  trodden  ;    the  co^ta^e  doors  that  her  presence 
had  enteicd.     These  l(jw,  grey  roofs  were  blessed  for  ever, 
because  her  head  had   been   under  tliem  ;     this  was  the 
valley  that  must  shine  for  him  brighter  than  any  star  of 
dawn  or  evening,  because  she  lived  anrl  labtnued  in  it— 
Ine-l   and  laboured   for  him— and   loved  him  ceaselessly, 
fro'    tl     hrst  hour  of  his  life  until  the  last  hcjur  of  he.  own.' 
Flere   had   passed   her   gracious   days   within    a   narrower 
radius  tar  than  his;    here  she  had  suffcied  and  here  siie 
had  shone,  like  a  beacon-fire,  to  lead  sad  sjurits  towards 
wisdom,  to  warm  cold  hearts  with  her  ready  sympathy. 
Now  this  grey  valley  and  the  crving  wind  that  scoured  it  ; 
the  nvei  's  thread  ;  the  mournful,  naked  roads,  so  straight  and 
stern  ;  the  little  habitations  and  the  passionless  amphitheatre 
of  stone  that  contained  all,  were  translated  for  this  man 
and  g.ew  precious  above  any  kingdom  of  earth  or  heaven. 
The  home  tliat  had  held  his  niotJier  would  never  be  mean 
to  him.     Only  the  great  west  wind  could  sing  her  S(jng  ; 
only  this  stern  lodgment  of  granite,  and  wild  sky  and  silence 
was  worthy  to  make  a  trystii.g-plac  for  her  high  heart. 
The  things  that  he  saw  were  not  small  any  longer.     These 
homes  uf  thunder  and  haunts  of  the  winter  snow-drift 
these  everlasting  hills  and  the  waters  that  ran  am(jng  them 
h-y<]  an,vvn  s.-inctihed  by  her  sojourn.     Themselves  nothing, 
\o  the  son  they  were  exalted  by  his  motliei  s  gooilness  and 
rontentment,  her  loving-kindness  and  wide  patience  with 
all  created  things. 

He  gazed  upon  sacred  ground  and  this  little  cup  of  earth 
brimme.l  for  his  3'oung  soul  with  bU^ssed  memories.  Her 
presence  still  haunted  all,  spanned  the  vallev  and  the  hills, 
like  a  rainbow,  and  linked  them  t(  >  the  watcher.  Here  was  the 
gate  of  htMven,  where  his  mother's  feet  had  rested  a  little 
before  she  passed  onward.  He  began  to  think  upon  her, 
and  thtre  followed  the  rustoniarv  advantage  to  himself.' 
Frot  ,  her  nr^mory  he  passed  to  the  things  that  were  good 
to  her,  and  her  wishes,  and  her  hopes.  Far  off  he  saw  a 
horseman  riding  down  into  M,;ii'  ^\\  but  at  that   distance 
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he  could  not  recognize  him.  Only  when  this  rider  left  the 
road  and  proceeded  towards  Stone  Park,  did  he  know  that 
it  was  Northmore.  It  darkened  us  mind  to  reflect  upon 
Matthew,  but  he  dismissed  him  and  thoui^ht  of  Rutii. 

Ives  decided  that  he  w^uld  ask  Rutli  to  marry  h'.m  that 
night.  He  rejoiced  in  her  suddenly.  Her  portrait  hred 
him  ;  her  body  gladdened  him.  It  seemed  that  much  01 
her  natural  beauty  and  rharm  had  evaded  him  as  a  younger 
man.  He  rememl)err(l  how  his  mother  (hid  him,  when  he 
had  told  her  in  the  past  that  he  could  see  nothing  to  ailniire 
about  Ruth.  Then  he  assured  himsi'lf  that  it  w.is  not  his 
own  mind  and  taste  had  (  lianged,  but  Ruth.  Five  years 
had  made  great  differences  in  her. 

He  leapt  down  off  King  Tor  and  went  home  and  ])re  ired 
to  go  into  Tavistock  at  nightfall  Then  he  change^  his 
mind  and  postponed  the  event  until  a  subsequent  day, 
when  the  shops  closed  early. 

Morning  found  him  furious  to  see  Ruth.  He  W(;k'-  long- 
ing, above  ail  other  deeds,  to  kiss  her.  He  <  ould  not  wait 
until  the  early  closing  day  came.  He  1  "uld  not  wait  at  all. 
He  made  a  swift  breakfast  and  set  off  to  Taxistock  before 
nine  o'l  lock. 

As  he  passed  the  cottage  of  old  Mrs.  Bolt,  Jill  appeared 
at  the  door.  She  had  seen  him  approach  and  now  \entured 
to  speak. 

If  you  are  going  into  Tavistock,  I  wish  vou'd  briuf.;  hack 
a  box  of  them  throat  lozenges  for  the  old  wom.m.  Chemist 
sells  'em.  They  be  called  S(iiuebod\'s  lironi  hial  tablets 
and  they  rest  her  breathing  parts  a  lot." 

"  I'll  get    em,"  said  h'es. 

"  She's  not  up  to  nuich  of  late  d;i\s.  I'm  spending  a 
day  or  two  along  with  liei.  Dw.iling  '  a  bit  in  hei  talk  she 
is,  and  olien  names  your  mother." 

"  Then    I'll  see    her,"   he  said 
morning.'  " 

"  And   welcome, 
doubt." 

Jill  wondered  not  a  little  why  Pijrneroy  toimd  himself 
still  at  liberty.     Mr.  Codd  had  told  her  ol  the  entire  success 


'  I'll  give    her   '  good 
She'll   be  glad   to  speak   to  you,   no 


'  Dwaling  :    Wandeiiujj  in  speech. 


long- 
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<^f  tlu'  i  'ot.  He  f^xplained  how  Ncjitlunoie  had  found  the 
in.it'hbux  and  the  papers;  how  Me  had  sent  instantly  for 
Insjn  tor  T'achelor  and  doubtless, .cqUiiinted  huii  with  the 
facts.  Bui  Ives  continued  to  ^o  free  and  not  so  much  as  a 
rumour  as  ye   issiciatedhim  with  th-^  outrage  at  Stone  Park. 

Old  R.i'  hei  ])roved  in  a  lachrymose  mood  and  asserted 
1  strc  q  desire  and  willintjness  t<>  die  at  <'nce. 

"'Ihey'iTi  all  there-  'very  one  that  I  care  about  the 
leastest  bit  she  said  somewhat  ungraciously.  "  I  want 
to  go  to  'em  uid  I  hope  it  won't  be  long  afore  I  do.  I've 
no  nature  in  me  now  of  a  morning, 'when  I  wake  up — not 

-l'.t''<  tiave  I,  Jill  ?  'Tis  no  joy  to  me  to  see  .he  morning 
light.  I'll  go  in  inv  sleep,  I  hoj)e,  and  then  my  eyes  will 
cMten  "H  a  better  dawn  than  ever  us  seed  on  Dartymoor. 
Have  'e  any  messages  ?  because  ik)w's  the  time  for  'em 
while  my  wits  be  -  lear." 

Pomeroy  consiileied.  At  such  a  moment  no  feeling  of 
sceplirism  clouded  his  mind.  He  was  indeed  over-bold  and 
over-sanguine. 

"  Tell  my  mnther  I'm  tokened  to  Ruth  Rendle,"  he  said, 
and  Rachel  hri  ame  nuldly  excited. 

"  At  last  !  Her  dream  for  years  it  was.  Really  going 
to  be!  " 

She  lit  id  out  her  luind  to  him  ;  then  she  rose  slowly,  and 
put  up  her  old  tai  f^  to  his  and  kissed  him. 

"  (ji\  •'  you  joy  ot  it  —  and  her.  Ko  need  for  me  to  promise 
to  take  that.  Su(  h  a  ^.;reat  thing  will  never  be  ke|)t  from 
.\visa — not  for  an  hour.  'Twill  make  her  Heaven  brighter 
and  'twill  be  the  pleasure  of  snine  good  angel  to  carry  the 
news  to  her.  Min  1  you  let  me  see  Ruth  tlie  next  time 
she's  up  here." 

I\es  thanked  his  mother'  ancient  friend  and  then  left 
her.  Jill  had  said  nothing  iielniL'  Ins  intelligence  ;  but  he 
could  not  leave  her  so.  His  look  pleaded  with  her  more 
than  his  words. 

"  Wish  me  joy  too — can't  you  ?  "  he  said. 

She  remembered  much — debts,  deli,"hts,  insults,  griev- 
ances. At  another  time  and  under  ditterent  circumstances 
she  would  have  cursed  him  ;  but  her  own  line:  promised 
to  flow  into  easy  places  at  1;  ,t  and  her  heart  was  softened. 
She  looked  on  ahead.     What  nught  not  happen  ? 
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\'ov  tile  sikf  (if  tlio  past  I  will  yi  III  evfiy  l>K'?>siMt,' that 
tlie  world  ran  biiiif:;  vou,   Ives." 

"Thank  you  fni  that.  Ami  you?  'Hurt's  a  whisper 
going  ...  I  ho))o  ydu'il  t.ike  hiru.  'Twill  moan  large 
comfort,  and  ymi'll  be  the  rii  hest  woman  we've  ever  had 
in  ^h'ri\ale." 

"  I  know,"  she  said.     "  Well,  why  not.  sinrt- \(iu.   .  .   ?" 

"  There's  no  re.ison  against  it  Let  me  be  the  fust  to 
'  ongratul.ite  ynii.  N<ibody  knows  better'n  me  the  splendid 
woman  you  are." 

Fie  went  away  and  left  her  still  wduilering.  She  had  it 
in  her  uuiid  to  take  his  side  imw  and  fight  for  him  with 
Northmore.  He  certainly  must  not  go  to  prison.  She 
ponderetl  many  things  and  saw  no  reason  'o  despair  of  the 
future 

And  x'omeroy  walked  to  Tavistock  in  an  hour  and 
ariivcd  hot  and  excited.  But  his  sj)ecd  liid  not  prevent 
hun  from  reflection  as  he  sank  dnwn  the  last  long  hill  ; 
and  reflection  made  him  somewhat  uiicasv.  He  hid 
actually  spoken  of  himself  as  engaged,  whik^  \et  it  remained 
lo  be  seen  whether  Ruth  wouKl  ai  cept  him  !  He  blamed 
himself  very  heartily  lor  this  insolente.  Who  was  he  to 
look  upon  success  as  a  matter  of  course  ?  He  war  .avage 
with  himself,  and  from  that  height  ol  easy  confidence 
whidi  had  asserted  his  eng.igement.  he  fell  into  a  mental 
condition  <if  abasement  and  doubt.  She  might  have  long 
ceased  to  think  of  him  as  a  husband  ;  she  might  now 
know  him  f,ir  too  thoroughly  to  run  any  risk  of  a  closer 
relationship. 

He  found  Ruth  ill. 

She  was  in  the  shoj)  when  he  entered  and  could 
not  leave  it.  Therefore,  he  olft>red  her  marriage  over  the 
counter. 

He  was  first  concerned  for  her  pallor,  and  she  explained 
it  by  a  sleepless  night.  Then  he  sjjoke  of  trithng  things, 
yet  struck  one  small  matter  very  near  her  heart. 

"  What'll  you  say  .^  I've  lost  \iiur  matchbox,  Ruth. 
'Twas  my  greatest  tre.t.ar  and  now  'tis  one  and  I  shan't 
be  happy  till  you've  given  me  another.  1  thought  as  I'd 
left  it  u])  at  Amicoinbe  Hill,  and  rode  up  to  see;  but  I 
couldn't  find  it  where  1  was  at  the  works." 
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She  stared  at  him  and  ho  (■;ui;^'ht  hei  duinj^  so. 
"Forgive  me,"  he  said,  "and  get  me  another.  Hut 
han't  about  that  I've  come.  D'you  know,  Rudi,  I  seemed 
awful  near  my  mother  yesterdaN".  1  was  up  o\er  on  King 
Tor  looking  down,  and  I  could  have  sworn  my  mother 
was  at  my  elbow  somehow.  Never  knowed  such  a  fe.ding 
come  over  me  since  she  was  taken.  And  you  was  woven 
into  it,  if  you  can  understand.  I-'rom  that  moment  I've 
felt  a  craving  to  see  you  and— and.  .  .  And  then  this  morn- 
ing, after  I'd  somehr>vv  looked  upon  it  as  done,  I  asked  my- 
self how  I  could  dare  to  have  the  cheek  to  hope  fur  it. 
But  you  know  that  cheek  was  always  my  strong  point. 
With  other  girls  that  is,  not  with  you.  I  never  felt  to  you 
the  same  as  to  them — not  so  easy  and  friendly.  It  came 
awful  slow  and  sure,  Ruth,  and  that's  my  excuse  for  never 
having  offered  myself  before,  though  I've  L  en  on  the  ctlge 
of  it  scores  of  dozens  of  times.  But  'twas  a  growing 
thing — growed  while  I  never  knew  it  growed— growed 
and  growed  while  my  dear  was  dying — growed  on  and 
on  after  till  somehow.  .  ." 

He  stopped  a  moment  and  she  stood  with  her  head  bent. 
She  did  not  speak.  She  was  struggling  to  retain  consciousness. 

"  Looking  back,  Ruth,  'tis  amazing  to  me  I  could  have 
lived  in  the  same  house  with  you  and  not  been  mad  for 
you  waking  and  sleejnng.  God  knows  I  felt  everything 
about  you  was  sweet  and  cf)niely  and  lovely  and  too  good 
for  me.  But  mother  wanted  for  us  to  marry,  and  such  a 
cranky  dog  I  was  that  just  be-ause  I  knew"  that.  .  .  and 
yet  not  quite  that  neither.  I  was  in  love  with  you  afore 
even  them  days  I  fa'Ied  in  love  with  you  first  for  your 
laugh.  'Tis  a  'Try  soft,  dear  little  laugh -like  a  mother 
moor-hen  calling  to  h;  r  chicks.  And— then— but  how  <  an 
a  crack-brained  man  like  me  go  over  all  them  years  ?"  I 
only  know  where  I've  stood  of  late  and  where  1  stand 
now.  Ma\be  it's  too  late  to  dare  to  offer  myself,  Ruth  ; 
but  God  judge  me  if  I'm  not  in  earnest  ;  and  I'll  be  the 
best  husband  I  know  how  to  be.  Not  much  of  a  man  for 
such  a  maid  as  you — but.  .  ." 

He  bent  across  and  took  Iv  hand.  She  looked  at  him 
and  tried  to  speak  but  could  not.  A  moment  later  she 
sank  away  from  I.im  and  fell  '  :  a  heap. 


V 


I  'I 


366 


THE    MOTHER 


He  shouted  aloud,  and,  fiiidinp;  no  other  way,  chinbcd  over 
the  counter  to  the  (k'trinioiit  of  the  cakes  tHsplaNetl  upon  it. 
Ruth  had  fainted.  Slie  recovered  quickly,  however,  and 
Ives,  m  some  dismay,  went  off  to  the  nearest  public  house 
and  quickly  returned  with  brandy- 

She  drank  it  and  thanked  hiin. 

"  'Twas  the  shock,"  she  explained  to  the  sliopkeeper. 
"  He  told  me  something  I  didn't  expect,  Mrs.  Foster.  But 
I'm  all  right  again  now.     Come  back  presently,  Ives." 

Pomeroy  went  off  and  dul  not  return  for  an  hour. 
To  him  it  wa:.  the  longest  hour  that  he  had  ever  spent,  and 
during  its  progress  he  suffered  considerably.  Somctiung 
nad  gone  amiss — that  nuu  h  he  clearly  saw.  For  the  rest  he 
was  in  the  dark. 

She  waited  for  hun  when  he  returned  and  together  they 
went  out  beside  the  river,  and  walked  under  great  trees  there. 

"  Forgive  me  for  making  such  a  show  of  myself,  Ives,  but 
'twas  the  sudden  shock  coming  just  now.  I'm  very  fond 
of  you,  Ives,  and  always  shall  be,  and  I'm  pnnid  to  think 
you'd  care  to  marry  me  ;  liut  'tis  too  late  for  that.  I'm 
going  to  marry  Matthew  Northmorc.  I've  promised  him, 
Ives." 

"  Northmore  !  Good  God  A'mighty,  you  can't  !  What ! 
after  all  these  years  ?  Don't  you  hate  the  'ran  ?  Right 
well  you  knov/  it  I  " 

"  No,  I  don't.  I  can't  hate  such  love  as  he's  got  for  me. 
It's  better  than  I  deseive,  whatever  sha[)e  it  takes.  He's 
been  faithful,  Ives  ;  and  he's  strong  ;  and  he's  won.  Such 
as  I  am,  he's  won  ine,  and  marry  him  I  will." 

Pomeroy  would  not  hear  of  this.  He  protested,  stormed 
and  swore.  He  demanded  reasons  from  Ruth,  but  she 
would  say  nothing  defmite. 

"  I  respect  him  and  admire  him,  and  he's  too  strong  for 
me,"  she  repeated.  "  'Tis  vain,  dear  Ives,  speaking  against 
tlie  man  like  this  and  saying  evil  things  against  him.  He's 
no  enemy  to  you.     Believe  that." 

"  You're  not  honest  in  this  business,"  he  answe-ed.  And 
you've  fooled  me  now,  as  you  Tooled  him  before.  Would  he 
dare  to  offer  himself  again  after  all  he  knows,  if  you  hadn't 
invited  him  to  do  it  ^  You've  played  with  him  and  broke 
his  heart  and  driven  him  to  drink,  and  now,  when  the  man's 
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sunk  miles  from  his  former  manhood,  you  take  him.  You've 
(lone  a  deadly  wrong  ;  and  well  you  know  it.  But  you  shan't 
— you  shan't  marry  Xorthmoro — not  while  I've  got  a  shot- 
gun. If  I  han't  worth  a  thought — well,  I  say  nothing  agaiiibt 
that.  I'm  a  useless,  .vorthless  pattern  of  man — nut  good 
enough  for  a  woman  like  you.  But  yon  shan't  marry  hmi— 
that  I  will  swear.  I'll  save  you  from  that  if  I  swing  for  it 
You  won't  he  honest  with  me,  Ruth,  though  I've  always  heen 
honest  with  you.  Then  I'll  leave  you  and  sec  what  he  can 
tell  me.  D'you  think  I'm  a  born  fool.  D'^ou  tt.ink  I  dont 
see  very  clear  that  there's  a  lot  more  behind  this  than  my 
mind  can  fathom  ?  I'll  go  to  him  then,  and  I'll  strangle  the 
truth  out  of  him  if  there's  no  other  way  to  get  at  it." 

"  Don't  do  that,  Ives.  Nothing  can  be  gain  d  by  more 
wickedness.  He  and  I  understand  each  other  perfectly  well. 
I  am  doing  what  I  believe  to  be  right.  Ha\e  pity  upon  a 
woman,  and  don't.  .  ." 

To  htll  with  the  whole  pack  of  \'ou  !  "  he  roared  out. 
"  'Twas  thus  with  t  other,  and  now  'tis  tlmswith  ynu.  I'll 
die  at  peace  without  a  wife.  I'H  finish  with  all  of  you,  for 
not  one  has  ever  been  anything  to  me  but  an  unrestful  plague. 
Never  again — never — so  help  me  God — will  I  touch  a  woman. 
And  answer  me  that  man  sliall  ;  and  the  more  you  pray  for 
him,  the  more  I'll  drag  it  out  of  him  !  He's  won  you  with 
some  damned  lie.  He's  no  fair  fighter — no  drunkard  ever  is. 
I'll  not  trouble  you  any  more  ;  but  I'll  get  to  the  bottom  of 
this  before  I've  done  with  it  ;  and  you  shan't  marry  him 
while  I'm  alive.  I'd  ratii"r  cut  your  th.oat  with  my  own 
hand  than  suffer  it." 

He  left  her  ghastly  white-standing  and  shivering  under 
the  trees.  Then  he  set  oft  homeward.  But  the  accident  of 
passing  a  railway  station  changed  all  his  purpose  in  a  flash. 
This  catastrophe  upset  hir.  efjuilibrium  and,  by  some  inward 
cataclysm,  heaved  up  another  common  hunger  of  his  nature 
to  the  top.  He  longed  for  women  in  the  same  moment  that  he 
cursed  them.  His  spirit  had  gone  sour  under  this  storm, 
and  he  was  full  of  passion  turned  to  poison.  He  took  train 
at  Tavistock,  went  down  to  Plymouth,  spent  two  days  there, 
and  gave  a  loose  rein  to  sense.  Then  he  returned  home  ex- 
hausted in  body,  but  fortified  in  mind.  His  brains  were 
clear  again,  and  he  perceived  that  some  great  unknown  event 
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must  li.i\i>  l)ront,'ht  iihoiit  Kutli's  action.  What  had  N..rth- 
mi)rc  (\<mv  torh.uiw  her  ^  Nothing  that  he  could  conceive 
was  too  bail  for  the  master  of  Stone  Park  now.  He  planned 
a  thousand  crushing  coimterstrokes  ;  and  then  some  dawn  of 
reason  began  to  touch  the  chaos  of  his  mind.  His  long  rages 
weakened  ;  the  futility  of  this  great  relapse  impressed  itself 
upon  his  soul.  He  derided  to  hear  Northmore.  These  reflec- 
tions came  with  his  retui  n  home  on  the  thinl  night  alter  Ruth 
had  refused  hiin.  He  wokerefnslied  in  body,  but  it  was  his 
mind  that  now  suffered  a  retrogression.  He  doubted  why 
Northmore  should  be  allow  d  to  speak.  He  longed  to  be  at 
the  mans  throat  ;  he  felt  that  Matthew  must  j'e^t  battle  for 
this  woman  before  he  won  her. 

And  elsewhere  .Inth  considered  the  story  from  its  begin- 
nings, saw  herself  gradually  wal'ing  to  the  purpose  of  Ives 
wat(  hed  herself  waiting  for  him  to  speak  the  longed-for 
word,  and  then  perctived  how  upon  this  dream,  even  at  the 
moment  of  fulfilment,  had  come  the  horror  of  the  fall  of 
I'omeroy  and  the  attituile  of  his  wronged  rival.  For  her 
the  mattf-r  was  ended,  and  she  could  not  take  back  her  word. 
She  accepted  the  sacrifice  for  the  precious  fruits  of  it ;  and 
she  trusted  that  with  passage  of  time,  Ives  would  return  to 
himself  repent  his  wi(  kedness.  and  find  all  that  his  mother 
had  hoped  and  desired  for  him  in  another  heart  than  hers, 
rhrough  long  nights  she  suffered,  and  her  agony  heaped 
years  upon  her  hea(',  lessened  her  beauty,  and  stamped 
care  in  her  eyes  for  ever. 
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nnWO  days  after  the    retuin  ..f   Ives,  certain  familiar 

1  persons  met  at  the  bar  of  The  folly  Huntsmen  and 
1  tter    loop  announced  his  approaching  niarriaee 

M<.leskmand  Rupert  Johnson  were  of  the  party  Em- 
manuel Codd  sat  in  a  corner  ;  other  local  men  crovvded  the 
bar  and  both  Peter  and  Joel  stood  behmd  the  counter 

1  he  last  barmaid  proved  another  failure :  she  suffered  from 
religious  mama  and  had  to  be  dismissed,  because  her  convic- 
tions, uttered  at  inconvenient  seasons,  threw  an  atmosphere 
of  depi^sMon  upon  the  hilarity  of  the  public  house 

Mr.  Peter  cast  glances  towards  the  door  and  then  evi- 
.lently  labouring  under  some  nervousness,  spoke  as  Matthew 
Aorthmore  entered. 

"  Was  waiting  for  you,  farmer,  afore  I  broke  a  bit  of  news 

to-mghr-  '  '  '^  ^'"^      ^'"'^  •''P*  '*  ^"^  "^>'  f"^"ds 

''  Twill  mean  free  drinks.  I  hope,"  said  Moleskin 
In  a  word,  souls,  I  be  going  to  follow  a  good  example 
Heres  Ma  thew  here  tokened  at  last,  after  most  faithful 
•oMduct,  Irn  sure;  and  Moleskin's  daughter  have  taken 
this  here  man  Johnson  ;  and  there's  marryings  in  the  air  to 
right  and  lelt  beside  ,  so  why  not  I  >  Tis  the  question  I've 
axed  myself  of  late.  And  Nature  was  for  it  and  the  woman 
uas^ willing  ;  and  so  'tis  done  ;    I'm  taking  her  in  the  early 

"  Bet  you  a  dollar  that  I  know  her  name,  Peter  "said  Mr 
( awker.  ' 

••  Verv  hke.     I  han't  the  sort  to  hide  my  doings  under  a 
tt'late'samSl."'"  ''  ^•^■"'  ''''  ''-■  ^^  ^^'^   -^-^'  «' 
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"  A  fine,  red,  recommendable  sort  of  girl,"  said  Moleskin. 
"  She  haven't  had  much  luck  so  far,  but  she's  drawn  a  prize 
at  last,  and  no  mi-tak-  Sne've  got  a  temper,  however,  if 
colour  counts.  Your  nair  is  taken  from  the  evil  to  come, 
Peter  ;  but  you'll  have  to  look  sharp  after  your  beard. 
Shake' hands  and  good  luck  and  long  life  to  you  both  !  " 

The  company  expressed  great  gratification  o^d  all  took 
Mr.  Toop's  hand  in  turn.  Some  were  coarse,  but  all  v/ere 
kind. 

"  And  you,  Joel  ?  "  asked  his  brother.  "  What  do  you 
say  ?  You  stand  there  rinsing  glasses  like  a  machine — 
haven't  you  got  a  word  ?  " 

Joel  was  clearly  ill  pleased  with  this  news. 

"  I  hope  'twill  prove  better  than  it  looks  ;  that's  all  I've 
got  to  say,"  he  answered. 

Peter  flushed  ;  his  jaw  dropped  and  he  stroked  his  beard. 

"  I  didn't  expect  that,"  he  said. 

"  Your  only  chance  was  to  choose  a  female  getting  well  up 
for  elderly.  What  good  be  a  fiery  young  woman  like  that 
to  you  ?     She'vc  only  taken  you  for  your  money  !  " 

"  He's  jealous  !  He's  jealous,"  cried  Codd.  "  Look  at 
his  eyes — I  lay  he  wanted  her  hisself !  " 

"  Not  L  When  I  marry,  'twill  be  something  that  belongs 
to  my  own  generation,  not  a  giglet  wench  to  bring  my  grey 
hairs  to  tlie  grave.  And  this  I'll  say  :  I  warn  you,  Peter, 
that  I  go  out  of  this  house  the  day  that  woman  comes  in." 

Peter  panted  and  his  eyes  flashed  a  grand  indignation 
from  behind  their  glasses. 

"  Think  better  of  that,"  he  said.  "  Don't  wait  for  her  : 
go  to-morrow — go  to-night  if  you  like.  For  a  brother  to  say 
these  things  !     'Tis  not  to  be  borne  !  " 

The  old  men  glared  into  each  other's  faces  ;  then  Joel  left 
the  bar, 

Peter  wiped  his  forehead  and  shook  his  head. 

"  Too  bad,  too  bad,"  he  murmured.  "  Why  for  shouldn't 
I  do  the  manly  thing  and  wed  like  any  other  ^  If  he'd 
found  somebody  to  take  him  and  his  rheumatism,  I'd  have 
been  the  first  to  stand  up  and  say  '  well  done  !  '  But  'tis 
always  the  same  with  that  man,  though  my  brother.  A 
very  crossgrained  and  carmudgeonly  disposition  when  other 
folks'  good  fortune  be  the  matter.    He  mourns  another  man's 
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good  luck  as  if  'twas  his  own  bad.     And  what  ha\-e  I  done, 
or  the  woman  either,  to  make  him  get  niffed  like  this  ?  " 

''  Jealousy  for  certain,"  declared  Northmore.  "  Perhaps 
he'd  thought  of  her  too  in  his  cautious  way  and  was  actually 
going  to  ask  her.  But  meantime  you'd  dashed  in  and 
won." 

"Well,  there  it  is,"  said  Peter  as  he  took  snuft  freely. 
"  I  won't  pretend  I  don't  feel  Joel's  view  of  the  case.  It 
makes  me  a  thought  down  about  the  whole  thing,  especi- 
ally coming  to-night,  when  I'd  planned  to  let  it  out  in  a 
pleasant  way  and  make  a  bit  of  gossip  for  you  all.  Still, 
the  rest  of  you  seem  pretty  pleased  about  it,  and  I'm  sure 
the  woman  is — if  words  count  for  anything  She's  seen  the 
rough  edge  of  life  and  will  know  how  to  value  tlie  smooth  in 
consequence.     Well,  what's  it  to  be  ?  " 

"  Bottles  of  wme  !  "  cried  Moleskin.  "  'Tis  the  very  night 
for  it.  Two  bottles  of  your  thick,  black  port,  and  si. \  penny- 
worth of  old  brandy  poured  in  to  hft  it  up  :  That's  the 
tipple  to  drink  to  you  and  your  lady.  She's  a  grand  woman, 
Peter  ;  and  I  hope  you'll  do  your  dutv  as  becomes  a  valiant 
bachelor." 

They  drank  and  grew  excited.     The  talk  ranged  to  North- 
more,  and  he  too  was  toasted.     His  forthcoming  marriage 
had  set    many  tongues  wagging   and   the  temporary  dis- 
appearance of  Pomeroy  was  associated  with  it. 
Now  Peter  spoke  of  the  matter. 

"  For  my  part,  when  I  heard  of  your  great  deed,  and  that 
our  Ruth  had  come  round,  my  first  thought  was  pleasure 
that  you  and  me  should  become,  as  it  were,  lelations  by 
marriage.  And  I  feel  so  still,  I'm  sure.  You'll  make  as 
good  a  husband  as  I  shall,  Matthew.  But  next  I  turned  my 
mind  on  young  Pomeroy,  because  his  mother,  afore  she  went 
home,  was  very  much  '=et  on  them  two  being  man  and  wife. 
However,  he  held  off  and  you  held  on,  and  now  you're 
rewarded  for  your  pluck,  as  you  deserve  to  be.  Have  you 
seen  him  since  the  news  was  out  ?  " 
"  I  haven't." 

"  There  may  be  more  reasons  than  one  for  his  going  off," 
declared  Emmanuel.    "  For  my  part,  'twould^'t  surprise  me 
if  he  didn't  come  back  afore  he's  fetched." 
The  old  man  caught  his  master's  grim  stare  and  was 
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?ilent.  01  late  Codd,  much  anpered  to  find  that  nothing  was 
done  against  Pomeroy,  had  tried  to  force  Northmore's  hand 
so  far  as  he  dared.  1  he  position  confused  him  and  he  could 
not  understand  it.  He  was  s]ow-minded,anddidnotassoriate 
Northmore  s  betrothal  with  his  silence  concerning  Pomeroy 
Be  off,  Codd,"  said  Matthew  pointedly.  "  I'll  speak  to 
you  presently.  The  name  of  Pomeroy's  been  in  your  mouth 
rather  too  much  of  late,  and  I  should  "like  to  know  why  Get 
on  the  way  home  and  I'll  follow  you  in  five  minutes  " 

Codd  rose,  both  frightened  and  angry.  His  plot  seemed 
likely  to  miscarry  and  his  own  position  was  difficult  Em- 
manuel could  not  make  Northmore  proceed  against  Ives  with- 
out defeating  his  own  object  ;  because  he  was  supposed  to 
know  nothmg  about  the  papers  and  the  matchbox.  He 
determined  f  see  Jill  as  soon  as  possible  and  learn  whether 
ner  cunning  could  find  a  way. 

Now  he  departed  and  Moleskin  criticized  him  unfavourably 
i  wish  you  d  never  took  on  that  old  dog,"  he  said  to 
iNorthrnore.      He  ban 't  a  nice  party  and  there's  not  a  man  m 
Men  vale— let  alone  the  women— that  hasn't  had  to  suffer  evil 
from  his  tongue.      I'll  say  nought  about  myself.     I've  been 
misunderstood  from  my  youth  up  by  better  folk  than  Codd 
and  now  I  m  used  to  it  and  go  my  simple  way  and  ion't  invite 
anybody  to  give  an  opinion  on  me.     Eut'for  youstraicht- 
laced,  common  men,  as  never  be  outside  law  and  order  bv  a 
hair^  and  never  ^o  much  as  look  over  a  gate  to  envy  your 
neighbour  a  blade  of  grass-why.  'tis  a  monstrous  thin- that 
crookecl-tongued  varmint  should  aluays  be  spitting  out  his 
hasty  thoughts  and  suspicions  against'  you.     1  wonder  vou 
haven  t  risen  in  a  rally  and  taken  him  down  to  the  river  and 
tried  _to  wash  his  beastly  old  mmd  a  thought  cleaner  afore 

Johnlom''''"^  ""^  ^''  '^'  "''^^*  ^'"  ''"^'  however,"  argued 

;'  We  must  all  die.  worse  luck,"  rephed  Moleskin.     "  And 

he  s  far  better  away,  if  it  could  he  done  in  such  a  general 

on  r mmd.'""  ""  "^'^  ''""''  ''''  ^^^  ^^^^^  ^oo'-uch 
Northmore  lived  a  dual  hfe  at  this  time.      \n  mrer  ex^sf 
enceot  pain  and  feverish  unrest  was  contrasted  wi"th"a  x-isibe 
state  of  reckless  happiness.     He  could  say  no  unkind  vvord 
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he  cared  not  even  to  think  a  har^h  thdi.dit  of  any  man 
Iherclnic  he  ai,mied  lur  ('odd. 

'■  Live  and  let  hve,"  he  -aid.     "  ^-oii're  tlie  last  th;it  should 
throw  a  stone,  nei^hhoiir." 

"  So  I  am,"  conlcsscd  Moleskin  in.-,tantly,  "  so  I  am    Hut 
I  hate  a  small  heart." 

■■  .Mi's  well  with  you,  and  your  d,uiKhter  goint;  to  manv 
thi3  tme  (hap,  Rupt-it  here." 

"  \es,  yes  ;    we  he  piospi  img  something  wond'  rfiil  and 
1  ve  not  heard  tliat  anybody's  miu  h  vi-.wd  over  it." 

'■  What  about  last  October  ?  "  asked  a  labourer. 

''  -Ah,  Jack,"  answered  Moleskin.     "  The  same  old  story 
—birds  missing  and  noises  in  the  night  down  in  the  woods 
round    about.     Those    things    ban't    rightly    understood 
and  never  will  be  till  they  have  a  different  sort  of  chan  for 
head-keeper."  ' 

"  If  you  mean  my  uncle.  Mr.  Giegson.  .  ."  began  Jack. 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  y(.ur  uncle  I  do  mean.  Your  uncle  is  a 
very  good  man— when  he's  got  a  better  to  watch  him  But 
he's  not  a  great  thinker,  Jack.  You  always  know  what  lie'U 
do  next.  A  very  proper,  steadfast  quahty  for  every-day 
people  ;  but  not  for  a  gamekeeper.  Such  a  man  is  "like  a 
soldier  and  ought  to  deal  in  surprises.  'Tis  the  dealer  in  sur- 
prises, Jack,  as  finds  the  best  market.     And  that  reminds 

me;   I've  got  a  httle  matter  to  attend  to  myself  this  even- 
ing." 

Moleskin  emptied  his  glass  and  departed,  leaving  behind 
hnri  a  tine  ethical  problem  for  the  company  to  solve. 

"  Why  should  that  chap's  wife  and  daughter  come  near 
to  starving  so  long  as  he  was  straight,  and  find  themselves 
easy  and  comfortable  again  now^  he'm  at  his  old  gimes  ^  " 
asked  Peter.  "  The  moment  he  lapsed  from  righteousness 
things  began  to  brighten  up  for  his  women.  Tliere's  some 
thing  wrong  in  that  surely." 

But  none  could  provide  a  reason  for  this  anomaly.  They 
were  still  arguing  when  Ives  Pomerov  suddenly  appeared 

Peter  began  to  chide  him  amiably,  but  he  stopped  for  the 
newcomer  was  not  in  a  mood  for  pleasantries.  He  accosted 
Northmore  harshly  before  the  peoi)le. 

"  I've  just  been  over  to  your  house  and  they  said  you  was 
out.     So  I  thought  I  might  meet  you  here." 
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Northmore  was  no  actor  and  he  found  it  difficult  to  fac« 
the  other  without  emotion,  for  this  sudden  meeting  surprisec 
him.  He  had  heanl  from  Ruth  how  Ives  went  to  see  her,  but 
she  gave  no  details  of  their  meetnig  and  was  mdeed  insistent 
on  one  subject  alone.  "  He'll  want  to  get  the  rights  of  this 
out  of  you,"  she  told  Matthew  ;  "  but  he  mustn't.  Never, 
never  let  hini  hear  that  I  know  what  he  did. "  And  Northmore 
had  promised  it.  He  had  gone  further  and  undertaken  that 
Pomeroy  should  hear  nothing  of  the  dis.overv  at  Stone  Pai  k  ; 
but  here  he  reckoned  on  very  faulty  knowledge  of  his  own  ; 
and  now,  as  the  other  stood  before  him,  haggard,  stem  and 
ferocious,  Matthew  began  to  perceive  the' real  difficulties 
ahead.  He  hrmly  believed  that  Pomeroy  was  guilty,  and  the 
conviction  now  buoyed  him  up.  That  this  man,  under  any 
pretext,  could  have  the  effrontery  to  beard  him  thus,  after 
his  crimes  of  the  recent  past,  stung  Northmore  to  the  neces- 
sary pitch  of  anger  ;  and  upon  his  wrath  followed  the  inevi- 
table explosion  from  Pomeroy. 

"  My  business  is  with  you,  but  anybody  may  hear  it  "  con- 
tmued  Ives.  "  Ruth  Rendle  tells  me  that  you  and  she  are 
going  to  be  married." 

"  Yes  ;  she's  consented  at  last.  I  hear  vou  saw  her  a  day 
or    two    ago.     You    weren't    in    a    hurry    to    wish    me 

Joy-" 

"  Did  she  tell  you  why  I  went  to  see  her  and  what  hap- 
pened ?  "  ^ 

"  I  wasn't  interested." 

"  But  you  would  have  been.  I  went  to  ask  her  to  marry 
me,  Matthew  Northmore." 

Northmore  only  stared  and  made  no  answer. 

"  A  day  behind  the  fair,  Ives— not  like  you,"  said  Mr. 
Toop  cautiously. 

"  And  she  told  me  that  she  was  going  to  marry  you  " 

''  Of  course.     What  then  ?  "  '      ' 

"Then  she  fainted,"  said  Ives  shortly.  "That's  what 
happened  then." 

"  Your  bluster  and  noise,  I  suppose." 

"  Don't  face  me  like  this  !  "  thundered  the  other.  "  I'm 
not  here  to  hear  your  drivel.  I  want  the  stark  truth  out  of 
you,  and  I'll  have  it !  Why  has  she  changed  her  mind  ? 
lell  me  that. 
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''  How  d'you  know  she  has  changed  ?  " 

H. J'^'''  '*  "^  "^'"'^  ^■°'''"  "''^'"^  "lade  her  grow  thin  ' 
Hasn  t  your  plaguing  uorn  her  out  ?  Didn't  she  leave  er. 
tojryandget    away   from    you  P     And  ^tw  To"  tSe^ 

morJ""' V  ""^  "^^'^  ?'  '"?''  •"  ^^"  '^''''"  answered  North- 
more,        ^oure  mad  to  behave  so,  or  ask  such  a  ques- 

"  Am  I  mad  ?  Then  why  did  she  faint  ?  Tell  me  that 
I  m  not  going  to  be  fobbed  off  with  less  than  truth  That 
girl  could  do  nought  crooked  or  false,  and  not  a  word  co  Ud 
I  get  ou    of  her.     But  you're  different.     I  want  to  knovv 

yea'r     ^AndTha^' "  f  ;^'^"  ''^^'"^  ''''■  ^'^ht  of  you  forhv: 
years^    And  that  s  what  you've  got  to  tell  me.  " 
Have  I  ?  " 

"  WTio  be  you  to  ax  men  their  secrets  ? 
enemy  of  Ives. 

J'  "  *^^'^  '"  ^  '^'-'■^t,  'tis  a  vile  one,  as  any  can  see  " 
answered  Pomeroy,  turning  on  him.  "  This  man  has 
forced  her  to  cave  in  and  say  she'll  marry  him  He  s 
tormented  her  mto  ,t.  And  how  was  it  done  .>  T^n' 
because  she  won  t  take  me  that  I  want  to  know,  for  I'm 
not  good  enough  for  her  and  nex'er  was.  But  I  understand 
her  ten  thousand  times  better  than  him,  and  I  know  sh^^^ 
nev^er  have  took  him  unless  'twas  for  some  tern i  pur 

None  spoke  and  Ives  turned  on  Matthew 
said      ''von'r?-^'\'^''-^^'^^''Sainst   he^   nature,"   he 
said  .       you  %e  driven  her  into  it  out  of  j-ur  own  hunger 
to  have  her;    you  ve.  .  ."  "ungti 

But  Northmore  silenced  him  by  a  louder  sound  and 
raised  a  din  by  beating  at  the  side  of  the  counter  wkh 
Ile^ar'ed.  ""  """^^  '"^  '""'^"^-     "'^  ^^^^->niuA  haS 

"Be  silent,  you  hypocrite!  You-you  of  all  men- 
to  dare  to  speak  to  me  like  this." 

''Oi  all  men  I  should  be  the  one." 

']  You're  a  fool  for  your  pains  then   ' 
Perhaps   I   may  be  ;     but    I'll   have   something  more 
^ill  for  my  pains,  if  I've  got  to  tear  it  out  of  yLZh 
my  naked  hands.     Answer  vou  shall!  " 
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Northniore  grew  ralmer  again  and  calculated  the  reGult« 
if  Pomeroy  heard  the  trutli. 

A  great  silence  had  fallen  upon  the  company  during 
this  duel,  and  now  Peter  took  it  upon  him'  to  end  the 
scene. 

"  I  must  ask  you  two  to  stop,  please,"  he  said.  "  No 
politics,  and  no  quarrels  between  man  and  man.  and  no 
drunkenness,  has  always  been  the  rule  here.  If  you've 
come  to  drink,  Pomeroy,  do  so  ;  but  I  can't  have  any 
more  words." 

"Leave  it,"  advised  an  old  man.  "This  rcw  ban't 
none  of  our  business  and  we  don't  want  to  hear  no  more 
You  two  car  settle  matters  between  yourselves.  A 
thousand  pities  you'm  not  ten  year  younger,  Matthew. 
If  you  was,  the  pair  of  you  could  have  it  out  in  the  good 
old  way,  with  your  mauleys,  and  give  us  a  bit  of  sport." 

Then  Northmore  spoke. 

"We'll  finish  this  alone.  I'm  engaged  to-morrow 
but  the  ne.xt  day  when  you  will.  We  can  meet  on  the 
Moor.     This  shan't  be  left  as  it  stands." 

Pomeroy  went  over  to  him  and  spoke  privately. 

"  The  Lone  Stones,  then— the  evening  after  to-mor- 
row. 

"  As  you  please." 

into'^m  f  "^  ^'^"^^'  """^  ^'"^'^  ""^  ^"'^^^'  ^'"  '^*  daylight 
"You'll  find  truth  bitter,  as  men  of  vour  stamp  must  " 
For  the  moment,  regardless  of  consequences  or  his  pro- 
mise to  Ruth,  Northmore  had  determined  to  tell  Pomeroy 
what  he  knew  against  him.  He  was  in  no  mood  to  argue 
with  himself  or  to  ask  himself  what  would  be  the  other's 
attitude  on  learning  that  his  crime  was  no  secret  But 
the  Lone  Stones  had  struck  coldly  on  Matthew's  ear  and 
silenced  lum  more  effectively  than  mention  of  any  other 
spot  on  earth.  He  associated  the  circle  with  Ruth's  first 
retusal  to  marry  him.  He  even  suspected  that  Ives  might 
be  familiar  with  that  vanished  event  and  had  chosen  the 
place  ou  purpose  to  remind  him  of  it. 

Yet  Pomeroy,  when  he  named  the  Lone  Stones,  thought 
only  of  their  remoteness  from  all  human  hfe  and  hunian 
interference.     It  was  a  good  place  to  knock  a  man  on  the 
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I^frt'  H.^"",  ^'  ^"?'-"^'^  ""^  *^"  ^^^^  '^  ^«'tune  fell  con- 
less  m.h^nnr'^  T\-^  '^'''  '^"'^''  ^han  the  moon- 
shldTnevtfmrrR^th  ""'  '"^  '^^^''^"  ^^^^^^-^ 
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CHAPTER    XIV 


THE    REVELATION- 

P  MMANUEL  CODD  persisted  .„  his  resolution  to  see 
cht'  J!\         "■'i'^f  *°  Sarnpford  Sp.ncy  on  the  followmg 
d.iy  that  1r^  might  do  so.     His  master  had  gone  to  see  a 
lawyer  at  Tavistock  and  the  roast  was  clear     jm^  mar 
nage  ^vouW  take  place  after  Christmas,  and  she  had    ktle 

her      They   walked   out    m    a   lane    between    the    village 
and  the  \>xen    while  he  told  of  what  had  happened  and 

f Jtliomed-'  "'         ""  '''  '"'"S^  '^'''  ^"^'^^""'^  had  net 

'•  In  a  proper  fury  of  rage  he  was,"  said  the  man      "  So 

I  hear  to-day.     He  came  m  the  bar,  after  I'd  left  it    and 

thuut  \et  Northmore  holds  off  and  don't  do  a  stroke 
against  him.  This  business  of  getting  Ruth  Rendle  have 
made  my  master  soft  seemingly,  \\-hy  don't  he  put 
Pomcroy  in  prison  ?  ^ 

Jill    laughed.     She    was   a    sort    of   spirit    that    treats 
the    world    reciprocally.     Her  coming   good    fortune    hid 
softened  her  heart  in  various  directions. 

"  Can't  you  see  what's  happened  ?  I  can  Northmnr^ 
thinks  that  Pomeroy  burnt  his  property,  and  that  Tu: 
Pomeroy  in  his  power.  So  off  he  goes'to  Ruth  Rend  e 
nistead  of  a  pohceman."  "  i^fnaie 

"  \\'hy  for  should  he  ?  " 

"Because  she's  all  the  world  to  him,  and  Ives  Pomernv 

L'inh-^'  7'V'  ^""'  Th^y  --re'tokened  He  oia 
me  so  hirnsel  .  '  Twas  a  choice  between  trouble  for  Pomeroy 
and  trouble  for  Ruth.  Any  man  ,n  Xorthmore's  hx  wouM 
have  done  the  same.  He's  got  her  on  the  strength  o^hat 
fire.     So  you  hit  Pomerov  harder  Pv^n  .1...  1,    ul^.. 
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sltfslS- '  >■"-  --t.-  too.     Vou  ou,ht  to  be  very  wHl 
;•  I  don't  sec  Tw  hurt  Pumerov,  however" 

that  could  ha've  U"n  upo,?  huJ"   ^'"    ^""^^^^^    ^'""« 

He-li  rS^  a  H^^lia  Z.f'!^^^']  ^'^"  ^"^^^^  *'^  ^"-  ^ 
know  that  he's  n    k,n,,  li  '^\"''"  '^°^^-     ^  ^^''nt  l-' 

'.n  Ins  back  •'      ^  ^  °'''""'  ""^^  ^^^  *he  broad  arrow 

had    brought   w.tl      t    1-,^,    ^T'"'^'""  "^  ^'''^-umstance 
u a.,  of  course       1  ']  and  (1  "^"^''^[■^^•""^  ^l'  ^md.     She 

attuude    perfec;i;^;i^sona^T^;;^k"±:'-ni'""^^''>"^^'? 
disgraceful   ui   her  eves      I  jr.]        !,,    ;f^  '  V     ,  ^'f'l*^"-''J 

Her  nund  played  deli.ifph  ,,  ?k  ^°''f  "^f  "^t^  enenues. 
her  mood  ignored  he  iriteLrH  .  '""''^'^  >'^^^^'  ^^^^'l^ 
bered  her  n;aiden  dlvs  a  d^n,  ^^^',  •^'"°^-  ^^^  '■^"i^"-'- 
she  dreamed  of  tha?\nri  1 "  r^o  '  k^  ^''V^  >"°""g  ^^'^^  ' 
her  across  the  river  ?nd  f il  /^"'  u^';  ''^^"  '^^  ^ni^d 
arnmosity  had   d  ed   under  ."^  ^''  ^'^^  ^^'^-^  °^^^-     All 

begotten  bv  good  ortune  %'''''T'  ™"^^°'''  '^^  ^P"** 
.n  the  bar  ofT^.  /o//  //.,,/  "^  '"  ^magmed  herself 
in^  to  him   across  the  cit''"  H^'^^^  Ivcs-talk- 

that  her  husbands  ttt£  held  "'"'    "'    ^'^    '"^* 

F.S  hr.Sl^^ecf :?^:°"^7'!;  °^  ^^^^  -"-Nation, 
change  m  her  vfews  ?Ln  hfrenaK/h"'  T^"'  ^^  ^^^ 
-th  .nterest.  and  he  became  aWed  '"  °^'"^'^"  ^'^"'^^ 

enough  ?'%^7/r"°f,"^'fV'  ''''  ^^'d-     "^'«t  done 

talking  tn  vn°      vr.!'5?°-     r  don't  want    to    be    seen 
.-   -       x-_-ui-,c  V.GX.C   luu  much  mischief  as  it 
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is,  and    I    wish   voii'd   le.ixf   Md 
good  to  aii\i,(j(ly." 

"  Vdu  talk  as  if  you  was  str,ii-!it  v<iiirsf|(  ' 
out.  "  Hotter  you  i<M)k  ha.  k  a  hil  UUnr  you 
me.     Who  was  it  put  mi-  up  tn.   .  .  ^    • 

"  Tho  dovil."  said  Jill.  ■•  ai„|  w.ll  vou  kn-nv  it.  D,,,!'! 
you  dare  to  say  I  had  anv  haud  ii,  this,  he.  ause  if  y.m  do 
I  11  go  straight  and  make  Peter  T.u.p  haxe  ^nu  up  t..  Tavis- 
tock f,,r  telling  lies,  ahout  me.  I  t.H,k  Tni,L:htv  good  care 
to  keep  out  ot  It  all,  and  I  d.-n't  know  aiulhing  whateve 
about  ,t-nnt  a  shadow.  And  ,f  you  liked  t  .  come  t ' 
me  with  y.nir  wi,  ked  plans,  that  was  your  l..ok  out.  ^'-ni 
th'^f    ''"'"^'' /^"f  ■-"'"'  "f  "line-I  took  very  f,.K.d  care  of 

If      K  M  "     .         ''  'y.^  ^''''  •"  ^^'"'  '^f  ^'"^  '""'tJif'  i"  future 
I  lie  rietter — lor  you. 

She  left  him  irresolute  and  alarnu-d.     He  forgot  Pom- 
eroy   and    began    to   be   seriously   concerned    for'  himself 

He  asked  himself  what   she  might  do.   but   b.   could  not 
estimate  her  power.     The  uncertainty  of  her  attitude  made 

^Z  wSl;t"'  '1^  "^  '''-r  ^"^^  '^'^■^^-  »-'-"^'^-ou 
rage  with  her.     He  went  h.nne  baflled  and  in  a  mood  of 

fear  and  desperation.     He  felt  that  in  Jill  an  enemy  had 

risen  from  his  own  camp  ;    and  he  wondered  how  \o  be 

even  with  her  hut  could  not  guess 

the'^u'lnt,''.^  ^''\n"'*  '^'°  ''^"''''^  ^""«  «"<^  ^^^n%  upon 
the    situat  on      All    was   very   clear   to    her.     Again    and 

again  she  broke  the  thread  of  thought  to  wander  through 

iX     Th  f'"   "'l'    rr^^°^-     The    pictures    ended  In 
V     \  T^fVfPect   of  Imman   relations   had   failed  her 

h^^u  /    uT^'\'^'}  '^'  '^'"'^^  "^^-^^  ^"i°y  ^  n^an  worth 
ha mg  ,    hut,  instead,  a  nch  husband  was  to  be  her  lot 
Peter  would  probably  wear  better;    but  "God  send  he 
don't  wear  too  long,"  thought  Jill.  ""^  ^^ 

She  aw-oke  into  a  very  real  regret  for  Pomeroy.  She  her- 
rfi/'''^  ''"^  ^'"^^  but  she  found  herself  W- 
mmded  before  the  spectacle  of  his  disappointment  Til 
was  much  pleased  with  herself  upon  feeliig  thesTgenerois 
emotions,  because  she  doubted  not  that^hey  aS  a 
good  heart  and  a  kmdly  disposition.  For  \\orthmore 
she  cared  not  a  straw,  but  she  felt  that  he  was  marrn" 
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now  ,„  ,e?,  „ J  ,r'^X?',e  s   "  "'^^  SrfcS  f,'1 
she  had  come  to  her  senses  -.nd  tl,  t  ^'^^^ 

Hould  never  have  a]  owed  k;T  P         '     '  ''"■'■  '''''''''■  ^^e 
She   even    asked    h,  ^^^  P<'rneroy  to  go  to  ,,r.son. 

scnsat.ononl;::^.':;^^  ,tl  ;,f-^  >-  I^^th.  a 
surprised  and  eratiiied  to  finHK^  .       ^''"^  '''''  '''-'*^'" 

her  heart.  The  f  he  tean  to  7'  T^ v  '"'^^'^  '"h"'""^^^' 
stood  mvolved  m  ^.'  S.  ht^S' r^^'^^VhL;'"'  '?'' 
was  r.ot  pleasant,  therefore  she  sh  rk  d  ,t  n /'!'  ''^'^ 
to    the    practical    side      \Vt,.,f        ^"'"^^(1    it,    and    turned 

to  thmk  loosely  again    and  rL.  on  ''^  T"      ^^''  ''^^^^ 
P-'smg  to  Ives  as  ht;  f  ^,.'^«"  '^'V  and  pictured  herself 

S  th^^sJ^S^^^^ch  ■r;^^„^^.^:;-•->  t  ^'-^"^^ 

as  the  saviour  of  Pomm.v    and    thl        i    ,"  """^  ■'f^P^^^'' 
situation.     She   nutu,I,7p  I '^?^   ''^^'""'^  ^''    ^'le 

-ng  Ruth  ba?k  lo  h   ?'   ?^:r dre  m"';r'  '"  '"^  ^•^- 
able,    but    between    them   and    thl  ^^  '■^'">'  ^^f^'^^" 

hard  reahties  ^^"^    '""^'^"^    "^^"i^nt    lay 

and  .old  J.I1  to  take  off'her  "acl!:r  """^  "'  ""*"  " 
atlhfLt;^  "i;^;S:;i-™;;Mn^hec,n.ic  manner, 
told  Emmanuel  who  wasThe  vLtor  inrt  ,h  ^  "T""  '""' 
very  violent  exctemen       \nfiVdm       ".^'"^  ',"""  ^ 

master  so  quicklv  after  their  ^  ^'"  "''"'  """'  his 
;--  ^    T.    M-^'^iiiy  aiier  tneif  conversadnn  r,f  n... 

-br     ..e  icil   that  his  own  position  was "  in v.lvedr^- 
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haps  even  his  own  freedom.     Therefore  he  Hstened  until 
he  had  lieard  enough  to  assure  him  of  his  worst  fears. 

"  Come  to  the  fire,"  said  Matthew.  "  Lucky  I  hadn't 
gone  down  to  The  Jolly  Huntsmen,  for  ?  yarn  and  a 
glass  to-night.  The  lawyers  have  regularly  muddled 
my  brains  I  assure  you." 

Jul  looked  at  him,  as  he  stretched  his  legs  to  the  fue 
?.nd  yawned.  She  marked  the  exaggerated  manner  so 
foreign  to  him.  He  seemed  as  one  who  pretended  that 
all  was  well  with  his  world,  yet  knew  the  opposite. 

"  Sorry  I  ha\ep't  come  about  anything  pleasant,"  said 
the  visitor — "  quiie  the  contrary,  in  fact." 

At  a  distance  the  thought  of  Northmore's  sufferings 
hid  not  troubled  Jill  ;  out  now,  in  the  moment  when  she 
v.as  about  to  inflict  them,  she  felt  all  that  this  must 
mean  to  him.     She  plunged  into  the  matter  swiftly. 

"  I've  done  a  te^  ble  wrong,  and  you've  got  to  know 
it.' 

"  Why  Jill  ?  Why  should  I  ?  Don't  bother  me  with 
your  sins,  there's  a  good  girl.  I've  got  plenty  of  my  o^-n  to 
bother  about,  i  assure  you.  But  this  isn't  the  moment. 
We're  both  going  to  be  married.  Let's  try  and  grasp  at 
a  bit  of  happiness,  if  we  can." 

"  I  know  how  j-ou  feel.  I'm  like  that  too.  I'm  fright- 
ened at  the  chance  of  losing  it  all.  I  wake  in  a  cold  sweat 
of  a  night  sometimes  from  dreaming  that  Peter's  changed 
his  mind  about  me.  " 

"No  fear  of  that." 

There  was  a  moment  of  silence  ;    then  Jill  spoke  out. 

"  You  hate  Ives  Pomeroy  don't,  you  ?  " 

"  No,"  he  said.  "  I  can  call  God  to  witness  now  that 
I  don't.  I'm  very  sorry  for  him  in  more  ways  than 
anybody  kno\v-s,  or  ever  will.  He's  got  a  terriDle  deal 
on  his  conscience,  poor  chap,  ana  'tis  small  wonder 
that  he's  wild  and  savage  and  furious.  But  only  one 
thing  matters  now,  and  that  is  that  Ruth  Rendle  is  goinp 
to  marry  me  instead  of  him.  You  see,  she's  decided  nt 
last." 

"  Don't  deceive  yourself,"  said  Jill.  "  That  woman 
loves  Pomeroy  a  million  times  better  than  she  likes  you." 

He  started  and  stared.     Her  curious  eyes  were  fixed. 
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on  him  ;  the  light  seemed  to  set  her  hair  on  fire.  It  burnt 
in  little  ragged  flames  about  her  ears  and  over  her  fore- 
head. She  took  off  her  hat  and  put  it  on  her  lap.  Then, 
having  pushed  back  her  hair,  she  donned  her  black  hat 
again. 

"  What  are  you  saying  ?  "  he  asked  harshly. 

"  'Tis  like  this,  Matthew  Northmore.  Pomeroy  made 
three  people  hate  him  :  you  and  me  and  Emmanuel  Codd. 
I  hated  him  because  he  wouldn't  come  back  to  my  apern- 
strings  after  Samuel  died ;  and  Codd  hated  him  over 
money;    and  you  hated  him  for  your  own  reasons." 

"  And  he  hated  me." 

"  He  said  so  ;  but  it  wasn't  real  hate— not  then.  Only 
noise  and  bluster.  He  ban't  built  for  steady,  patient 
hating,  or  steady,  patient  loving  either.  But  thaV s  not 
here  or  there.  In  my  rage  I  met  Emmanuel  Codd,  and 
when  he  told  me  that  he  was  going  to  be  level  with 
Pomeroy,  I  said  nothing  against  it.  'Twas  Emmanuel  Codd 
burnt  your  ricks  and  your  stock  :  that's  what's  on  my 
conscience  to  tell  you.  He  confessed  that  he  was  going 
to  do  it  to  me,  and  my  sin  was  that  I  kept  it  hid.  He 
planned  all — to  make  you  think  that  Pomeroy  had  done 
it.  But  whether  you  do  think  so  or  not  ban't  my  busi- 
ness. I  only  want  to  cleanse  my  soul  of  this,  so  as  by  no 
wicked  chance  I  should  let  you  suspect  an  honest  man. 
Pomeroy's  done  many  silly  things  and  said  many  more  ; 
but  he  had  no  hand  in  that  cruel  job.  And  if  you  like  to 
call  your  man,  I'll  face  him  with  this  now  on  the 
spot." 

Northmore  as  yet  quite  failed  to  digest  the  significance 
of  all  he  heard.  He  rose  mechanically  and  went  to  the 
door  ;  then  he  stopped  and  turned. 

"  Never  mind  him,"  he  said.  "  This  means  the  end 
of  him.  You  say  that  Codd  planned  the  fire  ;  but  the 
papers — Pomeroy's  papers  that  I  found  ?  " 

"  That  was  where  the  devil  helped,"  said  Jill  calmly. 
"  Ives  came  here  the  day  of  the  fire,  because  he  knew  that 
you  were  out  of  the  way,  to  speak  to  Codd.  Then  Codd 
put  him  in  a  rage  and  he  flung  off  and  galloped  away,  and 
never  thought  to  put  back  some  papers  and  things  he'd 
taken  out  of  his  pocket.     The  rest  is  easy  to  be  seen.     'Twas 
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put  into  Codd's  head  to  plant  the  fire  on  Pomerov  for 
your  eyes  tu  find  alone." 

In  this  most  lucid  explanation  Jill  made  but  one  error 
and  that  intentional.     Then  she  rose  to  depart. 

"  Of  course  whether  you  found  Pomeroy's  papers  or 
not,  I  don't  know.  But,  so  far  as  I'm  concerned,  I  only 
tell  you  what  Codd  told  me,  and  I  ask  you  to  forgive  me 
for  keeping  it  from  you.  I  know  'twas  wicked  and  cowardly 
and  mean.  But  'twas  done  out  of  hate  of  Ives  Pomeroy, 
not  from  any  ill  will  to  you.  I  didn't  care  a  button  about 
you  one  way  or  t'other  then.  Now  I  do  care  about 
you,  and  I've  forgiven  Pomeroy.     So  there  it  stands." 

She  rose,  but  he  apparently  had  ceased  to  hear  or  per- 
ceive her.  He  was  staring  into  the  fire,  and  he  had  shrivelled 
up  a  httle,  as  the  thing  began  to  be  better  understood  and 
traced  to  its  sequence.  His  hands  were  between  his 
knees  ;  his  back  was  round  ;  his  chin  had  dropped  and 
the  firelight  flickered  over  his  pale  beard. 

Good  night,"  said  Jill.  "  I  wish  you'd  forgive  me  for 
botthng  this  up.  I  shall  be  your  relation  soon,  and  I 
don't  want  to  be  anything  but  friendly." 

She  waited  at  the  door  for  him  to  answer,  but  he  had 
grown  oblivious  of  her  presence  and  heard  no  word  of  the 
last  utterance.  She  knew  well  enough  what  must  be  in 
his  mind  ;  but  he  did  not  know  that  she  knew  it.  Her 
attitude  was  quite  masterly  and  her  future  appeared  to 
be  perfectly  assured. 

Jill  went  out  and  shut  the  door  behind  her,  while  North- 
more  remained  motionless  beside  the  fire.  His  reception 
of  her  news  convinced  Jill  that  she  was  riglit,  and  that 
she  had  quenched  Northmore's  shadow\'  hope  of  haj^pi- 
ness  for  ever.  Then  she  began  to  reflect.  She  looked 
into  Stone  Park  kitchen  and  asked  if  Emmanuel  were  at 
home.     A  man  and  his  wife  sat  there  together. 

"He  was  here  a  bit  ago, ' '  answered  the  labourer.  ' '  Then 
he  went  up  the  passage-way  ;  and  then  up  to  his  cham- 
ber, I  believe." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  him,"  said  the  visitor. 
But  Emmanuel  was  not  found  in  his  room. 
"  Must  have  gone  down  to  the  public-house,  I  snppu^e  " 
suggested  the  woman,  "  though  'tis  late  for  him  to  do  so'" 
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Jill  departed,  but  at  the  gate  she  stopped  and  con- 
sidered the  situation  from  the  standpoint  of  Mr  Codd 
It  was  very  likely  that  he  had  been  listening,  and  had 
heard  her  confession.  He  could  make  no  counier-attack 
for  it  was  he  who  had  lighted  the  fire,  and  now  his  master 
knew  It.  It  occurred  to  her  that  Codd  might  be  13'ing 
beside  her  way  in  a  mood  not  friendly.  A  man  who 
could  burn  ri^ks  and  cattle  would  not  hesitate,  under  pro- 
vocation, to  .  J  worse. 

The  darkness  was  intense,  and  a  thin  rain  blew  in  her 
face  from  the  south.  Jill  decided  not  to  go  home  by  the 
road  to  Merivale.  It  was  flanked  by  thorn-trees  and 
boulders  and  gorse  clumps,  all  well  cal(  ulated  to  conceal  a 
man.  She  smiled  at  the  idea  of  Emmanuel  waiting  to  brain 
her  ;  then  she  took  a  wide  circuit  into  the  night,  and 
trusted  herself  upon  the  gloomy  bosom  of  the  Staple  Tors. 

Left  alone,  Northmore,  through  the  progress  of  many 
hours,  watched  his  glittering  palace  of  hope  founder  and 
fall.  Not  a  ray  of  the  many  glimmering  facets  but  went 
out  ;  not  a  solitary  rainl)ow  gleam  remained  to  haunt  the 
ruin.  Dust  and  ashes  were  his  portion  henceforth  for 
ever. 

The  positi(jn  admitted  of  statement  so  simple  that  even 
in  his  present  disorder  of  mind  he  cuuld  see  it  clearly. 
Ives  Pomeroy  was  innocent  and  Matthew  had  won  Ruth 
with  a  lie.  There  could  be  no  further  shadow  of  justice  in 
this  engagement  and  he  must  instantly  release  her.  Even 
temptation  to  persist  did  not  offer  itself,  because  it  would 
presently  be  common  knowledge  that  Codd  had  committed 
the  crime.  Jill  must  tell  others  ;  the  thing  could  not  be 
hid. 

He  struggled  long  and  left  no  loophole  of  escape  un- 
explored. Was  It  possible  that  Jill  herself  had  lied  in- 
spired thereto  by  Ruth  ?  He  clutched  for  a  moment  at 
the  idea  of  a  plot  ;  but  he  dismissed  it  as  vain,  Jill  had 
never  associated  his  engagement  with  the  business  of  the 
tire.  Her  sole  concern  had  been  to  clear  his  mind  of  wrong- 
ful suspicions.  He  could  not  build  on  her  conversation 
with  him.  It  was  purely  destructive,  and  he  assumed  her 
innocent  of  any  ulterior  design.  Thus  nothing  remained, 
because  the  whole  edifice  of  his  happiness  had  stood  upon 
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mistaken  belief  in  another  man's  crime.  The  ruins  were 
absolute.  Ruth  then  must  be  lost  to  him,  Fearful 
suffering  of  spirit  overwhelmed  him  to  see  joy  and  life 
thus  snatched  away  after  the  fever  and  glory  of  the 
betrothal !  He  had  paid  ten  pounds  for  her  ring  that 
morning  ;  he  had  been  planning  his  possessions  for  her  all 
that  day,  and  had  imagined  her  gratitude  when  he  should 
tell  her  what  he  had  done.  These  small  circumstances 
stung  his  mind  again  and  again.  For  a  time  they  per- 
sisted along  with  the  main  tragedy  and  recurred  at  inter- 
vals, Hke  some  httle,  pathetic  treble  melody  running  in  a 
great  fugue  of  mighty,  sorrowful  sounds;  like  a  rivulet 
babbling  of  small  blue-eyed  flowers,  where  it  winds  through 
the  savage  and  storm-stricken  wilderness. 

But  detail  died  out  of  his  soul  as  the  night  yawned  on- 
wards toward  morning.  The  trivial  things  that  he  had 
meant  to  do — the  small  surprises  planned,  the  furniture, 
the  re-creation  of  Stone  Park  parlour,  the  pictures,  the 
piano— all  were  swept  away  and  swallowed  at  last.  For 
a  time  he  dwelt  in  utter  darkness  and  tasted  the  extremity 
of  a  defeated  love.  From  the  profundities  of  grief,  his 
mind,  as  though  suffocating,  struggled  to  the  surface 
again  and  once  more  occupied  itself 'with  lesser  aspects  of 
his  loss.  Then  it  plunged  him  into  the  last  bitterness  and 
decided  his  future  action.  He  remembered  that  Ruth  did 
not  yet  know  these  things  ;  and  he  wondered  how  he  should 
tell  her.  Words  were  no  vehicle  for  such  tremendous 
intelligence.  He  would  not  speak  ;  he  would  not  write. 
A  dreadful  deed  only  befitted  such  a  dreadful  fact.  She 
should  learn  explicitly  that  she  was  free.  There  was  no- 
thing left  for  him  but  the  dust,  and  he  longed  to  return  to 
it.  Self-destruction  remained  as  the  only  road  to  peace. 
For  hours  he  dallied  with  that  dusky  shadow  until  the  idea 
grew  just,  reasonable  and  inevitable.  To  die  must  mean 
some  sort  of  peace  ;  to  hve  was  only  to  drag  a  weight  of 
forlorn  and  useless  wretchedness  along  the  ways  of  the 
world.  His  time  was  past  ;  his  record  was  written.  Of 
what  avail  to  linger  on,  a  j  iked  spectre,  stripped  of  every- 
thing but  his  flesh  and  bones?  He  had  emptied  hfe  ; 
he  had  eaten  and  drunk  enough  of  gall  and  brine  ;  there^ 
fore  he  resolved  to  die.    Ruth  might  understand ;   and, 
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as  a  sad  memory,  he  must  for  ever  haunt  her  hereafter 
Tha  circumstance  he  couid  not  alter  because  Hvmf  i 
dead,  she  would  remember  him  ^^ecaust,  hxmg  or 

h.m^T.^^h  ^''^y!l^'^  °"  ^^"  ^"'■^^^^  °f  this  flood  arrested 
him^    He  thought  of  another,  and  went  so  far  as  to^n  fn 

hat  ?m  r^  ,''"  "^'"^"^""'^^  C^^d.     It  seem  d  to  h  :  b?a  n 
that  Jill  had  been  gone  for  half  an  hour  ;  but  to  his  su.  orlse 

ab  alter  six  o  clock.     He  ascertained  anon  that  fndd  had 

Through  t'h.  °"  r'^'  ^''''"^'  "'Sht  and  had  not  raurned 
Ihrough  the  earlier  portion  of  that  day  ^Matthew  North 
more  d<,ubted  ;  but  after  noon  he  was  stead-  .>!?.«; 
to  make  an  end  of  himself.  He^V^T  a'^t^^T  LaTrT^:^ 
1^  h  ^  •  ;'^"^V'''°'''^^^  th'ther  in  utter  forgetfulness  that 
he^had  already  promised  an  appomtment  for'that  houVand 


CHAriER    XV 
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WHILE  Matthew  Northmore  was  hearing  a  part  ot 
the  truth,  Ives  cried  for  time  to  fly  and  hasten  the 
meeting  at  the  Lone  Stones.  He  fretted  and  stormed,  now  in 
his  house,  now  on  the  farm  ;  and  his  grandmother  feared  that 
he  must  be  going  out  of  his  mind,  for  he  told  her  nothing 
She  only  knew  that  he  had  been  in  Plymouth  for  two  days 
and  had  now  returned  in  a  condition  of  terrible  ferocity' 
His  attitude  reminded  her  of  his  youth  ;  but  there  was 
no  mother  now  to  face  him  and  quell  him. 

She  did  what  she  couM  ;  she  tried  to  pacify  him  and  learn 
the  nature  of  his  tribulations. 

"  You'll  know  soon  enough— too  soon  for  that  matter  " 
he  answered,  in  response  to  her  questions.  "  No,  no  •  you 
can  t  do  nothing,  grandmother  ;  nobody  can  do  nothing 
but  myself.  The  world's  all  out  of  bias  for  me,  and  always 
have  been.  This  is  only  the  right  end  for  my  beginning  • 
but  the  end  it  will  be." 

He  left  the  house  at  nightfall,  and  while  he  was  away 
Peter  Toop  called  to  see  hin.. 

"  Lord  alone  knows  where  the  man  is,  or  what's  overtook 
him,  said  Jane  Pomeroy.  "  He  was  gaUivanting  to  Ply- 
mouth for  a  bit  ;  then  he  came  home  in  the  worst  tan- 
trurii  as  I  ve  known  since  Avisa  died.  Nought's  right 
He_ballyrags  his  very  dog  and  bids  her  get  from  his  sight  " 
Thereupon  Peter  told  Mrs.  Pomeroy  what  she  did  not 
know,  and  related  how  Northmore  had  won  Ruth  Rendle 

■  VVhy,  then,   'tis  all  explained,"   she  said.     "  And  no 
worse  news  could  have  come  into  this  house.     He's  left 
It  too  long.     If  he'd  only  done  what  I  told  him,  years  ago 
they  d  have  been  man  and  wife  and  me  a  double  great- 
grandmother  afore  to-day." 
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Peter  roUed  his  head  solemnly 

'Kid    in  h  ,''"' '    "»"'ns  them  to  mmo.     '  Y«  ' 

em,  It  y,Hi  understand  tiiat  "  buiLnta  ui 

..a'J,^%r'  ''.h'''''"^''  ^'^'  ^^;h^*  yo'^m  going  to  do.     Mar- 
Wl  Vn  "'■'■  ^"'^  "^'  *^'^  'hilder  that  come  of  it 

^ou  11  fmd  parents  as  can  tell  you   atore  Gnd    i)?fi   ll 

ally  count  on  that  an.l  'ft.  '  ^  .  ^""'^  ""^^  ^ener- 
becauce  th^  Ln  I  k-nnvl  >  '-^  ^'^''"^^  ^'^  understand  ; 
be  se^n  Tu'  T  ''^''"  '''^  ^^  ^'P*^  and  when  we 
havf:n"o-the?chK^e'-?^^""^^  ^'"^^  ^    ^'^^  ^^^  ^^  ^^^^  l^ 

boasting,  y.u  and  me  ruHn't\rhere' stm  ^-^'  '^  ^''^^""^ 

declared  thp""  J"''^'''."  *"'  ^^^  '^^mightv.  and  only  Him  - 
ciectared  the    ancient    woman.     "  He    decider    wLrl 

as  that  wasn  t  the  best  i^lar,  fi. ,+         ii  ,  *'^"/"'g"t  ttimk 
R.,f  c„         .   •  1  'a^  "I'^t  could  have  been  hit  nn 

if S? "  T  ^  «""-"■' "."".ntr.^0  S 
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you,    and    you     icd     for    the 


aged     accord- 


close    to 

in,q:lv." 

-U'T/'"^n'^^?  liked  this  harsh  allusion 

o'  misclnl     But'  he  <'     ts    lH>'7hn,7';  "'  ""''''  '""^  ^^'^ 

vci>    best,   he  s  down  on  me  about  it    and  siv^  T   .  .   • . 
know  my  own  business  '  "  ^^  ^  ^'^"  * 

Ives  caiTie  ,n  at  this  juncture,  and  Peter  turned  to  him 
.      T,s  about  the  tombstone  for  your  dear  mother      I^,' 

That  s  true  enough,"  he  said.     ^  And  if   it    u  isn't 
for  U,n  a',K.  ho  bcgT't'o'e'S  wearUv  """"  ™'  """"' 

few  do  all  for  .he  dead  Jha'^^'/l'^VTi   go,P  Xdn-^r.^ 
up  among  d.fforent  .rados.     However,  I  1"^    a'^d  itel 


accord- 


eridcs  his 

'>'ovcr  say 

stone  at 

»■«  a  new 

i  for  the 

because 

because 

once  'tis 

w,"  said 
'  him  out 
'methinf,' 
)vv  tliere, 
How- 
3  self,  or 
■er. " 

be  impa- 

itone,  of 

get  the 

I   don't 

to  him. 
■r.  I'm 
itience  ! 

her  ?  " 
3k  this 
^d. 

wasn't, 
1  yet— 

al   and 
rvaiting 

:h  that 
,  that, 
ie  very 
livided 
I  feel 
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It  very  ( omforting  when  a  corlige  starts  with  a  rU.h  f     •. 

and  T,™  S'^tnU:"  ■  u,;;;r^  "•"•■  '"-"^-"  -"  i«s ; 

e-.-himi  '".'"W'^', '■'"""  '""""■'■  >■""  !^I»*o  that!"  he 

s"; 'r,lvoek  ";l  :  :';h;"sil'tl^^Teil;'.;tr  '7>'"'  "• 

paymont.     Tis  useless  for  any  p  trnose      R  ,f '  •"  '"  IT'! 
my  mite  t„  the  maibl,.,  in  Z  ,   u,e  of  ,U,        "  '"'''•■■'' 

ma,, -'■■  h^s  ,i'"w;::m,".;':„d',,7,r'™' «"-  - "" "'" 

Pome,oy's  attetui",  '  ^     "  '  '"■-'•■■'*  ""«  ='™''l<  «"• 

"  You'm  tired,  Ives      Bi-  dff  f,,  ),    i 
-.,Vom-,,.ea,.      Vou'l,  het,';!.',- 1'^  t'h 'm^rmr  ■■  ^  """'-^ 

d-vo  .    k,'  nv'^Wnr,  'T,';'''  ""  ,"'°'=-     °''-  g'an-Jmother, 

once  for  all.''  '       '"   '^'^^  ^  give  her  up 

"  Don't  you  tell  such  vain    terrihlp  Qfnff    tv, 
boy.     You  must  think  how  it  s    nt      fnd  ^.;';;"  ^  ^7"^ 

She  tainted"'  '  '°  '"'"  '"'=■  "ll"'  did  she  do  ? 

■■  I„*l°wa'";„fr?  te.?«^'",-"  -*-ed  the  old  woman. 

-    -  ■  --o""-  '■'-'  "viiuvv  a,  i;i^  more." 
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^^-5,  I  moan  to  know  more;  hut  'tis  the  man  shall 
tell  UK'.  fis  lor  hull  to  explain.  And  yet-what  ran  he 
say  more?  She  s  goin/-  to  marry  him:  that's  all  that 
rnatteis-to  him.  And  if  she  ,l.,es,  my  life's  d  me  •  and 
If  I  stop  h.m  my  life's  done.  So  'tis  all  up  with  me  either 
way.     Not  that  I  care,  if  I've  lost  her." 

He  talk<'d  for  some  time  in  this  fashion,  and  his  grand- 
mother spoke  patiently  with  him.  Aft.-r  a  while  he  ealmed 
down  a  httle,  cx.nlessed  faults  and  soothed  himself  by  the 
process. 

"Mind  you,  I  never  rat.d  her  high  enough-nevei  i 
took  her  too  mu.  h  for  granted,  as  a  woman  who'd  do  my 
bidding  always.  When  I  de.  i.led  that  I'd  offer  for  her  I 
reckoned  the  j.,l.  was  as  good  as  done.  'Twas  natunil 
tfiat  she  should  ieel  the  other  man  would  wear  better  than 
me.  I  allow  all  that,  but  I  can't  suffer  it.  She  shan't 
have  him.  I've  sworn  so.  I  know  him  better  far  than 
"^he  does,  and  know  she'd  be  a  miserable  creature  all  her 
days  along  with  that  man.  He  shall  go  out  of  it,  and  she 
him  .Irii  '"!1"''^"'^-^  '""  '^''^''  '»^''  ^  l^'^tt^r  husl)and  than 

•■Think-  think,  Ives.  Think  how  'twould  be  if  your 
mother  was  hving."  ^ 

"  I  know  how  'twould  be  well  enough.  All  different- 
all  ,  because  she  would  never  have  let  this  happen  Too 
fond  of  Ruth  for  that."  ^^ 

"But   Ruth's  old  en(nigh  lo  judge  for  herself.     There 
couKln  t  fiave  gone  no  compulsion  to  it  " 
"How  can  I  tell  .^     I  didn't  hear  his  lies  ;   'tis  the  fashion 
m        "^y  enemies  to   hght   with  lies  behind    my  back 
1  a.  J fieie  ;   but  I'm  t  aim  and  sensible  enough'     I  can 

read  men  easy,  and  easiest  of  all  that  man.  Look  back  at 
him.  Twas  him  tliat  got  me  put  in  prison-his  work. 
And    he  ve    never    changed,    never.     From    the    moment 


he.  (-.^^^^   ■     i  •— ..f,^...,    ,.^.,^1.     i  nuii    uie    moment 

he  failed  in  love  with  Ruth,  his  suspicious  hatred  woke 
against  riie    and  he  lost  no  chance  to  do  me  an  iniury ' 
fie  did  nought,  however." 
;•  For  why?     Because  I  never  gave  him  the  opening     But 
he  s  done  something  now-so  deep  and  dark  that  Ruth 
Live  !     Not  this  time  to-morrow,  unless  he  takes  his  oath 
afore  Christ  Almighty  that  he'll  never  see  her  again." 
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Then 


He  raged,   phvsKalJv  refrt-shed  w*h  ,       * 
Smoke  your  pipe,  hoy,"  said  [in..      ••  v 

slecpv.  ''''•  ^'""en.y  l.n-,u.  to  ^',.t  vciy 

good  bit  when  >■„„■„,  n";  I,'",;''.  ''"■■  ""'I  '  m,ss  •.,„  a 

pleasure.        *  ''  •*  ''''''"='"  "™"  "«^  B'Wo  for  Jane's 

n. artr"^  'SIZll^L'"?  ',T  "^  "i^™'  '"^^  '"  > 
drear.],..     B„.    af.er     "    Un      "e '^'s  "his    '"«""    '",-"" 

a  moment  he  wks  allno^.'^ns:!*^  ""  '"^"-^""ai"'      For 

>  -a;i;st,';j;;,i:r'.'ant;nr,'rf  ""^'='^-  "  »-  "" 
Do,,',  you  know  .he?e's'™^^e  'fn  me">",  f„.rf  "'^«' ' 
kill  a  man  if  he  don't  vield  >  H  ,li  ?  .  .u  J  K°'"8  '" 
never  done  no  good  fo^m':'  an  "  "vei  ;     "  '""^  '     "'^ 

.i."co  or"i:  s;:t"'Ae"';he",''"";  ""■"  ^''"'  "-*.  -d 

and    kicked         acros"   the    kf.T  "Pfl"'"'"''  distraught, 
ner.  ""^    I'l'^'i™    floor    into    a    cor- 

Bible''- Oh, 'ives  i  •■^'°''''''' """^  ""  '""-'^ "1  >'"•- mother's 
an?  Wsta"'„trtS"  '"'  ""'  ^'^  ""^  °"  ">e  table 
me  fo\.ish  thif  businS:  mv  '^I'n  q.''."-"'"'^-  ''"« 
he?  fcavl  i?  !:?o„rP  ""^  '"  ''>^'  ^--^  ^"^  ■   '-.  I.e  -ade 

an,;  m„1ir„?ghf 'Here""''  "■■'  '™  '"^  ^'8^'  °'  V- 
He  rose   anH    tnoi-   .t    u„i   "u  '    ,     . 

--   — .    ow^.,v   mnn    ;he  gyrate.     She 
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and  lip  saw  tears  ru; 


handed  him  an  (jld  woullcii  sliau 
down  hfT  fa(  f . 

"Don't  take  on,"  Iw  .,,id.  '  'Tis  no  fault  and  n 
biisnKss,.t  yours.  You  women  who  bring  childrr  int 
tie  world  tis  no  .;ood  cvym^  in  your  age  to  hud  th,i 
tlHlder  and  sorrow  are  names  for  the  same  thin,"" 

He  wrapped  the  shawl  about  the  hot  hrirk  and  thei 
wrnt  up  to  lu-r  room  in  front  of  h.>r.  It  was  a  <■ustoInar^ 
event,  and  the  brK'k  kept  his  grainlmni  h,.,  uaini  by  ni-ht 
Kiss  me,  Ives-and-and-oh,  b(n--piay  to  (.,k 
with  a  1  Nour  ti,iv  heart  af,.re  you  go  to  sleep-t.)  i)leas. 
your  dead  motliri,  do  it." 

"Sleep— shrp  !  I  shan't  never  sleep  no  more"  lit 
said.  ••  I  ve  <l,me  with  sleep.  There  han't  no  sleei)  fui 
men  wli     ran  tear  Bibles  and  (  ur.sc  God  " 

He  kiss,,d  her  tare  and  left  her  and  li.  ked  an  old  wn,nan'> 
tear  oft  his  lips  as  he  went  down  the  stairs.  Age  and  weari- 
ness soon  buried  the  ancient  in  oblivion  ;  the  man  returnee 
o  his  thou^dits  and  his  tuture.  It  was  past  midnight  and 
he  calculated  that  sixteen  hours  must  still  separate  him 
Irom  his  enemy.  He  considered  how  to  pass  them  He 
revolved  the  matter  of  taking  Northmore's  life,  and  for  a 
long  time  was  set  remorselessly  u[)on  it 

Fate  IS  blind  ;  otherwise  there  had  pissed  before  her 
eyes  that  night  the  spectacle  of  a  very  strange,  imminent 
collision  between  two  men.  One,  in  his  lonely  and  seqnes- 
tered  agony,  was  thinking  of  the  other  ;  one,  of  himself 
alone.  Northmore,  tlunigh  lie  knew  it  not,  stood  within 
a  double  terror  :  he  began  to  dream  of  destroying  himself  • 
and  his  enemy  was  also  minded  to  destroy  fiim  \t  all 
points  the  master  of  Stone  Park  stood  faced  with  a'prob- 
lem  more  terrific  than  any  before  his  rival  ;  and  yet  the 
solution  of  that  problem  was  morfc  certain,  For  no  two 
men  m  the  history  of  man,  did  ever  day  dawn  darker  or 
great  with  a  horror  more  assured. 
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f'li"  ii;.\is 

^HHRE  was  none  th,.t  ('Mmen.v  could  ask  for  help  and 

uirtu  uc  iidci  uiHieistood  or  annroi    it,>,l    r.,-^^     i     •        i 
hif^hest  ardour  of  love      O  h'JZ     I   u     ^"  '•'"'"S  his 
V,  ,.  '-"'Jy  now,  at  the  moment  <jf  !<,<;<; 

her  precious  qualities  impressed  tlieniselves  S  bmn  t 
achmg  acu  eness  upon  hi.  hrain.     To  her  he  la  1  not    '  1 ' 

Ruth  ,ould  not  be  approached,  and  there  remaned  on  v 
N.nthmore,  smce  no  other  was  familiar  with  the  truth       ^ 
So  Pomeroy  argued  from  his  ignorance 
He  returned  to  the  kitchen,  sat  down  by  the  fire   md 
reflected  for  above  an  hour.     He  tried  to  state  the  case  m 
terms,  but  they  tumbled  to  pieces  and  only  one  clear  l" 
. lommated  his  senses.     He  wanted  Ruth  Love  all    u"m, 
P  "vS      A^t'l '"l"''  h--e  her  was  h,s  mothers  hope  anS 
f     ^Fnr  ,  ,  ''\^^^^^  ''"'^^'^  ^^'f  It  ;    She  had  died  desuiuL^ 
H  K  1         w^  ^'"''  ^'  °'''"I^*^d  himself  with  the  situa     n 
bell      P   /,'''''  ^Tl''  ''''^  '-'^ht  demanded  the  mar'age 
betw-een    Ruth    and    himself.     Then    he    endeavoured   fo 
appreciate  the  position  from  another  standpoint      It  was 
not  uiuil  some  hours  afterwards  that  he  began  to  look  out  o 
Nor  hmore  s  eyes.     For  the  present  he  merely  regarded 
\or  hmore  s  conduct  through  his  own,  and  concluded  that 
^\^?r  il!!f  i-!?^^'^;-- -  some  evil  way  and  drive'n 
^^. .  ......  ^v...iaic  iici  u'vu  aversion.     Mothinc 
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could  juslily  a  step  so  inta.Mous  :  no  punishment  could 
be  too  heavy  tor  it.  Seriously  he  re-,.,lved  with  himself 
to  destroy  Northmore  ;  and  that  such  a  step  must  also 
mean  his  own  destruction  did  not  deter  him. 

But  a  saner  outlook  came  anon,  and  he  perceived  the 
enormity  of  any  such  project  In  spirit  he  had  reached 
the  actual  deed  and  looked  down  upon  a  dead  man  lying 
at  his  leet.  1  hen  the  apparition,  by  its  own  horror,  helped 
to  dispel  the  rapt  frenzy  that  had  summoned  it.  He 
woke  Irom  his  monstrous  dream  and,  in  the  silent  atrium 
of  deep  night,  grew  wiser.  The  clock  purred  two  and 
scjmething  ot  his  mother's  di\  ine  reasonableness  awoke  in 
Pomeroy  and  spread,  like  an  anod\iu  ,  about  the  s<>re  places 
o  his  soul.  It  quickened  upon  a  thought,  and  for  a  season 
hlted  him  to  more  pltrid  reflex  cion.  Its  power  la\-  largely 
in  the  fact  that  Ruth  now  became  obscured  and  North- 
more  filled  his  mind.  Eoi  the  first  time  with  honesty  he 
strove  to  see  from  Matthews  standpoint.  Was  it  just  to 
scorn  and  loathe  this  man  ^  Northmore  had  never  ceased 
from  lovHif:  Ruth.  like  a  f^...^,  star  his  worship  had 
burnt  unflu  kering  through  the  years.  He  had  seen  the 
glory  and  value  of  Ruth,  while  Ives  still  turned  from  her 
as  a  maiden  of  no  account  ;  long  since  he  had  read  those 
secrets  of  character  that  made  Ruth  nrUable  and  rare  •  hut 
only  yesterday  did  the  revelation  dawn  for  Pomeroy 

And  then  he  thought  of  Ruth  and  asked  himself  whether 
It  was  strange  that  she  should  put  Northmore  s  enduring 
and  steadfast  worship  before  his  sudden  ilaine.  He  looked 
back  to  his  mother's  illness  and  Ruth's  sojourn  at  the 
Vixen. 

"  She  knows  me  too  well,"  he  said  He  told  himself  that 
right  was  hapjienmg  ;  and  then,  instanth  upon  this  ad- 
mission the  large,  generous  spirit  died  in' him,  as  a  light 
dies  upcm  the  sea.  What  were  the  o^:  er  man's  fortitude 
and  faithfulness  after  all  ?  What  was  Northm(,re  =>  He 
was  one  who  hunted  Ruth  as  remoiselessly  as  he  hunted 
hares,  A  thousand  times  she  had  shown  him  that  the  thiiifi 
he  desired  was  hateful  to  her  ;  a  thousand  times  she  had 
turned,  and  struggled  and  made  vantage  of  ground  to  es- 
cape from  him.  But  he  had  run  her  down  at  the  end  She 
was  not  dedicated  to  him  ;  she  was  not  sacred  to  him     No 
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Ferocity  and  fiery   indignation   reigned  in    Ives  a-a-n 

xSthmo"?  '  Th  '^"  ^'^^  '^  '.^'  "^^^'^  '''  g-^  '^ --e  ^"r 
rn?,lH  .        ,        r^'^  '''^'  "^^^^  more   to   know  before  he 

Wed  onTh?'  ''^'".^"'?^  ?r^h-     "^d  "^t  she  and  he  trem- 
b  ed  on  the  very  brink  of  love  a  hundred  times  =>     Was  he 

•esTa•d^"'Ch'^''^  ^\^°^^^  "«*  *^'"  ^^^^t  ^  ---'^ 

tion     n  1     h        ^  '""""^  ^^"'  ^"^  following  that  convic- 

on,    all    changed    again.     He   looked    back    through    the 

ho" ht"    httl'r  'r  ''  ^7^>-  ^"'■"-     Little  deed?  little 

Wace^under  h  i  '"  1"]^'^'"'  checked-they  had  taken 

place  under  his  eyes  ;   while  his  soul,  busy  u-,th  the  mother 

had   found  no   tune  to  read   them.     Now   tLy  re  urS 

rom    the   hoarding-places   of   memory,    and   he   counted 

hem,  u-e,ghed  them,  wondered  at    them.     LilT  g  immei^ 

H  g  dewdrops  on  a  leaf,  had  he  and  she  stood   beside Tach 

lo^eThr'r!  'V'f  '^^^^h  of  the  morning  u'nd  to  run 

S^ther      X^.^''  '°"'''1/^^  ''''  ^"d  "^^^t  "^^It  into 

to  h.?H   .K  P°r'  '"  ^"  "^t^'-e  ^^•'^s  strong  enough 

corifth^M.  1"''  ^^'^'  """"'^  ''''"""^'  "»*'l  there  should 
At  thl  nvT  '"^'i'-P"^^^'°";^^th  aU  things,  called  death. 
At  thiee  o  clock  he  remembered  that  little  more  thin 

H?  rouX'of  V^^V'i"/™"  ^^^  '"^^^^"^  u-ith  X^thnlor^e 
He  thought  of  his  bed,  but  ]iut  it  off  awhile.     For  ^ome  time 

hut'stentlv"  Th'  'T  T""  ^"^^  ^^^'^^  that  fell  hLv^' 
nut   silently^    Then  his   foot   touched  something  and  he 

saw  his  mothers  Bible.     The  cover  lay  apart      He  p  eked 

up  the  book  and  marked  beside  it  a  piece  of' paper^.ome 

ifovefaT/ii"'^.'  '''.     ^."1  "^^  ^^■^^'^-'^'  but  'he  turned 

over  of  he  h"  ^^  A  ""^  ^''''''-  ^'^'  ^e  picked  up  the 
co\er  of  the  bnok  and  went  to  the  table 

Ihe  strip  of  paper  was  a  list  of  references  ^o  many  texts 

'  iS!^  s'of  "^''-'l  '^^  '"^^"  ^^^  ^^^'^^'^  ^^-V'  his  mothl  and 
noted  thtth.f  f'^J^'  ""^'^'^  '^'  '■''^'^''  ^^^tnes.  He 
filuresand  1  r^  ^'^'"  somewhat  shakily  ;  then  the 

thev  hoot  :.''  ^'T"'  '^'■°"&  ^"^  ^t^^dy  ;  and  at  last 
they  shook  again  and  grew  xorv  faint  an<i  feeble  The 
final  reference  was  written  with  a  lead  pencil  and  the 
characters  trembled  much.     That  these  w.^rds  and"^gures 
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hus  grew  weak  towards  the  end  moved  Ives  more  than 
he  d,.covery  of  them.     He  gazed  long  and  the  present 

sank     .  s  cep.     Then  vanished  days  awoke  and  once  apain 

he  hved  through  his  mother's  jussing 

nfw/"'"  ""^  ^f  *  ^"'^  ''"''  ^''^"g  t°  P"t  the  paper  with 
o  her  scraps  and  written  memorials  left  of  her,  cherished  and 
hidden  sately.  rhen,  seeing  the  Bible  at  his  elbow,  he  sat 
down  again  and  idly  turned  to  the  text  that  headed  this 
memorandum  : — 


"  A>iil  teach  us  ichat 
he  born." 


ce  s/hill  do  unto  the  child  that  shall 


His  mother  had  set  it  down  before  a  son  or  daughter  came 
to  her  and  Pomeroy  wondered  whether  tl  ,■  i^sue  had  been 
himselt  or  one  of  his  sisters.     He  sough^  '■    e  second  text  - 

"God  hath  judged  me  and  hath  also  heani  >nv  voice  and 
hath  given  me  a  son." 

It  was  the  coming  of  Ives  thus  chronicled  !  His  mother 
had  prayed  for  a  boy ;  and  her  God  had  only  sen[ 
Ives.  He  thought  of  Avisa's  joy  in  his  infancy  and  saw 
himsell  c  ouding  it  day  by  day.  He  feared  to  read  further 
hen  he  turned  to  the  third  text.  The  wr.tmg  was  firm 
and  strong  again  :—  b  i<i 

"  God  be  s.yacious  unto  thee  my  son." 

He  speculated  as  to  the  age  of  this  entrv  and  turned  to 
yet  another.     This  showed  h.m  that  he  was  a  h!by  still  :- 

"  Can  a  woman  forget  her  suckling  child  .^  " 

He  saw  himself  cuddled  at  the  breast  that  was  dust  • 
he  caught  the  twinkle  m  his  mother's  eyes  as  she  hugged  hun 
vet  f  hi'      'f'T'^K  the  following  text  was  quite  trivial  ] 
Ih        .  }l"'^\^'-^d  brought  a  smile  to  Avisa's  eyes  when 
she  set  them  down  ;    and  they  dimmed  his  now  :_ 

"  His  mother  made  him  a  little  coat." 
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and  they  attended  Wsb.hr  ^^  »  ''""''"  '^'^  ^^'^'^  ''"'"- 

of  1.S  1.^  n.ghn'  hScS^'  f ;;  se  wtn;r:i  f  •  ^^'^ 

them,  and  m  he  ul?£  w  ^''  u"'  ^'^^  ^^at  melody  in 
driven  him  to  the  jSht        '      '  u"  "^°^'^^''  '^'-^^  "^-ither 

couldseldon.'^-e  t.bftexts\;nofhe^  "^""  '^-     "^ 

th:a  her  heart  was  stored  witfThem     '" '  ^"^  ''  "^"^^ 
Another  question  followed  ;— 

"  miat  shall  I  do  lor  my  sou  P  " 

He  was  a  br,y  now  and  sfie  be 
^he^ext  verse  meant  more  than  he  could  kn 


'gan  to  look  ahea<l  for  him. 
ow  or  guess 

followed  seemed  tbrni/fni  ,     ' ''';""'«"  ""'"■     "'h=t 

.he  ,e.s  ^^'^^:z:[:,!:s"st!^:zi,^^''" 

The  next  verse  sooke  „f  i  ■'  ',"   '"  """'"-■'''  ""•'"i- 

own  date  in  theltct^^Lr;-"'  '^''""^'>-  ''^'^  "^ 
■■//  /  ,„„  4„,,„,„,  „/  „„,  ,,,,,^y^^^_^  ^  ^^_  »„„„,„;,.. 

The  words  told  that  Avisa's  lUtlo  daughter  was  dead, 
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and  Pomeroy  now  greedy  of  this  close  and  unutterably  nn 
uous  revelat.o,,,   almost   rese.Ued   the   lact   that   anot^h 
tl  .-m  himselt  found  any  place  in  it.     He  eagerly  soc'ght  f 

u    Un  e  if  \"'  ■    ^"!  r  ^^"'"^'^  '^''  ^  considerable  .nterv 
ol  tune  had  passed  between  the  last  entry  and  the  next 
H.s  father  had  now  died  and  Avisa  was  alone  - 

••  laur  thy  fatherless  cluLhen.  I  uiU  preserve  them  uHve 
uuU  let  thy  i^idous  tnt.t  in  me." 

"  Ye  shall  not  affiict  any  uidvw  or  fatherless  dnU." 

xerv^duec'Ilv?'^'"^"^  u'^   '^''  '^"^   ^'"^^^  '' ^'''  I-i"tec 
\tiv    (luec  tly  to  huu'^elt  :  — 

.pantVt:^-''""  "'"■'■  "  ""^■■-  ""''  '••'  ""'  "-  -'••' 
'thm  had  .ilways  hren  ..o,,c  i„  l,er  Iieait  (or  him      No- 

^■lic    iMd  died  full  ot  hujic   tor  l.iin  :— 

?.s  via  lie  u  ill  Hi''  depart  fr,')ii   it." 

That  propliec>-  ^\•as  vain.  How  far  had  he  himself 
J  layed  from  the  way  that  .he  had  framed  him  to  go 
Whore  did  he  stand  now  ?  He  turned  impatiently  ioj^rd 
jmd  read  again.  The  next  text  succeeded  naturally  upon 
he  last  and  seemed  to  show  his  mother's  hand  tighten  on 
him  as  she  set  herself  to  obey  her  guides  :- 

"  It  is  ^ood  for  a  man  to  bear  the  yoke  in  his  youth.'' 

Her  yoke  had  eyer  been  easy;    yet  he  remembered  the 
disnpline  too,  and  its  apparent  futility  to  build  chanacter 

The^/^w\''''"""''^°^-  ""  '''''  ^''''-  "^'^^k  and  sorrowf  1 
Then  uoke  a  gracious,  personal  element  in  the  dumb  nir- 
ratiye  hat  made  him  sad  and  happy  together,  and  struH. 
a  sok  UP  note  of  emotion  tor  him  which  died  not,  from 
that  day  for  ever,  when  the  uords  recurred  :— 


erably  pre- 
at  another 
sought  for 
)le  interval 
I  the  next, 
ne  : — 

hem  alive  ; 

child." 

es  j/ointed 

hull  be  at  est 
''•t  thy  ^oid 


lini.     No- 
emotion. 

d  when  he 

?  himself 
1  to  go  ? 
/  foi  ward 
illy  ujjon 
ghttn  on 

>outh." 

■ered  the 
:haracter 
Drrowful. 
iml)  nar- 
d  struck 
ot,  from 
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great  hour  o/all  ,h^Lt  .ha,  > -errlrLd  h"''  T'' 
|^..e„  by  .he  unsleeping  wa.chfuSC  ''iU^Z  .'hL" 

.0  to"f„d't„i",V'^[rLva ::;'.  ,r^'  "t^  «~' 

alive  and  very  close  lie  looked  hft  ■=  «"'"''^"''  "'  " 
point,  and  understood  as  1  i,  M  ''«'' ''"On,  "lan's  stand- 
perceived  il,.  !„  j        ''  '"'  """"'  ""ders.and.     He 

ii  ":x  l%"/ue'e";7,';"th?  °'  "■'h'"""'"  "■''™ 

the  youth  of  then  mntl,!„  '"■"  ""e  young  do  not  consider 
mothers  perceive  h^manhooH  ""^"='»"d  "■  ".ore  than 
they  have  borne  To  ufe  ch?ld  2'^  ^'^^nhood  of  those 
.0  the  parent  the  duld"never''ca'j7e'""'  "  ''™>'^  <"^  ■■ 

steadfast    chronicler    nnp  »?„  ^  "    ^"^    ^^^^    the 

began  not  to  TderstaTd  h",?    'f;    "?     f °'^^^^.-     A^'^^ 

appropriated  the  succoedrng  tTxt  to  Wm Lff      jfTu  'Y 
to  no  other  :—  nmistJt.     It  could  refer 


"  Bu,  wisdom  is  justified  of  her  children' 


.n^v  £;"■;:;'a:^.^-s?dTo\fn-:^■"..'■r  tf/T, '■ ' 

;:^e:l  htMcarT'e-t-'C-r '  T'.  '^^^ 
thing  lalln'g  .'u'Le  da  "  lti\t"'  ^l'^^''  "'  ="*  " 
book  by  ni^.ht  and  founT,his^"a'„d"  ,ef  on  !"'■ '"  "" 
no[^rst"edi;n;""„e';°S'™t-r^|h'°  n-her  had 

.^  Chr,..fs  self:  She  ctrtpd  her°b«  X'^-''"'''!,«™"'^''>' 
fore  her  Lord  :—  '  offering  and  set  it  be- 


c  c 
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"  Master,  I  have  bioui^ht  unto  thee  my  sou.'' 

It  seemed  necessary  for  Avisa  to  cry  loudtT    that  slit 
might  he  heard  : — 

"Master,  I  hr^erch  thee  look  ii^  m  my  son." 

WVII  lie  knew  tlie  things  that  were  haiiiiening  then  •   and 
vny  clearly  he  heard  the  heart-stricken  cry  that  lull,  .ucd  ;— 

"Lord,  have  mercy  on  my  son." 

"I    laid    m    Tavistock    prison    the    night    ^he   set    that 
down,"  he  thought.     And  then,  reading  the  next   verse 
he  pictured  the  days  of  waiting  and  the  longing  that  each 
night  would  bring  luin  back  again,  while  still  he  tarried  and 
would  not  return  to  her  :— 

"fur  her  bowels  yearned  upon  her  son." 

•'The  secrets  of  that  woman's  heart  !  "  he  cried  aloud 
and  the  silent  kitchen  ecluHd. 

The  following  verse  told  that  he  was  home  again  :— 


you 


As  one  whom  his  mother  com/orteth.  so  uill  I  comfort 


^  A  considerable  space  of  years  fell  between  this  entry  and 
tiie  next  intimate  record  ,  but  two  texts  s.  emrd  to  bridge 
the  gulf  and  indicate  leading  trains  of  th<.ught  in  the 
mother's  mind,  One  was  a  general  sentiment  echoed  of  her 
own  instinct  : — 

"  For  the  children  ought  not  to  lay  up  for  the  Parents 
otd  the  parents  for  the  children." 

The  second  sounded  a  hopeful  spirit  and  spoke  of  a  home 
at  peace  : — 

_   "  /  have  no  greater  joy  than  to  know  that  my  children  walk 
tn  truth. 
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,  that  she 


lien  ;   and 
lloWLcl;— 


set  that 
?xt  vt'ise, 
that  each 
irried  and 


ed  aloud, 
gain  :— 
I  comfort 


ntiy  and 
to  bridge 
t  in  the 
cd  of  her 


parents, 
f  a  home 

rcH  walk 


ihtf'''^^  admonishment  to  him  ca,n.   next,  and  spoke  <.f 
the  dawn  of  his  great  tribulation.     This  ve  se  his  mothe 

tt'  f^^ct"  d^rf^- '  "  ^^'"^  '"  ^^^  ^-^'  -^^  h^  --"ec'ed 

Another  %'erse  from    Proverbs   followed   and   spoke   of 
anxious  days  and  nights  for  Avisa  Pomeroy  .1_'^^^'^'    "' 

"  My  son,  be  revise  ami  make  my  heart  I'lad    that  I  mav 
^i'lsiver  him  that  reproachdh  me."  ^ 

He  guessed  at  the  hidden  care  and  stress  upon  her  now 

and  remembered  that  this  happened  when  res?  and  rnentai 

-ace  were  vital  to  her  health.     She  felt  that  the  c^ue      ram 

ana   h'laivatt' P^^^^^^  ^"^^^  ^'"  "'^^^  '•'^^^'-  -'l>P-t. 

"  O  turn  unto  me,  and  have  mercv  upon  me  ■    Pive  thv 
strength  unto  thy  servant,  and  save  the  son  0/  thine  handmaid.' 

'mswered  "Jor'^'^^  '^'\  ''''';  ^^  ^^"^"^  P'"'^-^'^''"'  ^^^^  been 
ansueied,  for  he  remembered  the  event  and  how  he  had 

flung  over  J, 11  Bolt  at  the  last  moment.     His  mother  at 

least  n..garded  the  course  which  he  had  taken  Ts  vTc tor- 

^I}"''' J'^^Tu'^    '''•*  ""''  "i"'*^   reference.     The  writing 
was  weak  and  the  words  and  figures  barely  legible  :-^ 

ut  nis  uoa,  and  he  shall  be  my  son." 

She  had  yielded  him  up  to  her  God  at  her  death- 
bu  only  t^ien.  Here  lay  recorded  her  farevvell  0?!^^^ 
and  he  understood  the  thoutrht  in  hpr  n.;.  ,  ^'"'' 
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The   magic   of   this    disroveiv   hngered   hke   a   sunset 
about  the  spirit  of  the  man  ,  then,  into  this  new  encompass- 
ment  of  thought,  intruded  his  present  circumstances   and 
he  regarded  the  morrow.     Day  had  already  dawned  for  the 
morning  wind  and  a  wan  fore-token  of  hght  were  at  the  case- 
ment together.     He  had  taken  two  long  hours  to  read  this 
message,  because  there  occurred  lengthy  mtervals  of  thought 
between  the  brief  morsels  of  it.     They  had  stood  merely 
as  stepping-stones  from  point  to  point  ;   they  had  been  as 
texts  for   the   tale  of  his  life.     From   this  great  survey 
he  came  back  to  the  present  ;  but  he  did  not  come  back 
alone.     His  mother's  heart  was  beating  in  his  •    her  spirit 
belonged  to  him  as  the  intrinsic  controller  of  his  own 
Again  he  turned  to  the  Bible  for  a  text  that  he  remem- 
bered dimly.     He  knew  the  source  of  it  and  came  upon  it 
anon.     Then  he  read  it  and  set  do^'^n  chapter  and  verse 
under  Avisa's  last  written  word  ;  — 

"  Thy  mother  is  like  a  vine  in  thy   blood." 

What  fruit  should  the  scion  of  this  stock  ripen  in  the 
world's  garden  ?     Can  we  gather  a  thorn  from  a  grape  > 
That  woman's  son  have  got  no  choice,"  he  said  to  him- 
self, and  in  ignorance  uttered  truth. 

He  began  to  think  upon  Avisa's  love  of  Ruth,  and  Ruth's 
worship  of  Avisa.  But  the  past  was  past,  and  Ruth  look- 
ing forward,  had  weighed  her  own  hopes  of  happiness  and 
calculated  wherein  they  might  most  surely  lie.  Who  sliould 
blame  her  ^  Were  peace  and  content  a  small  matter  ' 
l.t,  indeed,  she  had  been  brought  to  love  Matthew  was  it 
wonderful  ?  Herself  the  soul  of  steadfastness,  could  such 
a  man  fail  finally  to  win  her  ?  His  very  quahties  were 
her  own. 

Pomeroy  decided  to  do  no  hurt  to  Northmore  He 
determined  to  go  to  the  meeting  place  with  empty  hands, 
to  wait  the  other  s  pleasure,  and  listen  quietly  to  all  that 
he  might  speak.  His  first  purpose,  irdeed,  inchned  him 
to  break  the  appointment  and  see  Matthew  no  more  but 
desire  to  hear  further  was  strong  within  him  ;  and  he 
made  up  his  mind  to  go. 

As  for  his  own  future,  it  was  paralysed ;    because  he 
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codd  not  see  whither  life  u-ithout    Ruth   Rendle    would 

He  turned  again  to  the  message  and  took  it  up  with  him 
to  his  room. 


CHAPTER    XVII 


SUNSKT     FIKE 

DAY  dau-ned  in  ^lno,„  and  n.se  <  lotlu-d  with  a  rarmmt 
ot  heavy  ram  (hat  fell  straight  out  .,f  th..  low  .kv 
No  w,nd  stirred  and  .,„lv  th.  fontlulls  of  the      n     th  ust 
orth  from  the  fog-banks  that  hid  the  h^ls.  ug'    1 

reeking  a.r  hung  along  the  woodland  ways  •    and  a    1 1  U  e 

ss-iriSr'Tf  r'^^'^''  -t ; 'thil.;';tf' 

.ght  suddenly  spoke  and  evening  wash  ^t"  tlannl  S 
l-een.     A  low  orange  flame  wakened  westerly  and  flk 
ak)ng  the  edges  of  the  mist.     1 1  plax-ed  m  er  the  fn   . 
the  vapour,  found  the  river  and  Saslied  tl     e  ' V     flS  t'o 
ear  h  ,t  ran   and  so  struck  the  least  stock  or  stone  sha  n  v 

lurid  and  barbaric  m  its  fierce  and  dazzling  glare 

Seen  and  unseen  were  divided  sharply.     The  ver^,  heart 
f  ^K  K°''^^T""^  '^'^^  P'"^-^^d  out  by  "these  sunset  fires 

Against  the  aerial  darkness  behirut  fh,.m  iU^  t         c-^ 
glowed  l.ko  ac,rc.e  o.'fla.os.V,!™'Lt,?;stLro!r„1 


SLTNSET    FIRE 

wan.ng  splendou,  j  '  f  vvf^  '"Hhher  .f  'f  °^^"^"  "'" 
to  his  ..y.,  and  found  hun:  If  th'  t  t^re  "th '"h"'^' 
was  about  four  oVI.H-k    in<1  I,  J  u        ^-     ^^^   ^our 

armed  onv  uitli  fd,^^  "sm  .hoik  i  ark.     He  came 

Tli.-r^    .(  .1  '^^vcicUKju,  and  fie  uascomi'  1(>  IpTrn   if 

S;ra;;i:;v-;;;';Li:ri"r'r',^ /rr^ 

n..,bt  be  no  nus  e,y  •   ,t re  m^^^^^^^^^^  '"  ^^^^     ^here 

'he  fa.t  that  RniU  no^  :::f^:S^^.^^-^^-^  ^^-- 
marrv  him.  Ives  determin.S  ,,7""""^'  an'i  meant  to 
nn.ht,  he  would  beheve  him  '    ''-''    '''^'''    ^''^^'''-^• 

th'"  .'he?' min^^p:;:^r"^J;^^  f  ;!>-'^  torch,  before 

P.esently,  and  Ki^^!:  ^  i  h  s  tc^"^''  '^T 
Sreat  st,.ne  (.f  the  circle  anH  h)ll  %  >1  ,  ^^'^'"^t  the 
^tood  motionless  an  wat-hevf"'''  ^'*''^''''  ''"  ^'^  breast, 
his  mterest  increased  -  s  !"  ^^P"'^^'h-     Suddenly 

"ear,  f..r  the  ^was  much  tt  "'''''''  '^'  ^^""^  ^^'^  J'-^^^v 
A  ..eat  chan^rhrcrrovrXol^^^^^^^^^ 

-st^s^r  'ThJ;e^;::ie^'"^7  -  ^- si^o^^^ 

the  mind  of  the  vounSer      Tht  f"  ^:^H'/^this  wretch  m 

weak.     Hcsta^geWard^reeldfon^^^^^^^^^^     O  ''T''''  ''''' 

and  sat  on  a  stone  and  moptd  m  face'     I'h ''  ^  ''"^^"^ 

In'T'L^'^K"^^-^^  -dden^and  t^ame  on  a/am  '^  "'"^' 

oit^^:^!}'^^'^'  -t,on  and  impressed STh  th.  f.n„ 


'O    '-"^  t  V 


-ccii  ih„  man  and  himself  under' these 
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conditions,  Ives  hesitated  ;  then  he  slipped  down  to  biiout 
of  sif,'lit,  ( r<>pt  near  the  furtlior  rim  of  the  ring  and  crouched 
invisible  th.it  he  mifj;ht  better  judce  of  the  other's 
state. 

Northniore  was  quickly  on  the  spot  and  he  stood  there 
gasping  awhile  with  iiis  face  Ufteci.  It  shone  with  sweat 
and  the  sky  painted  its  pallor  yellow.  The  farmer  was  not 
drunk,  but  he  suffered  under  great  excitation.  His  eyes 
were  terril)ie  thus  lighted  by  the  i^ky,  and  they  blazed  with 
such  a  savage  misery  that  the  watcher  supposed  he  looked 
upnii  a  mailman. 

The  unhap])y  spirit  believed  himself  alone  and  turned 
his  gaze  round  about  the  i  irclc.  Tiien  he  remembered  a 
certain  sjKjt  in  it  and  flung  himsdt  dnwn  upon  the  iceking 
earth,  where  aforetime  ;ie  had  lallin  wlu'u  a  woman  hrst 
said  nay  to  him.  He  remained  inniuniitss  uith  his  face 
to  the  ground,  and  Pomeroy,  making  close  S(rutinvc)f  him, 
saw  that  Matthew's  hair  was  growing  thm  upon  the 
poll. 

Now  Ives  knew  not  what  to  do.  He  felt  neither  pity  nor 
anger;  but  he  found  himself  most  deeply  concerned  to 
gather  the  meaning  of  this  great  passion.  He  wf)ndered 
whether  Ruth  had  changed  her  mind.  Many  reflections, 
doubts,  and  c\eii  hopes,  sped  hurtling  through  his  brain  ; 
but  stiii  i.e  ■.I'.checl  u.i,d  waited.  In  his  •♦ement  he 
peerei.l  buldly  out  from  behind  the  stone  that  lud  him  ; 
but  Northinore  was  unconscious  of  any  preseiK  e  and  his 
ej'es  were  turned  inward.  Had  every  stone  in  that  circle 
of  stones  suddenly  revealed  a  watching  man,  he  had  not 
seen  them. 

Suddenlj'  Matthew  sat  up,  and  acted  swiftly  while  his 
heart  held  to  its  purpose.  First  he  tore  open  his  waist- 
coat and  shirt,  then  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  re- 
volver and  cocked  it.  He  held  it  to  his  side  ;  then 
changed  his  mind  aud  lifted  it  to  his  head.  The  hesi- 
tation saved  his  life.  For  a  moment  this  unexpected 
event  struck  Pomeroy  motionless  ;  then  he  leapt  forward 
and  shouted  loudly  as  he  did  so.  Northmore  turned  and 
started  as  he  pulled  the  trigger.  Thus  only  fire  scorched 
his  temple  ;  the  bullet  missed  it  and  struck  off  a  splinter 
from  the  stone  behind  him.     Opportunity  to  shoot  again 
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—  you      (it      all       men!      Wliat      do      vu       Ju 
-yes.     Wiio   sliMuld   it    be?     Wasn't    \vc   to   meet 


at  him  ds  at  a  siniige  creation  un*a- 


wa-  not  ^rantfil,  for  hfv-  tote  the  weapon  away  and  tlung 
It  !,ir  mto  the  to^  Tlit\  stood  silent,  pan  tmj<  within  arm's 
Itiigth  ot  ea(  h  oth.T  .  and  it  was  Matthew  aho  spoke 
hrst.  ' 

•  You 
here  ?  " 
••  Me- 
heie  .^  ■■ 

Northmore  looked 
miliar  in  his  eyes 

•'  I  come  to  meet  my  death— not  you  "  he  said. 
"  Button  uj)  \'our  breast.  You  forgot  I  was  to  be  here, 
but  thank  the  Loil  I  didn't.  You  stare,  hut  j'ou're  not 
more  puzzled  than  me.  You  know  a  lot  1  don't,  seemingly, 
else  you'd  ne\-er  have  come  here  to  blow  your  brains  out. 
And  I  know  more  than  you.  Since  I've'sax-ed  \-our  lite, 
I  can  tell  you  that  a  few  hours  agone  I  was  mindi^d  to  do 
for  you  what  you  meant  to  do  for  yourself.  Yet  now 
you've  got  to  thank  me  that  vou're  a  living  man." 

The  other  seemed  slowly  to   waken   and   return    to   his 
senses. 

"There's   no   thanks  due— no    thanks  due— no 
due,"   he   kept   repeating,   in  a  monotonous  voice, 
animal  crying.     "  If  I'd  known  that  vou  meant  to  kill  me 
I'd  have  come  sooner.     I  want  to  go  out  of  it.      I  must  go 
'Hit  ci  ii.     Can  mortal  man  fare  this  and  live  ?  " 

Face  what  ?  "  asked  Ives.  "  Don't  give  way  no  more. 
\ou've  come  back  to  Ufe  by  a  short  cut  ;  and  that's  as 
miuh  as  to  say  you  haven't  done  with  the  world,  and  the 
world  haven't  done  with  you.  If  what  ails  you  is  my 
work,  let  me  know  it.  Things  have  happened  to  me 
too." 

But  the  other  had  not  yet  gathered  his  shaken  wits  to- 
gether. He  had  indeed  returned  to  hfe  by  a  short  cut  ; 
and  he  remained  dazed,  obscured,  inconsequent. 

"  Here  she  first  said  '  No,'  and  here  I  was  gri:  g  tomaks 
an  end  of  it.  You — you've  done  no  service  to  me  nor  yet 
to  yourself.  What  can  she  do  now  .-'  It  all  dejx-nds  on 
me— all— every  atom  of  it.  bhe's  promised— she'd  never 
go  from  her  word— not  ev  if  I  told  her  that  she  had 
Dromised  under  f.nlse  nrfts  •     -^^       \'r^,.,.^     <.u_  ._,.i  „  j-  1 


thanks 
ike  an 


WA     n'yn"' 
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csty  is  that  woman.  She'd  never  go  trum  her  word,  1  tell 
you." 

"  .Xnd  aren't  you  honest  too  ?  "  asked  Ives. 

The  other  did   not  an.-^wer,   but  rambled  on. 

"  I  was  dragged  here  to  die — where  she  refused  me  first. 
Yes — she  refused  me  once.  That  may  surprise  you.  And 
why  were  you  here  -waiting,  ami  why  instead  of  letting 
me  go  out  of  your  j)ath  tlid  you.   .   .  ?  " 

"  Come,  come,"  said  the  saner  man.  "  Get  at  peace 
with  Yourself.  Quiet  down  your  intellects  afore  you  try 
to  tell  me  \vhat  'tis  all  about.  Something  very  terrible 
must  ha\T  haiijiid,  else  you'd  never  have  thought  to  do 
what  vou  nii'ant  to  do.  You  owe  me  more  than  hard 
words  for  preventing  it.  (']i>^t'  n\)  vour  shirt,  else  you'll 
cati  h    harm.     Let's  walk  alnng  tngi'Uier." 

Northmore  ilid  not  answer  for  some  time  ;  but  he  obeved 
and  covered  himself.     Then  he  began  to  try  and  e.xplain. 

"  I  rame  here  to  die,"  he  said.  "  I  wanted  to  die,  be- 
cause what  I  had  planned  and  hoped  and  ordered — all 
tuml)led  to  nothing.  1  forgot  about  meeting  you.  I  never 
thought  to  see  a  human  lace  again." 

"  Say  as  much  or  as  little  as  you  please, "'answered  Ives. 
"  I've  had  a  bit  of  a  sweat  over  this  job  too,  and  things  came 
up  before  my  cj'es  that  o]:)ened  'em  ])retty  wide  to  the  real 
question.  I  mean  afore  all  else  for  that  woman  to  be  happy, 
and  so  do  you.  And  if  she's  going  to  be  happy  along  with 
you — there,  no  need  to  make  me  say  the  words.  But  I  ve 
done  with  it.  You've  won  her — dogged  and  fair  and  straight. 
I'll  allow  that,  md  I  was  here  to  say  it^unless  you  had 
anything  else  to  sa\'.  Anyway  I  onl}'  want  her  good.  It  I 
can  help  her  happiness  by  going  out  of  the  way,  'tis  done. 
There  'tis  in  plain  words,  and  there's  nought  more  to  be 
. 

"  No  more  to  be  said  !  You  know  nothing.  If  it  stood 
so.   .   .  ?  " 

"  Keep  moving — you'm  wetted  through.  I'll  see  you 
home." 

Ciradually  Nortlumire  turned  to  a  more  coherent  frame  of 
mind.  Then  he  cs-^aj-ed  to  explain  thv^  facts  and  did  not 
spare  himself  in  the  process.  Pomeroy  heard  all  without 
speaking.     He  passed  through  many  moods  as  the  story 
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uith  ,ts  plot  unu.nmd  on  Xorthmore's  faltenng  tongue  • 
but  at  the  end  -ne  imglity  fact  swallowed  lesser  eniotmns 
Ruth  was  free  to  do  as  she  would  ;    and  she  had  only  ac- 
cepted Northmore  out  of  l.,\e  for  Poinen.v 

"  \-)u're  an  hone>t  man,"  said  he-,  at  last.  "  Til  sav 
nough  about  what  you  meant  to  <!,.,  and  I've  onl,-  one 
quarrel  agamst  you  :  that  vcni  bciuxed  your  own  eves 
when  you  came  cni  my  matchbox.  But  'tisn't  strange  you 
found  It  easy  seemg  what  promised  to  come  of  it  ;  ,m<l  all 
the  rot  I  d  talked  agamst  you.  And  smce  you  did  believe 
It,  I  suppose  twasn't  in  human  nature  to  h.-In  usine  it 
and  drivmg  it  home  on  Ruth.  IVlike  IM  have  dnne  the 
same. 

''She  loves  ynu      She's  always  loved  you  ;    and  I  knew 
It  and  yet  .  .   .    But  it's  told  now.     I  d-m't  want  you.  pitv 
and  as  lo.-  punishment,  you've  punished  me  enough       I 
should  be  m  eternal  i^eace  this  mmute  if  it  wasn't  for  your 
lianU.      Vou  ve  got  your  revenge  so  long  as  I  live  " 

A  time  will  come  when  you'll  think  different  to  that 
lis  not  strange  you  felt  a  sudden  want  to  be  out  of  it 
But-well-God  Knows  I  can't  preach.  Only  this  n(,u 
shall  swear  to  me  afore  I  leave  you  :  that  you'll  not  make 
away  xyith  yourself.  I'll  dog  you  night  and  day  until  you 
swear  it  !     I  feel  terrible  curious  about  your  life  now  ■    I've 

fvnnV  If?  1?"  'I  '  ^""^  ^  ''"*"  >■""  ^"  1^'°"^'^^  "1^'  that  you 
\\on  t  lift  a  hand  against  yourself  no  mr)re,  Matthew  North- 
more.  For  the  sake  of  that  woman,  keep  alive.  I  don't 
ax  for  myself.  Her  days  will  be  darkened  for  evermore  if 
you   kill  yourself  though  her  fault." 

"  ni  drag  on  with  it  somewhere  till  the  end  " 

"  You  can't  say  no  fairer  ;    and  now  I'm  coming  back- 
along  with  you-to  have  a  drink.     You  want  nne  " 

So  that  signihcant  scene  faded  upon  a   colourless  idea 
as  t tie  day  faded  upon  colourless  darkness 

Ihe  two  men  vvent  away  slowly  together  and  lett  the 
circle  empty.  Whereupon  the  fog.  as  though  waiting  only 
for  their  departure,  stole  heavily  up.  thickened  to  fme 
am,  added  gloom  to  night,  and  hid  the  Lone  Stones  and 
tlie  greac  spac-.  round  about.  Water  twi-ikled  down  the 
pillars,  a  dense  and  fumid  air  engulfed  them;  while 
beneath  this  dripping  murk.  Nature's  unforgetting  linger 
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brought  life  to  each  grey  lichen,  succour  to  the  wounded 
stone.  For  her  hand  touched  the  bruised  granite  'vhere  a 
bullet  had  broken  it,  and  the  operation  of  heaUi.  began 
instantly  upon  infliction  ot  the  hurt. 


CHAPTER    Win 


PRIMROSEN 

THERE  came  a  morning  in  early  spring'when  Pomeroy 
left  his  home  at  the  tirst  light  to  keep  an  appomt- 
ment^  Some  very  striking  new  raiment  appeared  in  his 
chamber,  but  he  did  not  don  these  things.  Instead  he 
put  on  working  day  attire  and  an  old  rap.  Then  he 
went  out  of  doors,  sank  to  Walla,  crossed  the  stream  and 
ascended  on  the  other  side. 

The  sun  had  not  risen  and  only  the  earhest  birds  were 
waking.  A  thrush  made  sleepy  music  from  a  silver  birch 
that  stood  on  the  edge  of  the  grey  light.  The  glens  were 
lull  of  dew  and  the  sky  was  almost  clear. 

Hither  came  Moleskin  to  meet  Ives.  The  old  man 
brought  a  httle  bunch  of  primroses  culled  from  Mime 
secret  spot  familiar  to  him. 

"  You've  kept  your  word."  he  said.     "  And  so  have  I. 

Iwas  a  promise  to  Ruth  that  if  she  was  married  anv  day 

after  Feburary  I'd  get   her   -rimrosen   for  her   wedding 

gown.     For  certain  she'll  hav  _  bra\er  blossoms  too  ■    but 

she  promised  for  to  wear  these,  and  here  they  are." 

He  handed  Ives  the  flowers.  Moleskin  knew  their 
haunts  and  the  hidden  places  of  their  earhest  budding. 

"I  hark  back  to  boyhood  come  primrose  time— always  " 
he  said.  "  I  go  back  to  the  days  when  I  was  a  bit  of 'a 
lad.^  And  all's  the  same— flowers,  feathers,  fins.  They 
don  t  change  no  more  than  the  bed  of  the  river  or  the 
hovers  of  the  trout.  Tis  only  us  that  change.  Smell 
em— just  the  same  sweetness  that  met  our  great  great 
grandfathers'  noses.  And  they  grow  the  same  and  peep 
out  come  the  Spring  again,  hke  maidens  from  behind 
their  window-blinds." 

"It's  good  to  go  back  a  bit  if  you'm  old,  I  suppose  " 
said  Ives 
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"  Yes,  it's  good  it  it's.  .  ."  Moleskin  broke  off.  "  And 
so  here's  your  w.  ,ung  day,  Pomeroy,  and  a  line  one  too! 
Tavistock  at  twelve  o'(  lock.  Dnn't  fear  as  me  and  Mary 
wiil  inisfj  it.  There's  a  whole  rally  ol  us  driving  n\cr  in 
Peter's  waggonette.  Him  and  his  wife  are  coming  too. 
Trust  lier  !  " 

"  Lizzie  bides  along  with  Ruth  to  ni/^'ht  down  there. 
But  Arthur  Brown  can't  get  away.  Here's  his  letter. 
'Twill  amuse  you  sim  e  you  know  the  man." 

He  handed  the  (oinnuinication  to  Moleskin  and  while 
his  neighbour  read,  smelt  the  primroses.  The  pure,  pale 
lemon  of  the  dawn  was  reflected  in  their  petals  ;  they 
would  be  on  Ruth's  breast  soon  ;  but  he  had  nothing  to 
envy  them. 

"  A  hue  ( opy-book  hand  to  be  sure,"  said  MolesKin. 

"  Yes  ;   and  a  line  <'npy-bonk  mind  behind  it." 

"Such  men  he  the  b.ukbone  of  the  nation,  without  a 
doubt.  1  see  he  tells  that  his  youngster  has  I.een  ill  ; 
.uiil  the  good  man  is  evidently  a  httle  bit  surprised  at 
God  Almighty,  that  He  could  suffer  such  a  thing  to  hap- 
pen. A  wonderful  chap— li^ht  to  your  shade— eh.  Ives 
— or  is  he  shade  to  your  light  ?  " 

Hnw's  Mrs.  Cawker  ?  "  asked  Ives. 

"  Helping  with  her  needle  against  our  Mary's  we'Mint;. 
What  a  woman -eh  ?  And  what  a  frame  !  "  There'll  be 
a  great  battle  of  soul  against  clay  when  that  noble  crea- 
ture's Rot  to  go.  But  never  mind  ;  nobody  but  you  and 
Ruth  to-day.  'Tis  your  day.  If  your  mother  only 
wasn't  gone  !  'Twould  have  been  her  hif^h-water  mark 
of  hcipi)iness  to  see  you  two  joined  presently." 

"  She  don't  seem  as  dead  as  she  was,"  answered  the 
other.  "  I  can't  make  my  meaning  very  clear,  I'm 
afraid— yet,  if  any  could  grasp  hold  of  it,  perhaps  you 
^oukl.  Why,  man,  my  mother's  nearer  and  more  alive  to 
me,  even  now,  than  half  of  the  real,  hve  people  in  the 
world." 

"  Wei!  1  understand !  Some  are  more  alive,  though 
they  be  dead,  than  others  all  the  days  of  their  life.  And 
her— her— why,  she's  not  dead  so  long  as  you'm  stirring, 
my  bold  hero!  You  may  even  grow  to  be  worthy  of 
such  a  mother  yet." 
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"Never,"  he  said.  "  No  son  ran  be  wortliy  r.f  such  a 
woman  as  A  visa  Pomeroy." 

"Some  of  'em  used  to  wonder  whv  von  didn't  take 
more  after  lier  ;  but  'twas  (.nly  their  bhndness.  I 
knowed  she  was  there— waiting  to  sliow  in  vou,  pour 
chap.  And  out  she  ( ame  when  most  you  had  need  of 
her,  1  reckon.  How's  Matthew  NorthnKnc  by  the  ,inie 
token  ?     lldvf.   'e  h(>ard  aught  oi  him  ?  " 

"  He's  not  coming  back— took  a  farm  t'other  side  the 
Moor,  Chaggyford  wa\'.     He's  well— so  he  says." 

Moleskin  nodded. 

"A  spark  ot  wisdom  in  him  not  to  come  back. 
It  opens  np  the  question  of  who'll  have  Stone  I'.iik 
must   hojio  for  a  largediearted  i  iv.ituic." 

But  P()meroy  was  not  consid(-ring  Stone  Park. 

"Two,"  he  said,  harping  back  to  the  great  matte 
his  mind.     "  Two  of  the  best  women  God  ev(  ;  made, 
one— one  I)ore  me— and   t'other  be  going  to  mari\'  me 
I've  had  a  mighty  deal  more  kick  than  my  shai>'    Mole- 
skin." 

"  You  have  witliout  a  doubt  ;  but  that's  a  very  common 
thing— whether  good  luck  or  bad.  Nought  in  nattiie's 
rarer  than  to  see  man  or  woman  getting  tlieir  desert." 

They  had  come  down  to  the  brink  of  tiie  ri\er  and  here 
parted. 

"See  you  later,"  said  Moleskin.  "Take  care  of  they 
primrosen,  and  joy  go  to  her  along  with  'em." 

As  the  men  vani^lird,  each  upon  his  path,  there  wakviR,! 
a  great  light  out  n|  the  east,  and  the  birds  sang  togrilnr 
Dawn  bloomed  rather  than  broke— budded  and  bloomed 
where  httle  ckmdlels  opened  scarlet  petals  under  the 
teet  of  day.  Then  heaven's  transparent  rarhanie  finding 
earth,  glittered  over  long  leagues  ot  dew,  tinctured  with 
gold  the  crystal  of  Walla,  and  kissed  Dartmoor— Mother  of 
rivers,  Guardian  of  the  rain— as  she  awoke  and  lifted  her 
misty  eyes  to  the  morning. 


THE     END 
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